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PREFACE. 

BY  THE  EDITOR. 

The  two  former  volumes  of  this  edition  consist  of  mature 
works  published  by  Shelley  during  his  life-time;  and  the 
series  of  such  works  is  completed  in  the  present  volume 
by  the  reproduction  of  his  editions  of  Adonais  and  Hellas 
with  the  Poem  Written  on  Hearing  the  News  of  the  Death 
of  Napoleon,  The  rest  of  the  volume,  or  nearly  all  of  it, 
consists  of  work  published  after  the  poet's  death. 

In  dealing  with  Shellejr's  posthumous  poems,  change  of 
method  has  naturally  followed  change  of  materials  and 
circumstances.  The  text  of  many  of  these  grew  gradually 
under  the  disentangling  hand  of  the  poet's  ever  devoted 
widow ;  but  I  have  not  always  thought  it  needful  to  indicate 
what  additions  and  changes  were  made  subsequently  to  1824, 
in  poems  imperfectly  issued  in  the  volume  of  that  year, 
called  Posthumous  Poems,  It  has  seemed  sufficient  to  adopt 
the  most  complete  version  and  the  best  readings,  though 
where  there  are  minute  variations  of  any  interest  I  have 
recorded  them  also.  Verbal  variations  in  the  text,  I  have 
aimed  at  recording  invariably;  and  to  that  end  all  the 
poems,  from  whatever  source  they  are  printed  in  the  main, 
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have  been  collated,  as  in  the  other  two  volumes,  with  both 
Mrs.  Shelley's  editions  of  1839.  Indeed,  in  every  case  (and 
many  such  have  presented  themselves)  where  further  colla- 
tion seemed  desirable,  several  later  editions  also  have  been 
consulted ;  and  wherever  a  manuscript  has  been  available 
to  me,  I  have  collated  the  text  with  it  word  by  word  and 
point  by  point.  In  regard  to  whatever  slight  variation  from 
the  current  texts  may  be  found  in  my  edition,  whether  in 
orthography,  punctuation,  capitalling,  or  other  minute  par- 
ticulars, it  is  to  be  imderstood  that  I  have  adopted  the 
reading,  either  of  the  manuscript,  or  of  one  of  Mrs.  Shelley's 
editions.  Every  change  introduced  on  the  authority  of  my 
own  senses  is  specified,  however  obvious  the  necessity,  or 
however  minute  the  change, — and  unless,  as  I  said  in  the 
Preface  to  the  first  volume,  the  printer  has  stolen  a  march 
on  me  in  any  case.  This  rule  refers,  absolutely,  only  to 
such  poems  as  were  published  by  Mrs.  Shelley  ;  and,  though 
it  has  had  considerable  obseiTance  in  the  case  of  poems 
first  given  by  Mr.  Gamett  and  Mr.  Rossetti,  it  has  not 
been  applied  with  quite  the  same  rigour. 

There  is  a  good  reason  for  this  slight  relaxation :  Mr. 
Gamett  assures  me  that  the  manuscripts  from  wliich  he  has 
made  transcripts  have  been  very  deficient  in  punctuation, — 
an  assurance  amply  confirmed  by  my  own  experience;  and 
as  both  Mr.  Gamett  and  Mr.  Bossetti,  who  have  given  these 
transcripts  to  the  public,  disagree  with  me  as  to  the  utility 
of  preserving  Shelley's  punctuation,  I  have  not  felt  called 
upon  to  follow  the  pointing  of  the  Selics,  or  of  Mr.  Eossetti's 
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edition,  as  the  case  may  be,  but  have  punctuated  the  pieces 
as  I  should  imagine  Shelley  punctuating  them  in  a  more 
advanced  stage  than  that  in  which  he  left  them.  This  has 
been  to  treat  them  as  I  must  have  done  had  the  manuscripts 
been  deciphered  by  myself  instead  of  Mr.  Gamett 

The  erroneous  variations  shewn  by  manuscripts,  whether 
in  Shellejr's  imting  or  that  of  his  wife,  have  a  value  in 
teaching  us  to  apprehend  the  process  of  corruption  under- 
gone by  his  poems ;  and  for  this  reason  I  have  recorded  a 
great  number  of  no  individual  importance  or  interest,  but 
valuable  to  such  students  as  may  please  to  take  them 
collectively.  But  beside  erroneous  mtntUiee  of  merely 
constructive  value,  the  manuscripts  often  shew  apparently 
unimportant  details  that  should,  according  to  my  theory,  be 
foUowed  impUcitly,  as  being  intentional.  Thus,  in  the  two 
careful  manuscripts  from  which  Julian  arvd  Maddalo  and 
The  Made  of  Anarchy  are  given,  it  would  be,  if  accidental, 
a  very  curious  coincidence  that  the  system  of  inverted 
commas  is  precisely  the  same.  In  each  poem,  in  the 
earlier  part,  where  the  speeches  are  short,  the  marks  of 
quotation  are  repeated  at  the  beginning  of  every  line  ;  but 
when  in  Julian  and  Maddalo  we  are  carried  into  the 
monologue  of  the  maniac,  a  single  inverted  comma  before 
each  paragraph  is  made  to  suffice :  similarly,  when  we  come 
in  The  Mask  of  Anarchy  to  the  invocation  forming 
stanzas  XXXVII  to  XCI,  the  inverted  commas  are  at  the 
beginning  of  each  stanza  only,  and  not  of  each  line. 
The   more    we   have    the    opportunity   of   studying   the 
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growth  of  Shelley's  poems,  the  more,  I  am  convinced,  wil 
it  become  apparent  that  the  word  careless  will  not  do  t< 
apply  to  the  peculiarities  and  laxities  of  his  punctuatioi 
&C.  I  have  been  very  strongly  impressed  with  this  fitc 
in  re-editing  fix)m  the  manuscripts  the  two  poems  just  men 
tioned  It  seems  to  me, — and  I  think  my  notes  will  shev 
conclusively  to  all  thoughtful  persons, — that  Shelley  tool 
somewhat  elaborate  pains  to  redcu^t  and  punctuate  hi 
poetry;  and  I  have  no  doubt  whatever  that,  having  sa 
down  determinedly  to  go  through  the  punctuation  an( 
minor  detail  of  a  fairly  written  poem,  about  to  go  to  pres^ 
he  was  only  prevented  from  consistently  revising  it  through 
out,  by  getting  once  more  implicated  in  the  ardour  o 
realization, — an  ardour  only  difiering  in  degree  from  tha 
of  composition  and  recomposition;  A  curious  instance  o 
minute  care  has  presented  itself  to  me  in  the  manuscrip 
of  The  Mask  of  Anarchy  since  the  sheets  of  that  poes 
were  printed  ofiT:  in  stanza  XXIX  (page  163),  the  secon( 
line  seems  on  close  examination,  to  liave  been  originall; 
written  by  Mrs.  Shelley  thus : 

A  planet  like  the  morning  lay  ; 

which   laxity  (very  likely  to   have  been   Shelley's   in   th 

ardour  of  composition)  is  carefully  altered   to   the   line   ii 

the  text, — 

A  planet,  like  the  morning's,  lay ; 

and  that  this  minute  change  was  actually  made  witl 
Shelley's  hand  it  needs  no  expert  to  decide.  Mrs.  Shelley' 
commas   are  very  different   from   Shelley's ;   and   curioiisl; 
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mimetic  as  her  hand  is  of  his,  s  is  a  letter  in  the  forma- 
tion of  which  she  never  completely  assimilated  his  style. 
I  may  say,  none  the  less,  that  to  make  quite  certain,  I  have 
I    submitted  this  line  to  an  expert, — ^who  decides  with  me 
that  there  is  no  doubt  whatever  as  to  the  hand  that  made 
the  revision.    Traces  of  moments  when  minute  care  gave 
out  (displaced  according  to  my  view  by  renewed  ardour) 
will  be  found  recorded  in  the  foot-notes  to  the  two  poems 
specially  mentioned  above,  and,  for  that  matter,  in  nume- 
rous other  instances  throughout  the  posthumous  works  of 
which  I  have  consulted  manuscripts. 

Another  small  matter  of  detail  may  be  recorded  here 
once  for  all,'  before  passing  to  other  subjects.  Finding 
good  reason  to  think  that  words  ending  in  iae  were  duly 
spelt  by  Shelley  with  £l  z,  I  have,  whenever  I  have  ob- 
served an  «  in  that  termination,  in  the  posthumous  poems, 
substituted  a  z.  Mrs.  Shelley  seems  either  not  to  have 
followed  any  rule  in  this  respect,  or  to  have  omitted  to 
exercise  any  great  watchfulness  over  the  printers,  who  in 
this  particular  require  special  supervision,  on  account  of 
the  much  greater  ease  with  which,  when  ''at  case,"  the 
compositor  can  pick  up  an  s  than  a  z. 

It  remains  to  speak  of  certain  details  of  arrangement 
followed  in  the  series  of  Shelley's  works  after  that  which 
closes  with  Hdlas  and  the  Poem  Written  on  Hearing  the 
News  of  the  Death  of  Napoleon,  It  has  seemed  to  me  that 
the  best  plan  is  to  follow  up  the  chronological  series  of 
mature  works  published  in  his  life-time,  with  the  principal 
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posthumous  poems  produced  contemporaneously  with  the 
series  from  Alastor  to  Hellas; — this  second  chronology  to 
be  followed  by  a  third,  of  smaller  posthumous  poems  stlQ 
occupying  the  same  period,  and  grouped  under  separate 
years,  as  Mrs.  Shelley  grouped  them ; — and  the  transktions 
to  be  kept  apart,  and  placed  at  the  end  of  the  mature 
works,  before  tlie  appendix  of  Juvefiilia. 

In  carrying  out  this  arrangement  I  have  innovated  some- 
what in  the  matter  of  fragments.  The  fact  that  a  poem 
was  unfinished  did  not  with  Shelley  form  per  se  an  obsta- 
cle to  its  publication ;  for  we  have  A  Vision  of  the  Sea, 
ending  abruptly  in  the  middle  of  a  sentence,  put  forth  by 
him  in  his  lifetime,  as  were  also  The  Dasmon  of  the  World 
and  Superstition;  and  the  fragment  of  Prince  Athanase 
was  also  sent  for  publication.  Thus  I  have  been  obliged 
to  introduce  fragments  into  the  chronological  series  of  re- 
printed volumes;  and  it  certainly  seems  to  me  better  to 
follow  the  same  principle  in  regard  to  the  posthumous 
fragments,  and  group  them  with  the  poems  of  each  year. 
I  think  they  have  a  stronger  interest  so  grouped  than 
when  separated  and  arranged  in  an  independent  chronolc^'. 
They  thus  shew  more  readily  what  Shelley  was  doing,  as 
far  as  we  can  ascertain,  in  tlie  way  of  original  poetry,  in 
each  year.  For  these  reasons  I  have  imported  the  Frag- 
ments of  an  Uvfinished  Drama,  Charles  tlie  First,  and  The 
Trivmph  of  Life  into  the  series  of  principal  posthiAious 
poems;  and  for  similar  reasons  I  have  placed  cancelled 
passages,  belonging  obviously  to  given  poems,  immediately 
after  sucli,  instead  of  in  a  separate  section. 
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Hie  LMer  to  Maria  Oisborm  has  been  brooglit  into  the 
series  of  principal  or  more  important  posthumous  poems, 
because,  though  comparatively  short,  it  is  among  the  most 
perfect  and  to  my  mind  important  of  Shelley's  smaller 
compositions,  and  is  in  some  respects  unlike  all  else.  The 
text  is  now  given  completely  for  the  first  time,  I  believe, — 
though  I  may  admit  that  nothing  but  the  actual  letter 
which  went  through  the  post  will  satisfy  me  concerning 
one  or  two  not  altogether  unimportant  details.  That  letter 
I  have  as  yet  failed  to  discover. 

It  may  be  well  to  repeat   that  the   references  to  Mr. 
Bossetti's  text  and  notes  are  (as  stated  in  my  former  pre- 
face) to  the  edition  in  two  volumes  published  in  1870,  and 
that  I  have  not  collated  that  edition  with  the  unannotated 
single  volume  belonging   to  "Moxon's  Popular  Poets."     I 
could   find  no  statement  to  lead   me  to  suppose   that  the 
one  text  varied  from  the  other;   and  the  single  volume  is 
wholly  undated.    This   absence   of  date   has   led  me  into 
what  Mr.  Gkimett   has  written  to  point  out  as  something 
of  an  injustice.    He  tells  me  that  the  volume  was  really 
issued   after   the   publication   of  the   article  in  The  West- 
minster  Btvitw  containing   Mr.  Gamett's  emendations,  and 
that  Mr.  Bossetti's  popular  edition  thus  had  the  advantage 
of  such   emendations.    Wlienever,   therefore,   in   my  notes, 
one  of  these   is  in  question,  it  should,  Mr.  Gamett  points 
out,  have  appeared  that  Mr.  Rossetti  had  already  made  use 
of  it,  though   not  in  the   only  edition  which   I   saw  any 
reason   for  consulting.     Thus   when   the   old    readings  are 
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referred  to  in  these  cases  as  the  readings  of  all  previous 
editions  knoum  to  me,  and  when,  particularly,  they  are 
recorded  as  adopted  by  Mr.  Bossetti,  the  statement  is  not 
strictly  correct;  and  I  must  disclaim,  with  every  apology 
to  Mr.  Bossetti,  any  intention  to  defraud  him  of  the  credit 
of  first  introducing  the  new  readings  in  question  into  the 
text  of  Shelley's  poems.  It  may  also  be  added  that  the 
expression  cUl  editions  knoum  to  me  must  not  be  taken 
to  mean  all  editions  with  the  existence  of  which  I  am 
acquainted;  because  there  are  numbers  of  editions  which 
I  know  and  possess,  and  yet  have  not  the  least  famili- 
arity with  the  details  of  them. 

Some  explanation  is  due  to  the  public  in  regard  to  the 
long  delay  in  issuing  the  present  volume.  It  arose  in  part 
from  the  fortunate  discovery  of  the  missing  copy  of  Qu>een 
Mab  mentioned  in  Medwin's  and  Middleton's  lives  of 
Shelley, — a  discovery  which  carried  with  it  some  extra  edit- 
orial work  and  some  additional  printing.  The  last  con- 
servator of  this  book  was  the  poet  Thomas  Wade,  whose 
devotion  to  Shelley  was  productive  of  other  results  beside 
the  preservation  of  this  volume, — namely  much  admirable 
poetry  with  a  strong  colouring  of  his  master's  mind  therein. 
I  have  the  pleasant  duty  of  recording  here  my  hearty  tlianks 
to  his  widow  for  placing  the  book  in  my  hands  in  order 
that  the  manuscript  revisions  and  interpolations  in  it  might 
be  made  public. 

I  have  also  again  to  thank  Mr.  Kirby, — this  time  for 
providing  me   with  a  copy   of  the   third   edition  of   John 
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Hamilton  Beynolds's  Peter  Bell,  a  Lyrical  Ballad,  from 
which  the  poem  has  been  printed  in  the  appendix^  and 
for  the  continued  loan  of  books,  including  the  second 
edition  of  the  same  Peter  Bell.  Having  collated  these  two 
editions,  I  am  enabled  to  assure  the  curious  that  the  text  of 
the  third  is  absolutely  identical  with  that  of  the  second. 

In  view  of  certain  questions  that  have  been  asked  as  to 
the  completeness  or  otherwise  of  the  present  edition  of 
Shelley's  Poetical  Works,  it  can  be  stated  that  the  edition 
will  be  absolutely  complete, — ^wUl  contain,  that  is  to  say, 
an  poetical  work  of  Shelley's  published  up  to  the  present 
day,  beside  some  small  poems  now  published  for  the  first 
time.  By  arrangements  made  between  the  present  pro- 
prietors of  the  copyright  portions  of  Shellejr's  works,  the 
projectors  of  this  edition  are  enabled  to  promise  that  no 
single  line  of  Shelley's  poetry  at  present  known  to  the 
public  will  be  omitted.  These  arrangements  have  been 
another  cause  of  delay. 

I  have  to  qualify  in  a  very  sad  sense  the  bearing  of 
one  or  two  passages  in  the  notes  to  this  volume,— those 
wherein  the  name  of  Charles  Cowden  Clarke  is  coupled 
with  the  present  tense.  That  veteran  author  and  critic  died 
at  Genoa  on  the  13th  of  March,  in  his  ninetieth  year.  He 
was  one  of  the  very  few  men  remaining  who  moved  in 
the  same  circle  as  Shelley  moved  in :  the  friend  of  Leigh 
Hunt  and  the  guide  of  Keats  naturally  formed  a  link 
^tween  the  present  generation  and  Shelley.  It  does  not 
behove   me    to    speak    here    of   Mr.   Clarke's    well-known 
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doings  in  literature  for  the«last  fifty  or  sixty  years;   bai 
it  will  not  be   out  of  place   to   say  that,  in   the   c(xie-  ^ 
spondence   I    have  had  with  him  in  connexion  with  my 
labours  on  the  text  of  Shelley's  works,  I  have  found  him,  I 
— as  I   believe  all   who   knew   him   personally  have  ever  ; 
found  him, — ^most  courteous  and  amiable ;    and  it  is  with  j 
very   sincere  regret  that  I   make  this   record  of  his  de- 
parture from  among  us. 

H.  BUXTON  FOEMAN. 


88,  llarlboroTigh  Hill,  St.  John's  Wood, 
March,  1877. 
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[According  to  a  letter  from  Shelley  to  Mr.  Oisbome,  dated  the  5th  of  Jane 
1821,  he  had  been  "engaged  these  last  days  in  composing"  Adonau/  andcn 
the  16th  of  the  same  month  he  wrote  to  Mr.  Oisbome  that  it  was  then  finished, 
and  waa  sent  to  "the  press  at  Pisa"  on  that  day :  in  writing  again  on  tfai 
18th  of  July,  he  advised  Mr.  Oisbome  of  the  despatch  of  the  only  copy  the  printa 
had  delivered.  This  was  a  considerable  time  for  the  printing  of  a  thin  pain- 
phlety  and  would  seem  to  indicate  some  trouble  given  to  the  printer  in  oorreo 
tions  while  at  press.  The  Pisa  edition  of  Adonais,  of  which  the  title-page  ii 
reproduced  opposite,  is  a  small  quarto,  stitched,  in  a  blue  ornamented 
wrapper.  It  consists  of  title-page,  preface  pp.  8  to  6,  and  text  pp.  7  to 
25,— in  all  three  sheets  and  a  single  leaf.  It  has  no  imprint  beyond  thai 
■hewn  in  the  title-page.  There  are  hardly  any  printer's  errors  in  it^  in  ni| 
opinion  ;  and  the  appearance  of  the  work  as  well  as  the  passages  in  SheUcyi 
letters  relating  to  it  justify  the  belief  that  here  at  all  events  Shelley  took 
great  care  in  writing  and  revising,  and  was  not  frustrated  by  the  printer. 
I  think,  however,  he  must  have  made  a  few  MS.  changes  after  publioatiaii, 
as  will  be  seen  in  the  foot-notes.  I  am  not  aware  of  any  extant  MS.  ol 
Adonait  approaching  completeness,  or  of  any  MS.  at  all  except  the  passages 
in  the  note-books  in  Sir  Percy  Shelley's  possession,  examined  by  Mr. 
Gamett,  and  which  he  tells  me  are  "  the  merest  fragments."  But  even  if 
there  were  a  finished  MS.  extant,  it  would  not  affect  the  question  of  thoM 
particular  changes  made  by  Mrs.  Shelley,  for  which  I  suspect  she  had  tin 
authority  of  a  copy  revised  by  Shelley  after  publication.  There  is  one 
curious  detail  in  the  Pisa  Adonait  which  I  must  note,  trivial  as  it  i% 
beoaxise  I  have  not  reproduced  it.  The  frequent  dashes,  which  seem  to 
have  exactly  the  value  usual  with  Shelley,  are  all  double  the  usual  length, 
except  in  two  instauoes.  The  fact  is  that^  in  Shelley's  bold  writings  thssi 
dashes  were  veiy  long :  the  English  printers  would  understand  this ;  bnt 
Didot's  people  seem  to  have  followed  them  literally ;  and,  the  book  heiq| 
boldly  printed,  this  peculiarity  would  not  be  likely  to  strike  Shelley  ia 
reviung.  The  two  instances  in  which  the  ordinary  dash  occurs  in  ths 
Pisa  edition  are  line  5  of  stanza  IX,  and  line  9  of  stanaa  XXXIV.  In  all 
other  cases  it  is  to  be  understood  that  I  have  substituted  an 
dash  for  a  long  one. — H.  B.  F.] 
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PREFACE. 

[bt  SHKLUT.] 

UAs  Tffv  ro7s  x^^^***"*^^  vor^Hpa^u,  Kobic  wyXvicap^ ; 
Tiff  S4  $poros  rotrffovror  ta^dtupoSf  4|  Ktptunu  roi, 

Ho6CHU8>^  Epitaph.  Biok. 

ny  intention  to  subjoin  to  the  London  edition*  of 
em,  a  criticism  upon  the  claims  of  its  lamented 
0  be  classed  among  the  writers  of  Uie  highest  genius 
ve  adorned  our  age.  My  known  repugnance  to  the 
principles  of  taste  on  which  several  of  his  earlier 
Ltions  were  modelled,  prove,  ^  at  least  that  I  am  an 


7*8  indebtedneas  to  MoechuB 
its  in  Adonais  ib  well  known ; 
Qteresting  to  trace  his  fami- 
1th  the  Sicilian  poet  back 
a.  If  Mr.  Roasetti  is  right 
ig  the  Euay  on  Christianity 
IT  1815  (and  he  is  probably 
n\Ag),  I  tliink  it  is  pretty 
Shelley  was  then  already  in 

Moechus  ;  for,  written  on 
paper  i^dth  the  misning  frag- 
Jiat  essay  which  was  found 
eigh  Hunt's  pai>ers  by  Mr. 
id  Mayer,  there  is  the  be- 
»f  a  tranblation  of  the  third 
e  elegy    on   Bion, — a  most 

fragment  which  will  duly 
this  eilition.  In  caligraphy, 
cmds  precisely  with  the  prose 

lot  aware  that  there  ever  was 
on  edition  of  this  poem  by 
be  earliest  separate  reprint 
»  me  is  an  octavo  pamphlet 
in  1829  with  the  imprint, 
Ige :  Printed  by  W.  Metcalfe, 
by  Messrs.  Oee  k  Bridges, 


Market-Hill.**  It  contains  the  follow- 
ing notice  :  "  The  present  edition  is 
an  exact  reprint  (a  few  typographical 
en-ors  only  being  corrected,)  A  the 
first  edition  of  the  '  Adonais,  *^<latedy 
*  Pisa,  with  the  types  of  Didot^ 
MDCCCXXL*"  The  minute  varia- 
tions from  the  original  are  far  more 
considerable  than  the  projectors  teem 
to  have  been  aware ;  but,  in  essential 
matter.'^,  it  is  a  verr  accurate  edition. 
Lord  Houghton  tells  me  that^  when  at 
Cambridge,  he  and  Arthur  Hallam 
(who  brought  a  copy  of  the  Pisa  edi- 
tion from  Italy),  and  one  or  two  others, 
resolved  to  get  it  reprinted  ;  and, 
after  some  difficulty  in  finding  a  pub- 
lisher, this  was  done.  Lord  Houghton 
cannot  recollect  whether  he  or  Hallam 
edited  the  text :  but  he  remembers 
that  Deighton,  a  proposed  publisher, 
objected  to  the  words  "which  was 
like  Cain's  or  Christ's'*  (stanza 
XXXIV),  and  wanted  to  put  asterisks 
for  those  names ! 

'  ^u;  in  Shelley*s  and  Mrs.  Shelley's 
editions  :  grammar  was   so  much  a 
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impartial  judge.  I  consider  the  fragment  of  Hyperion,  aa 
second  to  nothing  that  was  ever  produced  by  a  writer  of 
the  same  years. 

John  Keats  ^  died  at  Borne  of  a  consumption,  in  his  twenty- 
fourth  year,  on   the of 1821  ;*  and  was   buried 

in  the  romantic  and  lonely  cemetery  of  the  protestants  in 
that  city,  under  the  pyramid  which  is  the  tomb  of  Cestios, 
and  the  massy  walls  and  towers,  now  mouldering  and 
desolate,  which  formed  the  circuit  of  ancient  Rome.  The 
cemetery  18  an  open  space  among  the  ruins  covered  in  winter 
with  violets  and  daisies.  It  might  make  one  in  love  with 
death,  to  think  that  one  should  be  buried  in  so  sweet  a 
place. 

The  genius  of  the  lamented  person  to  whose  memory  I 
have  dedicated  these  unworthy  verses,  was  not  less  delicate 
and  fragile  than  it  was  beautiful;  and  where  cankerworma 
abound,  what  wonder,  if  it's  young  flower  was  blighted  in 
the  bud  ?  The  savage  criticism  on  his  Endymion,  which 
appeared  in  the  Quarterly  Review,  produced  the  most  violent 
effect  on  his  susceptible  mind ;  the  agitation  thus  originated 
ended  in  the  rupture  of  a  blood-vessel  in  the  lungs ;  a  rapid 
consumption  ensued,  and  the  succeeding  acknowledgments 
from  more  candid  critics,  of  the  true  greatness  of  his 
powers,  were  ineffectual  to  heal  the  wound  thus  wantonly 
inflicted. 

It  may  be  well  said,  that  these  wretched  men  know  not 
what  they  do.  They  scatter  their  insults  and  their  slanders 
without  heed  as  to  whether  the  poisoned  shaft  lights  on  a 
heart  made  callous  by  many  blows,  or  one,  like  Keats's 
composed  of  more  penetrable  stuff.  One  of  their  associates, 
is,    to    my    knowledge,    a    most    base    and     unprincipled 

matter  of  euphony  with  Shelley  that  ^  There  is  a  comma  here  in  SheUey*i 

the  propriety  of  changing  such  falise  edition. 

conoordjB  ia  very  doubtful,  even  in  an  *  The    real  date  was  the   23rd  of 

edition  profeaaing  to  "reform"  and  February  1821. 

"harmonize.** 
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calumniator.    As  to  ''Endymion";  was  it  a  poem,  whatever 

mi^t  be   it's   defects,   to   be  treated   contemptuously  by 

those  who  had  celebrated  with  various  degrees  of  complacency 

and  panegyric,  ''  Paris,"  and  **  Woman,"  and  a  *\  Syrian  Tale,'' 

and  Mrs.  Le£euiu,  and  Mr.  Barrett,^  and  Mr.  Howard  Payne, 

and  a  long  list  of  the  illustrious  obscure  ?    Are  these  the 

msa,  who  in  their  venal  good  nature,  presumed  to  draw  a 

parallel  between  the  Bev.  Mr.   Milman  and  Lord   Byron? 

What  gnat  did  they  strain  at  here,  after  having  swallowed 

all  those  camels  ?    Against  what  woman  taken  in  adultery, 

dares  the  foremost  of  these  literary  prostitutes  to  cast  his 

opprobrious  stone  ?  Miserable  man !  yon,  one  of  the  meanest^ 

have  wantonly  defaced  one  of  the  noblest  specimens  of  the 

^  workmanship  of  God.  Nor  shall  it  be  your  excuse,  that, 
moiderer  as  you  are,  you  have  spoken  daggers,  but  used 
non& 

The  circumstances  of  the   closing  scene  of  poor  Eeats's 

life  were  not  made  known  to  me  until  the  Elegy  was  ready 

for  the  press.    I  am  given  to   understand  that  the  wound 

i    which  his  sensitive  spirit  had  received  from  the  criticism  of 

j    Endymion,  was  exasperated  by  the  bitter  sense  of  unrequited 

)    benefits ;  the  poor  fellow  seems   to  have  been  hooted  from 

the  stage  of  life,  no  less  by  those  on  whom  he  had  wasted 

the   promise   of  his   genius,  than   those  on  whom  he  had 

lavished  his  fortune  and  his  care.    He  was  accompanied  to 

Bome,  and   attended  in   his  last  illness   by  Mr.  Severn,   a 

young   artist  of  the  highest   promise,   who,   I   have  been 

ioformed  '^  almost  risked  his  own  life,   and  sacrificed  every 

"prospect  to  unwearied  attendance  upon  his  dying  friend." 

Had  I  known  these  circumstances  before  the  completion  of 

my  poem,    I  should  have   been  tempted  to  add  my   feeble 

tribute  of  applause  to  the  more  solid  recompense  which  the 

virtuous  man  finds  in  the  recollection  of  his  own  motives. 

1  The  author  of  Woman  (a  book  of  twaddlesome  yene). 
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Mr.  Severn  can  dispense  with  a  reward  from  "such  stofi 
as  dreams  are  made  of."  His  conduct  is  a  golden  augoiy 
of  the  success  of  his  future  career — ^may  the  unextinguished 
Spirit  of  his  illustrious  friend  animate  the  creations  of  his 
pencil,  and  plead  against  Oblivion  for  his  name!^ 


^  In  a  letter  to  Severn,  dated  the  29th 
of  November,  1821,  aocompanying  a 
copy  of  AdonaU,  Shelley  says  :  "You 
wul  see,  by  the  preface,  that  it  was 
written  before  I  could  obtain  any  par- 
ticular aooount  of  his  last  moments  ; 
all  that  I  still  know  was  conmiuni- 
cated  to  me  by  a  friend,  who  had 
derived  his  information  from  Colonel 
Finch.  I  have  ventured  to  express, 
as  I  felt,  the  respect  and  admiration 
which  your  conduct  towards  him 
demands. 

"  In  spite  of  his  transcendent  genius, 
Keats  never  was,  nor  ever  wiU  be,  a 
popular  poet ;  and  the  total  neglect 
and  obscurity  in  which  the  astonishing 


remnants  of  his  mind  still  lie^ 
hardly  to  be  dissipated  by  a  writer 
who,  however  he  may  difier  from  Keats 
in  more  important  qualities,  at  least 
resembles  him  in  that  accidental  one^ 
a  want  of  popularity. 

**  I  have  little  hope,  therefore^  that 
the  poem  I  send  you  wiU  excite  vaj 
attention,  nor  do  I  feel  assured  that  a 
critical  notice  of  his  writings  would 
find  a  single  reader.  But  for  thew 
considerations,  it  had  been  my  inten- 
tion to  have  collected  the  remnants  of 
his  compositions,  and  to  have  puUish- 
ed  them  with  a  life  and  critioum." 
Ltfe,  Letten,  tkc,  of  John  Keata,  VoL 
II.,  p.  101). 


ADONAIS. 


I  WKKP  for  Adonais — he  ia  dead  I 
O,  veep  for  Adonais !  thoogh  our  tears 
Thav  not  tlie  frost  which  binds  bo  dear  a  head  1 
And  thoQ,  sad  Hoar,  selected  from  all  years 
To  mourn  our  loss,  ronse  thy  obscnre  compeers. 
And  teach  them  thine  own  sorrow,  say:  with  me 
Died  Adonais ;  tiJl  the  Future  dares 
Forget  the  Fast,  his  fate  and  fame  shall  be 
An  echo  and  a  light  unto  eternity  I 


Where  wert  thou  mighty  Mother,  when  he  lay. 
When  thy  Son  lay,  pierced  by  the  shaft  which  flies 
In  darkness  ?     where  was  lorn  Urania 
When  Adonais  died  ?    With  veilM  eyes, 
3Gd  listening  Echoes,  in  her  Paradise 
She  sate,  while  one,  with  soft  enamoured  breath, 
Beldndled  all  the  fading  melodies, 
With  which,  like  floweiB  that  mock  the  corse  beneath, 
1^  liad  adOTned  and  hid  the  coming  bulk  of  death. 
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III. 

0,  weep  for  Adonais — ^he  is  dead ! 
Wake,  melancholy  Mother,  wake  and  weep! 
Yet  wherefore  ?    Quench  within  their  burning  bed 
Thy  fiery  tears,  and  let  thy  loud  heart  keep 
Like  his,  a  mute  and  uncomplaining  sleep; 
For  he  is  gone,  where  all  things  wise  and  fair 
Descend;— oh,  dream  not  that  the  amorous  Deep 
Will  yet  restore  him  to  the  vital  air; 
Death  feeds  on  his  mute  voice,  and  laughs  at  our  despair. 

IV. 

Most  musical  of  mourners,  weep  again ! 
Lament  anew,  Urania! — ^He  died, 
Who  was  the  Sire  of  an  immortal  strain. 
Blind,  old,  and  lonely,  when  his  country's  pride. 
The  priest,  the  slave,  and  the  liberticide. 
Trampled  and  mocked  with  many  a  loathM  rite 
Of  lust  and  blood ;  he  went,  unterrified. 
Into  the  gulf^  of  death ;  but  his  clear  Sprite 
Yet  reigns  o'er  earth;  the  third  among  the  sons  of  light* 


^  8ie  in  She11oy*8  edition,  although 
he  scarcely  ever  spella  the  word  else- 
where othorwise  than  gulph. 

'Milton  being  called  <'the  third 
among  the  sons  of  light,'*  who  does 
tihelley  rank  as  the  first  and  second  f 
Critics  have  generally  sought  to  solve 
this  difficulty  by  reference  to  the 
Ikftmct  of  Poetry  {Euayi  and  Letten 
from  Aln^Md,  VoL  /.),  wherein  Milton 
is  named  as  the  third  epic  poet, — 
Homer  and  Dante  being  the  first  and 
second,  and  even  Virgil  excluded  from 
participation  in  the  fuU  title  of  epic 
poet,  meaning  a  "  poet  the  series  of 
whose  creations  bore  a  defined  and 
intelligible  relation  to  the  knowledge 
and  sentiment  and  religion  of  the  age 
in  which  he  lived,  and  of  the  ages 
which  followed  it :  developing  itself 
in  correspondence  with  their  develop- 


ment.'* Of  Homer  and  his 
temporaries  Shdley  says  that  tfanr 
poems  were  "the  elements  of  that 
social  system  which  is  the  odlumn 
upon  which  all  suoceediiig  ctviluft* 
tion  has  reposed."  These  refercnosB 
to  Homer  certainly  seem  to  point  to 
him  as  being  in  SheUey*!  Tiew  a 
''  son  of  light,"  though  the  mere  fivst 
that  hementions  three  *'  sons  of  UjB^t** 
in  one  place  and  three  epio  poets  in 
another,  by  no  means  imphes  that 
"  epic  poet "  and  *'  son  of  light "  are 
with  him  convertible  terms.  Mr. 
Swinburne  asks  pertinently,  Where^ 
if  these  three  epic  poets  be  Sheila's 
three  sons  of  light,  comes  Shakespeare 
with  more  light  than  either  Dante 
or  Milton,  who,  says  the  author  of 
A  talanta,  might  raUier  be  called  sons 
of  fire  f    But  I  think  Dante's  pUoe  as 


1 


Moat  moBical  of  mooraers,  veep  anew  I 
Not  all  to  that  bright  station  daied  to  climb; 
And  happier  they  their  happiness  who  knew, 
Whose  tapera  yet  burn  through  that  n%ht  of  time 
In  which  Buna  perished;  others  more  sublime 
Struck  by  the  envious  wrath  of  man  or  God, 
Have  sunk,  extinct  in  their  refulgent  prime ; 
And  some  yet  live,  treading  the  thorny  road, 
Which  leads,  through  toil  and  hate,  to  Fame's  serene  abode. 


ttie  MDond  BOD  of  light  in  the  trinity 
•t  Shdler  u  h  deui;  implied  u  the 
[JiM  of  Milton  ia  szpnned  :  for  not 

I  uiIt  iott  Shallej  nune  Dute,  Milton 
tod  Shake>p«>re  m  "  philoaophen  of 
tbt  Tdj  loftieat  power "  ;  but  he 
•pcdfiee  Dutte'e  poetry  u  "  the  bridge 
tbnm  over  the  streain  of  time  whi^ 
onitsUuimodeniwQdvicteDt world"  : 
Ix  Bji  Dkote  wu  the  "  Gnt  reli- 
gkna  nfonnor",  the  "flnt  amkener 
<rf  tntmioed  Europe,"  th»t  ho  wu 

I     "the    oongc^ator    of     those    grrmt 

I  *linti  who  preaided  over  the  resur- 
neHaa  of  Imroing;  thf  Lucifer  of 
tU  (tarry  OoA.  which  In  the  thir- 
tMtlh  ecDtury  Aooe  forth  from  re- 
potlieaa  Italy,  a*  from  a  heaven,  into 
tUdttfaMa^the  benighted  world." 
B  tkat  ii  not  nifSciait  to  ihew  that 
htt  aDevanta  iaoneof  the  aona  of 
IfU  lat  n>«  add  thia  one  eib«ct : 
'flkvary  worda  *i»  itutinct  witlt 
^nit ;  aadi  ia  as  a  ipiA,  a  burning 
itcdi  of  iuextinguiihable  thought ; 
Mdmtmr  jet  lie  oorered  in  the  aahea 
<( Ihubirth,  and  pNgnaat  with  ■ 
Hftttlmg  wUcli  haM  yet  found  no 
••dnlor."    Nowhere  in  tbia  enay 

I  4m|w apeak  of  Shi^aapeaie  with  ao 
ndi  atntig  oraiviction  of  hia  being 
':  tbB  highest  pruae  awarded. 


bMt»wal  on  JCing  Lear  of  a  doubtful 
pJaiaiiii  onr  the  (E^vu  Tmwuta 
w  tb«  Agmwtetafu  ;  and  he  do«  not 
dwall  vifaa  tlw  Athenian  Drainatiata 

m  %htf{TCn  but  rather  h  c 

Mti  iJnaaiiTn  gintn  an''  ''*'' 
«l  idMtind  power  and  I 


only  Greek  (of  that  cdviliiaijon  to- 
ward* whieh  the  bridge  of  Dante's 
Terse  il  regarded  aa  oonduotilic),  who 
occupiea  the  attention  of  Shelley  at 
all  oomparably  with  Homer,  ia  Plato  : 
him,  SheUe;  diatinetlj  regards  aa  a 
poet, — as  the  only  andent  poet  who 
celebrated  love  worthily ;  love,  he 
regKrda  ■■  the  eaaence  of  poetiT  }  ■"^ 
poetry  oertainly  ia  "light"  with  him. 
Also,  throughout  his  press  writings 
and  the  records  of  him,  may  be  found 
ooostnnt  evidence  of  the  lofty  plan  he 
aangned  to  Plato  as  an  influence  in 
the  world.  Therefore,  on  the  whole, 
although  I  think  it  more  likely  that 
his  trinity  of  Ludfers  was  Eotoer, 
Dante,  Hilton,  I  do  not  see  how  it  is 
poaaible  \ia  prove  thut  it  was  not, 
Plato,  Daote,  Hilton,  in  the  absence 
of  some  eipliuit  and  authentio  docu- 
ment on  the  subject.  I  do  not  forget 
those  Teraas  of  the  intnpolated  passsge 
in  the  lAiit*  vnOtA  amimg  U* 
Suganian  Silii, — 


'«  wacUiig  nrln^  i 
ipeuv'*  ia|Vh( 

__..  _     9  world  wltli  U^t 

likfl  DmnlHiatit  powar  wtiioh  ha 
Im^Bl 'mid  swnalltT  : 

but  I  still  think  the  deliberate  prose 
paaaages  about  Dante  havs  a  greater 
weight  in  hia  &vour  than  this  and  all 
other  reterencaa  to  ShakespBara  have 
in  his.  Ht.  Swinburne  says  he  should 
be  "  slow  t<i  doubt "  thut  Dante  was 
not  referred  to ;  but  probably  he 
would  hsive  been  equally  slow  to  be- 
Milton  mu,  if  there  bad 
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VL 

But  now,  thy  youngest,  dearest  one  has  perished,^ 
The  nursling  of  thy  widowhood,  who  grew, 
Like  a  pale  flower  by  some  sad  maiden  cherished. 
And  fed  with  true  love  tears,  instead  of  dew ; 
Most  musical  of  mourners,  weep  anew ! 
Thy  extreme  hope,  the  loveliest  and  the  last, 
The  bloom,  whose  petals  nipt  before  they  blew 
Died  on  the  promise  of  the  fruit,  is  waste; 
The  broken  lily  lies — ^the  storm  is  overpast 


VIL 

To  that  high  Capital,  where  kingly  Death 
Keeps  his  pale  court  in  beauty  and  decay. 
He  came ;  and  bought,  with  price  of  purest  breath, 
A  grave  among  the  etemaL — Come  away! 
Haste,  while  the  vault  of  blue  Italian  day 
Is  yet  his  fitting  chamel-roof !  while  still 
He  lies,  as  if  in  dewy  sleep  he  lay ; 
Awake  him  not!   surely  he  takes  his  fill 
Of  deep  and  liquid  rest,  forgetful  of  all  ill. 

VIII. 

He  will  awake  no  more,  oh,  never  more! — 
Within  the  twilight  chamber  spreads  apace, 


been  any  room  for  doubt  upon  that 
point.  Shelleysaw  clearly  and,  stated 
explioxtly,  what  Mr.  Swmbume  will 
not  admit, — that  the  creeds  of  Dante 
and  Milton  were  a  mere  outer  garb,  and 
did  not  really  even  obscure  the  daz- 
zling light  of  those  two  great  minds. 
Why  the  still  greater  mind  of  Shake- 
speare should  seem  less  effluent  of 
light  to  Shelley,  is  a  point  on  which 
an  essay  might  be  written  profitably 
enough,  by  a  competent  hand ;  but  the 
whole  series  of  Ids  works  bears  far 
more  evidence  of  the  influence  of 
Dante  and  Milton  than  of  the  influ- 
ence of  Shakespeare.    To  his  eetherial 


and  ideal  mind  thegigantio  and 
characteristics  of  their  ima^ 
would  commend  themselvef 
warmly  than  the  not  less  giga> 
far  more  intimate  and  realis 
tares  of  the  mind  and  art  of 
Bpeare  ;  and  the  glories  of  the 
mical  achievements  have  no 
in  Shakespeare  for  the  ardent 
lican  and  reformer, — the  soul- 
worshipper  of  Liberty  in  its 
form. 

^  In  the  Pisa  edition   the 
follows  one  instead  of  perishes 
bably  though  error  of  the  pi 
niakujg  a  final  correction. 
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The  shadow  of  white  Death,  and  at  the  door 
Invisible  Corruption  waits  to  trace 
His  extreme  way  to  her  dim  dwelling-plaoe ; 
The  eternal  Hunger  sits,  but  pity  and  awe 
Soothe  her  pale  rage,  nor  dares  she  to  deface 
So  fair  a  prey,  till  darkness,  and  the  law 
Of  change,  shall  o'er  his  sleep  the  mortal  curtain  draw.^ 

IX. 

0,  weep  for  Adonais ! — ^The  quick  Dreams, 
The  passion-winged  Ministers  of  thought, 
Who  were  his  flocks,  whom  near  the  living  streams 
Of  his  young  spirit  he  fed,  and  whom  he  taught 
The  love  which  was  its  music,  wander  not, — 
Wander  no  more,  from  kindling  brain  to  brain, 
But  droop  there,  whence  they  sprung ;  and  mourn  their  lot 
Round  the  cold  heart,  where,  after  their  sweet  pain, 
They  ne'er  will  gather  strength,  or*  find  a  home  again. 

X. 
And  one  with  trembling  hands  clasps  his  cold  head. 
And  £Gms  him  with  her  moonlight  wings,  and  cries; 
'*Our  love,  our  hope,  our  sorrow,  is  not  dead; 
"See,  on  the  silken  fringe  of  his  fcdnt  eyes, 
"like  dew  upon  a  sleeping  flower,  there  lies 
"A  tear  some  Dream  has  loosened  from  his  brain." 
Lost  Angel  of  a  ruined  Paradise ! 
She  knew  not  'twas  her  oWh;  as  with  no  stain 
She  £Euled,  like  a  doud  which  had  outwept  its  rain. 

^  In  SheUey's  editioii  this  alezand-  ooDoemble  that  bo  radica]  a  change 

rioe  reads  thua :  was  made  without  authority ;   and 

Of  Bortel  cfaanga^  ahall  fill  the  graT«  wUdi  the  new  line  is  finer,  more  hanno- 

tehflrmair.  nioos,    and    more    characteristic    of 

The  reading  adopted  in  the  text  is  Shelley  than  the  old.     ''The  grave 

from  Mn.  Sheilas  editions;  and  I  whkdi  is  her  maw*'  almost  amounts 

esoDot  doubt  that  she  had  MS.  au-  to  a  solecism, 

thority  for  the  change.     It  is  not  *  BIrs.  SheUey  reads  nor. 
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XI. 

One  from  a  lucid  urn  of  stany  dew 
Washed  his  light  limbs  as  if  embalming  them; 
Another  dipt  her  profuse  locks,  and  threw 
The  wreath  upon  him,  like  an  anadem^ 
Which  frozen  tears  instead  of  pearls  begem; 
Another  in  her  wilful  grief  would  break 
Her  bow  and  wingM  reeds,  as  if  to  stem 
A  greater  loss  with  one  which  was  more  weak; 
And  dull  the  barbM  fire  against  his  frozen  cheek. 


xn. 

Another  Splendour  on  his  mouth  alit^ 
That  mouth,  whence  it  was  wont  to  draw  the  breath 
Which  gave  it  strength  to  pierce  the  guarded  wit. 
And  pass  into  the  panting  heart  beneath 
With  lightning  and  with  music:  the  damp  death 
Quenched  its  caress  upon  his  icy  lips ; 
And,  as  a  dying  meteor  stains  a  wreath 
Of  moonlight  vapour,  which  the  cold  night  clips, 
It  flushed  through  his  pale  limbs,  and  past  to  its  edipea 


xm. 

And  others  came . . .  Desires  and  Adorations, 
WingM  Persuasions  and  veiled  Destinies, 
Splendours,  and  Glooms,  and  glimmering  Incarnations 
Of  hopes  and  fears,  and  twilight  Phantasies ; 
And  Sorrow,  with  her  family  of  Sighs, 
And  Pleasure,  blind  with  tears,  led  by  the  gleam 
Of  her  own  dying  smile  instead  of  eyes, 
Game  in  slow  pomp; — ^the  moving  pomp  might  seem 
like  pageantry  of  mist  on  an  autumnal  stream. 
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XIV. 

All  he  had  loved,  and  moulded  into  Uionght^ 
From  shape,  and  hue,  and  odour,  and  sweet  sound. 
Lamented  Adonaia    Morning  sought 
Her  eastern  watchtower,  and  her  hair  unbound, 
Wet  with  the  tears  which  should  adorn  the  ground, 
Dimmed  the  aerial  eyes  that  kindle  day; 
A&r  the  melancholy  thunder  moaned. 
Pale  Ocean  in  unquiet  slumber  lay. 
And  the  wild  winds  flew  round,^  sobbing  in  their  dismay. 

XV. 

Lost  Echo  sits  amid  the  voiceless  mountains, 
And  feeds  her  grief  with  his  remembered  lay, 
And  will  no  more  reply  to  winds  or  fountains. 
Or  amorous  birds  perched  on  the  young  green  spray, 
Or  herdsman's  horn,  or  bell  at  closing  day; 
Since  she  can  mimic  not  his  lips,  more  dear 
Than  those  for  whose  disdain  she'  pined  away 
Into  a  shadow  of  all  sounds : — a  drear 
Murmur,  between  their  songs,  is  all  the  woodmen  hear. 

XVL 

Grief  made  the  yoimg  Spring  wild,  and  she  threw  down 
Her  Irindling  buds,  as  if  she  Autumn  were. 
Or  they  dead  leaves;  since  her  delight  is  flown 
For  whom  should  she  have  waked  the  sullen  year? 
To  Fhoe^ns  was  not  Hyacinth  so  dear 
Nor  to  himself  Narcissus,  as  to  both 
Thou  Adonais:  wan  they  stand  and  sere 
Amid  the  fednt  companions'  of  their  youth, 
With  dew  all  turned  to  tears;  odour,  to  sighing  rutL 

*ilroimd^iDlCn.Shell6y*teditionB.  *  In  Shelley*!  edition  we  read  <iro^ 

*  Laindof  «IU  weread  tib^in  Bin.      vug  oomradsi,  in  Mrs.  Shelley'i  fawiU 

SheOij*!  edttioDfl.  eompaniom, — anotherohangeforwhioh 
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xvn. 

Thy  spirit's  sister,  the  lom  nightingale 
Mourns  not  her  mate  with  such  melodious  pain; 
Not  so  the  eagle,  who  like  thee  could  scale 
Heaven,  and  could  nourish  in  the  sun's  domain 
Her  mighty  youth  with  morning,  doth  complain, 
Socuing  and  screaming  round  her  empty  nest, 
As  Albion  wails  for  thee:  the  curse  of  Cain 
Light  on  his  head  who  pierced  thy  innocent  bieast. 
And  scared  the  angel  soul  that  was  its  earthly  guest! 

xvra. 

Ah  woe  is  me!  Winter  is  come  and  gone. 
But  grief  returns  with  the  revolving  year ; 
The  airs  and  streams  renew  their  joyous  tone; 
The  ants,  the  bees,  the  swallows  reappear; 
Fresh  leaves  and  flowers  deck  the  dead  Seasons'  bier; 
The  amorous  birds  now  pair  in  every  brake. 
And  build  their  mossy  homes  in  field  and  brere; 
And  the  green  lizard,  and  the  golden  snake, 
like  unimprisoned  flames,  out  of  their  trance  awake. 

XIX. 

Through  wood  and  stream  and  field  and  liill  and  Oc< 
A  quickening  life  from  the  Earth's  heart  has  burst 
As  it  has  ever  done,  with  change  and  motion. 
From  the  great  morning  of  the  world  when  first 
(Jod  dawned  on  Chaos;  in  its  steam  immersed 
The  lamps  of  Heaven  flash  with  a  softer  light ; 
All  baser  things  pant  with  life's  sacred  thirst; 
Diffuse  themselves;  and  spend  in  love's  delight. 
The  beauty  and  the  joy  of  their  renewed  might 

I  have  not  the  slightest  doubt  that      could  not,  I  think,  have  occurred 
ahe  had  MS.  authority.    This  revision      any  mind  but  Shelley's. 


The  leprous  corpse  touclied  by  this  spirit  tender 
Exhales  itself  in  flovers  of  gentle  breath; 
like  incarnations  of  the  stars,  when  splendour 
.    1b  changed  to  fragrance,  they  illumine  death 
And  mock  the  merry  wonn  that  wakes  beneath ; 
Nought  we  know,  dies.    Shall  that  alone  which  knows 
,    Be  as  a  sword  consumed  before  the  sheath 

By  sightless  lightning? — th'  intense  atom  glows 
I A  moment,  then  is  quenched  in  a  most  cold  repose. 

I  SXI. 

I    Alasl  that  all  we  loved  of  him  should  be, 
Bat  for  our  grief,  as  if  it  had  not  been, 
And  grief  itself  be  mortal  [     Woe  is  me  I 
Whence  are  we,  and  why  are  we  7  of  what  scene 
The  BctoTS  or  spectators  ?     Great  and  mean 

I     Meet  massed  in  death,  who  lends  what  life  must  borrow. 

'     As  bng  as  sides  are  blue,  and  fields  are  green, 
Eveniug  must  usher  night,  night  urge  the  morrow, 

■  Month  follow  month  with  woe,  and  year  wake  year  to  sorrow. 

XXII. 
Jft  will  awake  no  more,  oh,  never  more  I 
"Wake  thou,"  cried  Misery,  "chOdless  Mother,  rise 
"Oat  of  thy  sleep,  and  slake,  in  thy  heart's  core, 
"A  wound  more  fierce  than  his  with^  tears  and  sighs." 
And  all  the  Dreams  that  watched  Urania's  eyes, 
'   And  all  the  Echoes  whom  their  sister's  song 
[  Had  held  in  holy  silence,  cried  :  "  Arise !" 
.   Swift  as  a  Thought  by  the  snake  Memory  stung, 
^(om  her  ambrosial  rest  the  fading  Splendour  sprung. 

'  Hn.  Shelley  nmite  mA. 
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xxni. 

She  rose  like  an  autmunal  Night,  that  springs 
Out  of  the  East,  and  follows  wild  and  drear 
The  golden  Day,  which,  on  eternal  wings, 
Even  as  a  ghost  abandoning  a  bier, 
Had  left  the  Earth  a  corpse.    Sorrow  and  fear 
So  struck,  so  roused,  so  rapt  Urania; 
So  saddened  round  her  like  an  atmosphere 
Of  stormy  mist ;  so  swept  lier  on  her  way 
Even  to  the  mournful  place  where  Adonais  lay. 


XXIV. 

Out  of  her  secret  Paradise  she  sped. 
Through  camps  and  cities  rough  with  stone,  and  stc 
And  human  hearts,  which  to  her  aery  tread 
Yielding  not,  wounded  the  invisible 
Palms  of  her  tender  feet  where'er  they  fell : 
And  barbed  tongues,  and  thoughts  more  sharp  than 
Eent  the  soft  Form  they  never  could  repel, 
Whose  sacied  blood,  like  the  young  tears  of  May, 
Paved  with  eternal  flowers  that  undeserving  way. 


XXV. 

In  the  death  chamber  for  a  moment  Death 
Shamed  by  the  presence  of  that  living  Might 
Blushed  to  annihilation,  and  the  breath 
Eevisited  those  lips,  and  life's  pale  light 
Flashed  through  tliose  limbs,  so  late  her  dear  delig 
"Leave  me  not  wild  and  drear  and  comfortless, 
"  As  silent  lightning  leaves  the  starless  night ! 
"  Leave  me  not !"  cried  Urania :  her  distress 
Roused  Deatli:  Death  rose  and  smiled,  and  met  her  vain  c 
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XXVI. 

"  Stay  yet  awhile !  speak  to  me  once  again ; 
Kiss  me,  so  long  but  as  a  kiss  may  live; 
And  in  my  heartless  breast  and  burning  brain 
That  word,  that  kiss  shall  all  thoughts  else  survive, 
With  food  of  saddest  memory  kept  alive, 

"Now  thou  art  dead,  as  if  it  were  a  part 

"  Of  thee,  my  Adonais  !    I  would  give 

"All  that  I  am  to  be  as  thou  now  art! 
''But  1  am  chained  to  Time,  and  cannot  thence  depart! 

XXVIL 

"Oh  gentle  child,  beautiful  as  thou  wert, 
"Why  didst  thou  leave  the  trodden  paths  of  men 
"Too  soon,  and  with  weak  hands  though  mighty  heart 
i     "  Dare  the  unpastured  dragon  in  his  den  ? 
■     "Defenceless  as  thou  wert,  oh  where  was  then 
"Wisdom  the  mirrored  shield,  or  scorn  the  spear? 
"Or  hadst  thou  waited  the  full  cycle,  when 
"Thy  spirit  should  have  filled  its  crescent  sphere. 
The  monsters  of  life's  waste  had  fled  from  thee  like  deer. 

XXVIIL 

"The  herded  wolves,  bold  only  to  pursue; 
"The  obscene  ravens,  clamorous  o'er^  the  dead; 
"The  vultures  to  the  conqueror's  banner  true 
"Who  feed  where  Desolation  first  has  fed, 
"  And  whose  wings  rain  contagion ; — ^how  they  fled, 
"When  like  Apollo,  from  his  golden  bow, 
"The  Pythian*  of  the  age  one  arrow  sped 
"And  smOed  I — ^The  spoilers  tempt  no  second  blow, 
"They  fawn  on  the  proud  feet  that  spurn  them  lying  low.^ 

'  In  Shelley's  edition,  oer.  for  oi  they  ffo,  which  is  the  reading  of 

'Brron.  the  Pisa  edition.    I  have  no  doubt 

'  Mn,  SheUey  substituteii  Ijfiw;  low      that  here,  as  in  the  revisions  she  made 
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XXIX. 

"The  sun  comes  forth,  and  many  reptiles  spawn; 
"He  sets,  and  each  ephemeral  insect  then 
"Is  gathered  into  death  without  a  dawn, 
"  And  the  immortal  stars  awake  again ; 
"  So  is  it  in  the  world  of  living  men : 
"A  godlike  mind  soars  forth,  in  its  delight 
"Making  earth  bare  and  veiling  heaven,  and  when 
"It  sinks,  the  swarms  that  dimmed  or  shared  its  light 
"Leave  to  its  kindred  lamps  the  spirit's  awful  night" 

XXX. 

Thus  ceased  she:  and  the  moimtain  shepherds  came,^ 
Their  garlands  sere,  their  magic  mantles  rent; 
The  Pilgrim  of  Eternity,*  whose  fame 
Over  his  living  head  like  Heaven  is  bent, 
An  early  but  enduring  monument. 
Came,  veiling  all  the  lightnings  of  his  song 
In  sorrow;  from  her  wilds  leme  sent 
The  sweetest  lyrist^  of  her  saddest  wrong, 
And  love  taught  grief  to  fall  like  music  from  his  tongaa 

XXXI. 

Midst  others  of  less  note,  came  one  frail  Form,* 

A  phantom  among  men;  companionless 

As  the  last  cloud  of  an  expiring  storm 

Whose  thunder  is  its  knell;  he,  as  I  guess. 

Had  gazed  on  Nature's  naked  loveliness, 

Actseon-like,  and  now  he  fled  astray  i 

in  stanzas  VIII  and  XVI,  she  was  have  noted  that  the  dog-like  actios  flf { 

authorized  by  SheUey.    The  original  fawning  on  a  man's  feet  is  not  dont^ 

reading  is  stronger  in  sound ;  but  if  "as  they  go:"  it  udone  **  lifntg  km,* 

Shelley  came  to  consider,  in  reading  ^  No  comma  here  in  Shddey's  edi- 

the  printed  passage,  the  important  tion. 

question  of  sense,  he  would  infallibly  '  Byron.      >  Moore.      ^  Shelly. 


With  feeble  steps  o'er  the  world's  wilderness, 
And  his  own  thooghts,  along  that  rugged  way, 
FuTsued,  like  raging  honnds,  their  father  and  their  prey. 


A  paidlike  Spirit  beautiful  and  swift — 
A  Love  in  desolation  masked; — a  Power 
Girt  round  with  weakness ; — it  can  scarce  uplift 
The  weight  of  the  superincombent  hour ; 
It  is  a  dying  lamp,  a  faUing  shower, 
A  breaking  billow ;— even  whilst  we  speak 
Is  it  not  broken  1    On  the  withering  flower 
The  killing  sun  snules  brightly :  on  a  cheek 
The  life  can  bom  in  blood,  even  while  the  heart  may  break. 

TYTIll 

Hia  head  was  bound  with  pansiea  overblown. 
And  faded  violets,  white,  and  pied,  and  bine ; 
And  a  light  spear  topped  with  a  cypress  cone, 
Koiind  whose  rude  shaft  dark  ivy  tresses  grew 
Tet  dripping  with  the  forest's  noonday  dew. 
Vibrated,  as  the  ever-beating  heart 
Shook  the  weak  hand  that  grasped  it ;  of  that  crew 
He  came  the  last,  neglected  and  apart; 
A  herd-abandoned  deer  struck  by  the  banter's  dart. 

XXIIV. 

AU  stood  aloof,  and  at  his  partial  moan 

Smiled  through  their  tears ;  well  knew  that  gentle  band 

Who  in  another's  fate  now  wept  his  own ; 

Am  in  die  accents  of  an  unknown  land, 

"He  8ung^  new  sorrow;  sad  Urania  scanned 

'  So  in  tlw  FiMt  •dition,  but  taag  in  ICn.  Sbellej'i. 
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The  Stranger's  mien,  and  munnured :  "  who  art  tl 
He  answered  not,  but  with  a  sudden  hand 
Made  bare  his  branded  and  ensanguined  brow, 
Which   was  like   Cain's   or   Clirist's — Oh  !    that  it 
be  so ! 

XXXV. 

What  softer  voice  is  hushed  over  the  dead  ? 
Atliwart  what  brow  is  that  dark  mantle  thrown? 
What  form  leans  sadly  o'er  tlie  white  death-bed. 
In  mockery  of  monumental  stone. 
The  heavy  heart  heaving  without  a  moan  ? 
If  it  be  He,^  who,  gentlest  of  the  wise. 
Taught,  soothed,  loved,  honoured  the  departed  one 
Let  me  not  vex,  with  inharmonious  sighs 
The  silence  of  that  heart's  accepted  sacrifice. 


^  Mr.  Hossetii  says  ihU  reference  is 
to  Severn  ;  but  in  the  last  paragraph 
of  the  preface  Shellev  says  the  dr- 
cumBtauces  of  the  dose  of  Keats's 
life  were  not  made  known  to  him  till 
the  poem  was  ready  for  press,  and  he 
apologizes  for  not  paying  a  tribute  to 
Severn's  devotion.    The  allusion    in 
the  letter  to  Severn  (see  note  1,  p.  8) 
is  of  course  to  this  passage  in  the  pre- 
face.    He  muMt  have  known  a  good 
deal  about  the  ^nsrson  described  as 
'*  gentlest  of  the  wise,"  as  having  a 
**  softer  voice  **  than  Ids  own,  and  as 
having  **  taught,  soothed,  loved,  hon- 
oured" Keats.     Current  tradition  ap- 
plies the  reference  to  Leigh  Hunt ; 
and  in  supi)ort  of  that  tradition  it  is 
to  be  noted  that  the  person  referred 
to  was  evidently  one  of  the  "  mountain 
shepherds,*'  all  the  rest  of  whom  are 
poets.     I   have  sought  to  settle  the 
point  by  a  concensus  uf  opinion.     Lord 
Houghton  writes  to  me,  **  I  have  never 
doubted  that  the  person  alluded  to 
was  Leigh  Hunt.     He  had  the  voice^ 
and  he  Imdthe  intimacy  of  the  time." 
Mr.   Severn  writes  to    me.    "Leigh 
Hunt  told  me  that  he  considered  the 


stanza  referred  to  himself;  I 
do  not  think,  as  SheUey  met 
one  present "  :  this  is  of  coui 
apprehension  of  Mr.  Severn's 
the  "mountain  shepherds" 
been  present.  Mr.  Swinbun 
opinion  I  asked  vivd  rone,  Bai( 
is  not  the  slightest  doubt  it  in 
Hunt."  Mr.  Charles  Cowde 
the  one  person  who  might 
Hunt's  claim,  had  Hunt 
marked  in  the  marg^  of  b 
but  Mrs.  Clarke  thinks  the 
is  to  her  husband;  and  wj 
solid  reasons,  such  as  the  line 

*'  That  you  first  taught  m«  all  the 
•ong," 

in  Keats's  EpitUe  to  Charia 
darkt,  and  the  well-known 
which  that  gentleman  exerci 
the  developement  of  Keatc 
Mrs.  Clarke  also  refers  to  th< 
Hunt's  sonnet  to  Keats, 

And  such  a  heart  as  Charles's,  wise  i 

with  its  explanatory  note,  ' 
C.  C,  a  mutual  friend."  It 
regretted  tliat  Mrs.  Shelley 
notes,  is  silent  on  the  subject 
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XXXVL 

Oar  Adonais  has  drank  poiflon— -oh ! 

k  Wkt  deaf  and^  yiperous  mxurdeier  could  crown 

I  life's  early  cup  with  such  a  draught  of  woe  ? 

5  The  nameless  worm  would  now  itself  disown : 

f  It  felt,  yet  could  escape  the  magic  tone 

Whose  prelude  held  all  envy,  hate,  and  wrong, 
£ut  what  was  howling  in  one  breast  alone, 
Silent  with  expectation  of  the  song, 

Whose  master's  hand  is  cold,  whose  sQver  lyre  unstrung. 

XXXVIL 

live  thou,  whose  infamy  is  not  thy  fame ! 
live!  fear  no  heavier  chastisement  from  me, 
Thou  noteless  blot  on  a  remembered  name! 
But  be  thyself,  and  know  thyself  to  be ! 
And  ever  at  thy  season  be  thou  £ree 
To  spill  the  venom  when  thy  fangs  o'erflow: 
Bemorse  and  Self-contempt  shall  cling  to  thee; 
Hot  Shame  shall  bum  upon  thy  secret  brow, 
Lnd  like  a  beaten  hound  tremble  thou  shalt — as  now. 

xxxvnL 

Kor  let  us  weep  that  our  delight  is  fled 
Far  from  these  carrion  kites  that  scream  below ; 
He  wakes  or  sleeps  with  the  enduring  dead; 
Thou  canst  not  soar  where  he  is  sitting  now. — 
Bust  to  the  dust!  but  the  pure  spirit  shall  flow 
Back  to  the  burning  fountain  whence  it  came, 
A  portion  of  the  Eternal,  which  must  glow 
Through  time  and  change,  unquenchably  the  same, 
Hiilst  thy  cold  embers  choke  the  sordid  hearth  of  shame. 

'  In  ShaDagr**  edition  there  is  a  dMrly  accidental  comma  after  and. 
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XXXIX. 

Peace,  peace!  he  is  not  dead,  he  doth  not  sleep — 
He  hath  awakened  from  the  dream  of  life — 
'Tis  we,  who  lost  in  stormy  visions,  keep 
With  phantoms  an  unprofitable  strife. 
And  in  mad  trance,  strike  with  our  spirit's  knife 
Invulnerable  nothings. —  We  decay 
like  corpses  in  a  charnel;  fear  and  grief 
Convulse  us  and  consume  us  day  by  day, 
And  cold  hopes  swarm  like  worms  within  our  living  di 


XL. 

He  has  outsoared  the  shadow  of  our  night; 
Envy  and  calumny  and  hate  and  pain. 
And  that  unrest  which  men  miscall  delight, 
Can  touch  him  not  and  torture  not  again; 
From  the  contagion  of  the  world's  slow  stain 
He  is  secure,  and  now  can  never  mourn 
A  heart  grown  cold,  a  head  grown  grey  in  vain ; 
Nor,  when  the  spirit's  self  has  ceased  to  bum, 
With  sparkless  ashes  load  an  unlamented  urn. 


XLI. 

He  lives,  he  wakes — 'tis  Death  is  dead,  not  he; 
Mourn  not  for  Adonais. — ^Thou  young  Dawn 
Turn  all  thy  dew  to  splendour,  for  from  thee 
The  spirit  thou  lamentest  is  not  gone; 
Ye  caverns  and  ye  forests,  cease  to  moan! 
Cease  ye  faint  flowers  and  foimtains,  and  thou  Air 
Which  like  a  mourning  veil  thy  scarf  hadst  thrown 
O'er  the  abandoned  Earth,  now  leave  it  bare 
Even  to  the  joyous  stars  which  smile  on  it's  despair! 
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XLU. 

He  is  made  one  with  Nature:  there  is  heard 
His  voice  in  all  her  music,  from  the  moan 
Of  thunder,  to  the  song  of  night's  sweet  bird ; 
He  is  a  presence  to  be  felt  and  known 
In  darkness  and  in  Ught,  from  herb  and  stone, 
Spreading  itself  where'er  that  Power  may  move 
Which  has  withdrawn  his  being  to  its  own; 
Which  wields  the  world  with  never  wearied  love, 
Sustains  it  from  beneath,  and  kindles  it  above. 

XLm. 

He  is  a  portion  of  the  loveliness 

Which  once  he  made  more  lovely :  he  doth  bear 
I      His  part,  while  the  one  Spirit's  plastic  stress 
j      Sweeps  through  the  duU  dense  world,  compeUing  there. 

All  new  successions  to  the  forms  they  wear ; 

Torturing  th'  unwilling  dross  that  checks  it's  flight 

To  it's  own  likeness,  as  each  mass  may  bear ; 

And  bursting  in  it's  beauty  and  it's  might 
^rom  trees  and  beasts  and  men  into  the  Heaven's^  light. 


XLIV. 

The  splendours  of  the  firmament  of  time 
Uaj  be  eclipsed,  but  are  extinguished  not ; 
Uce  stars  to  their  appointed  height  they  dimb 
And  death  is  a  low  mist  which  cannot  blot 
The  brightness  it  may  veiL    When  lofty  thought 
lifts  a  young  heart  above  its  mortal  lair. 
And  love  and  life  contend  in  it,  for  what 
Sball  be  its  earthly  doom,  the  dead  live  there 
And  move  like  winds  of  light  on  dark  and  stormy  air. 

^  Hn.  SheUey  reads  ZTiom^en**,— wrongly,  I  think. 
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XLV. 

The  inheritors  of  unfulfilled  renown 
Bose  from  their^  thrones,  built  beyond  mortal  thouj 
Far  in  the  Unapparent.    Ghatterton 
Bose  pale,  his  solemn  agony  had  not 
Yet  faded  from  him;  Sidney,  as  he  fought 
And  as  he  fell  and  as  he  lived  and  loved 
Sublimely  mild,  a  Spirit  without  spot. 
Arose ;  and  Lucan,  by  his  death  approved : 
Oblivion  as  they  rose  shrank  like  a  thing  reproved. 

/  XLVI. 

And  many  more,  whose  names  on  Earth  are  dark 
But  whose  transmitted  effluence  cannot  die 
So  long  as  fire  outlives  the  parent  spark, 
Bose,  robed  in  dazzling  immortality. 
"Thou  art  become  as  one  of  us,"  they  cry, 
"It  was  for  thee  yon  kingless  sphere  has  long 
"Swung  blind  in  unascended  majesty, 
"  Silent  alone  amid  an*  Heaven  of  Song. 
"Assume  thy  wingfed  throne,  thou  Vesper  of  our  thro: 

XLVII. 

Who  mourns  for  Adonais?  oh  come  forth 
Fond  wretch !  and  know  thyself  and  him  aright. 
Clasp  with  thy  panting  soul  the  pendulous  Ecurth; 
As  from  a  centre,  dart  thy  spirit's  light 
Beyond  all  worlds,  imtil  its  spacious  might 
Satiate  the  void  circumference:  then  shrink 
Even  to  a  point  within  our  day  and  night; 
And  keep  thy  heart  light  lest  it  make  thee  sink 
When  hope  has  kindled  hope,  and  lured  thee  to  the  I 

^  In  the  Pisa  edition  their  is  spelt  '  Mrs.  SheUey  reads  a  for 

thier  :    this  was  a  habitual  writer^s      her  seoond  edition  of  1889,  but 
weakness  of  Shelley's.  the  first 
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XLVIIL 

Or  go  to  Bome^  which  is  the  sepulchre 

Of  not  of  him,  but  of  our  joy:  'tis  nought 

That  ages,  empires,  and  religions  there 

lie  buried  in  the  ravage  they  have  wrought; 

For  such  as  he  can  lend, — ^they  borrow  not 
Grlory  from  those  who  made  the  world  their  prey; 
And  he  is  gathered  to  the  kings  of  thought 
Who  waged  contention  with  their  time's^  decay. 

And  of  the  past  are  all  that  camiot  pass  away. 

TT.TY 

Gro  thou  to  Bome, — at  once  the  Paradise, 
The  grave,  the  dty,  and  the  wilderness ; 
And  where  its  wrecks  like  shattered  moimtains  rise. 
And  flowering  weeds,  and  fragrant  copses  dress 
The  bones  of  Desolation's  nakedness 
Pass,  till  the  Spirit  of  the  spot  shall  lead 
Thy  footsteps  to  a  slope  of  green  access 
Where,  like  an  infant's  smile,  over  the  dead, 
^  light  of  laughing  flowers  along  the  grass  is  spread. 

L. 

And  gray  walls  moulder  roimd,  on  which  dull  Time 
Feeds,  like  slow  fire  upon  a  hoary  brand ; 
And  one  keen  pyramid  with  wedge  sublime. 
Pavilioning  the  dust  of  him  who  planned 
This  refuge  for  his  memory,  doth  stand 
like  flame  transformed  to  marble ;  and  beneath, 
A  field  is  spread,  on  which  a  newer  band 
Have  pitched  in  Heaven's  smile  their  camp  of  death 
Wielcoming  him  we  lose  with  scarce  extinguished  breath. 

^ '  Kim.  SheUev,  in  her  second  edi-      do  not  think  SheUey  would  have  made 
tioB  ol  18S9,  ■uMitutes  timaf;  but  I      auch  a  ohange. 
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LL 

Here  pause:  these  graves  are  all  too  young  as  yet 
To  have  outgrown  the  sorrow  which  consigned 
Its  charge  to  each;  and  if  the  seal  is  set, 
Here,  on  one  fountain  of  a  mourning  mind. 
Break  it  not  thou!  too  surely  shalt  thou  find 
Thine  own  well  full,  if  thou  retumest  home. 
Of  tears  and  galL    From  the  world's  bitter  wind 
Seek  shelter  in  the  shadow  of  the  tomb. 
What  Adonais  is,  why  fear  we  to  become  ? 


LIL 

The  One  remains,  the  many  change  and  pass; 
Heaven's  light  forever  shines.  Earth's  shadows  fly; 
life,  like  a  dome  of  many-coloured  glass, 
Stains  the  white  radiance  of  Eternity, 
Until  Death  tramples  it  to  fragments. — ^Die, 
If  thou  wouldst  be  with  that  which  thou  dost  seek! 
Follow  where  all  is  fled ! — Rome's  azure  sky. 
Flowers,  ruins,  statues,  music,  words,  are  weak 
The  glory  they  transfuse  with  fitting  truth  to  speak. 


LIII. 

Why  linger,  why  turn  back,  why  shrink,  my  Heart  ? 
Thy  hopes  are  gone  before:  fit)m  all  things  here 
They  have  departed;  thou  shouldst  now  depart! 
A  light  is  past  from  the  revolving  year. 
And  man,  and  woman;  and  what  still  is  dear 
Attracts  to  crush,  repels  to  make  thee  wither. 
The  soft  sky  smiles, — ^the  low  wind  whispers  near; 
'Tis  Adonais  calls!  oh,  hasten  thither. 
No  more  let  life  divide  what  Death  can  join  together. 
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LIV. 

That  light  whose  smile  kindles  the  Umverse, 
That  Beauty  in  which  all  things  work  and  move, 
That  Benediction  which  the  eclipsing  Ciirse 
Of  birth  can  quench  not,  that  sustaining  Love 
Which  through  the  web  of  being  blindly  wove 
By  man  and  beast  and  earth  and  air  and  sea, 
Bums  bright  or  dim,  as  each  are  mirrors  of 
The  fire  for  which  all  thirst;  now  beams  on  me, 
Consuming  the  last  clouds  of  cold  mortality. 


LV. 

The  breath  whose  might  I  have  invoked  in  song 
Descends  on  me;  my  spirit's  bark  is  driven. 
Far  from  the  shore,  far  from  the  trembling  throng 
Whose  sails  were  never  to  the  tempest  given; 
The  massy  earth  and  sphered  skies  are  riven! 
I  am  borne  darkly,  fearfully,  afar; 
Whilst  burning  through  the  inmost  veil  of  Heaven, 
The  soul  of  Adonais,  like  a  star. 
Beacons  from  the  abode  where  the  Eternal  are. 
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CANCELLED  PASSAGES  OF  ADONAIS.^ 


Passages  of  the  Preface. 

...  The  expression  of  my  indignation  and  sympathy.  I 
will  allow  myself  a  first  and  last  word  on  the  subject  of  { 
calimmy  as  it  relates  to  me.  As  an  author  I  have  daied 
and  invited  censure.  If  I  understand  myself,  I  have  written 
neither  for  profit  nor  for  fame.  I  have  employed  my 
poetical  compositions  and  publications  simply  as  the  instru- 
ments of  that  sympathy  between  myself  and  others  whidi 
the  ardent  and  unbounded  love  I  cherished  for  my  kind 
incited  me  to  acquire.  I  expected  all  sorts  of  stupidity 
and  insolent  contempt  from  those  .  . . 

. . .  These  compositions  (excepting  the  tragedy  of  iSnA 
"  Cenci/'  which  was  written  rather  to  try  my  powers,  than  ^ 
to  unburthen  my  fuU  heart)  are  insufficiently  . . .  comm^i-  '^^ 
dation  than  perhaps  they  deserve,  even  from  their  bitterest 
enemies;  but  they  have  not  attained  any  corresponding 
popularity.  As  a  man,  I  shrink  from  notice  and  regard; 
the  ebb  and  flow  of  the  world  vexes  me;  I  desire  to 
be  left  in  peace.  Persecution,  contumely,  and  calumny, 
have   been    heaped    upon    me    in  profuse    measure ;   and 


*  These  are  from  Mr.  Gkunett*s  Hdtrs 
of  SheUeyj  wherein,  at  page  48,  we  find 
the  following  interesting  note  :  — 
"  Among  Shelley's  MSS.  is  a  fair 
copy  of  the  Dtftnct  of  Poetry ^  appar- 
ently damaged  by  sea-water,  and 
illegible  in  many  places.  Being  pre- 
pared for  the  pnnter,  it  is  written  on 


one  side  of  the  paper  only;  on  tilt 
blank  pages,  but  frequently  undaeft* 
pherable  for  the  reason  just  indicttedt 
are  many  pa&sages  intended  for,  baft 
eventually  omitted  from,  the  pre&oe 
to  Adonais,  Their  autobiographiodi 
value  requires  no  comment." 
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nestic  conspiracy  and  legal  oppression  have  violated  in 
'  person  the  most  sacred  rights  of  nature  and  humanity, 
e  bigot  will  say  it  was  the  recompence  of  my  errors ; 
3  man  of  the  world  will  call  it  the  result  of  my  impm- 
Dce ;  hut  never  upon  one  head. . . 
. . ,  Eeviewers,  with  some  rare  exceptions,  are  a  moat 
ipid  and  mah'gnant  race.  As  a  bankrapt  thief  turns 
ieftaker  in  despair,  so  an  unsuccessful  author  turns 
itic  But  a  young  spirit  panting  for  fame,  doubtful  of 
!  powers,  and  certain  only  of  its  aspirations,  is  ill-qualified 
<  assign  its  true  value  to  the  sneer  of  this  world.  He 
lows  not  that  such  stuff  as  this  ia  of  the  abortive  and 
Kostrons  births  which  time  consumes  as  fast  as  it  produces. 
h  sees  the  truth  and  fklaehood,  the  merits  and  demerits, 
F  his  case  inextricably  entangled. . .  No  personal  offence 
loidd  have  drawn  irom  me  this  public  comment  upon 
ich  stofC  . . 

...The  offence  of  this  poor  victim,^  seems  to  have 
oDoisted  solely  in  hia  intimacy  with  Leigh  Hunt,  Mr. 
Uzhtt,  and  some  other  enemies  of  despotism  and  supersti- 
ion.  Hy  fiiend  Hunt  has  a  very  hard  skull  to  crack, 
nd  will  take  a  deal  of  killing.  I  do  not  know  much  of 
it.  Hazlitt,  but. . . 

. , .  I  knew  personally  but  little  of  Keats ;  but  on  the 
Km  of  his  situation  I  wrote  to  him,  suggesting  the 
lopciety  of  trying  the  Italian  climate,  and  inviting  him  to 
din  me.     Unfortunately  he  did  not  allow  me. . . 
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Passages  of  the  Poem.^ 

And  ever  aa  he  went  he  swept  a  lyre 
Of  unaccustomed  shape,  and  strings 

Now  like  the  of  impetuous  fire, 

Which  shakes  the  forest  with  its  murmurings. 
Now  like  the  rush  of  the  aerial  wings 
Of  the  enamoured  wind  among  the  treen. 
Whispering  unimaginable  things,      ^ 
And  d}dng  on  the  streams  of  dew  serene, 
Which  feed  the  unmown  meads  with  ever-during  greei 


And*  the  green  Paradise  which  western  waves 

Embosom  in  their  ever-wailing  sweep. 

Talking  of  fireedom  to  their  tongueless  caves, 

Or  to  the  spirits  which  within  them  keep 

A  record  of  the  wrongs  which,  though  they  sleep, 

Die  not,  but  dream  of  retribution,  heard 

His  hymns,  and  echoing  tliem  from  steep  to  steep, 

Kept 


^  The  foUowing  note  is  at  p.  50  of 
Jtdie*  of  Shelley :  *'  Several  cancelled 
passages  of  the  '  Adonais '  have  been 
met  with  in  Shelley's  note-books.  He 
appears  to  have  originally  framed  his 
oonoeption  on  a  larger  scale  than  he 
eventually  found  practicable.  The 
passaj^e  in  which  the  contemporary 
minstrels  are  introduced  as  mourning 
for  Adonais,  would  have  been  con- 
siderably extended,  and  the  charac- 
teristics of  each  delineated  at  some 
length.  It  must^  however,  have  oc- 
curred to  him  that  the  parenthesis 


would  be  too  long,  and  would  U 
distract  the  reader's  attention 
the  main  subject.  Notliing,  1 
fore,  of  the  original  draft  was  al 
to  subsist,  but  the  four  incompt 
stanzas  descriptive  of  him^t^lf  i 
others  of  less  note,*  fto.).  A 
was  cancelled."  The  fifth  stani 
ferred  to  by  Mr.  Gamett  is 
which  stands  first  among  the 
ments  printed  above, — "  And  e^ 
he  went,*'  &c. 

•  Mr.    Garnett    eays    this  pa 
refers  to  Moore. 
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And  then  came  one^  of  sweet  and  earnest  looks, 
Whose  soft  smiles  to  his  dark  and  night-like  eyes 
Were  as  the  clear  and  ever-liwig  brooks 
Are  to  the  obscure  fountains  whence  they  rise, 
Shoinring  how  pure  they  are  :  a  Paradise 
Of  happy  truth  upon  his  forehead  low 
Lay,  making  wisdom  lovely,  in  the  guise 
Of  earth-awakening  mom  upon  the  brow 
f  star-deserted  heaven,  while  ocean  gleams  below. 

His  song,  though  very  sweet,  was  low  and  faint, 
A  simple  strain 


A  mighty  Phantasm,^  half  concealed 
In  darkness  of  his  own  exceeding  light, 
Which  clothed  his  awful  presence  unrevealed. 
Charioted  on  the  night 

Of  thunder-smoke,  whose  skirts  were  chrysolite. 


And  Uke  a  sudden  meteor,  which  outstrips 
The  splendour-wingfed  chariot   of  the  sun, 

eclipse 
The  armies  of  the  golden  stars,  each  one 
Pavilioned  in  its  tent  of  light — aU  strewn 
Over  the  chasms  of  blue  night 


Hunt,  Mr.  Gamett  sAys. 

*  Of  thk  final  fragment  Mr.  Qamett 

no    explanj^km ;   but   aurely 

aaj,  witnout  hesitation,  connect 

]fk$  name  of    Samuel  Taylor  Cole- 

iwithitw    Considering  the  wholly 

manner  in  which  other  poets  are 

'  JmH  with  in  AdonatM^  the  expressious 
Vra  used  are  not   disproportionate 


when  applied  to  Coleridge ;  and  the 
passage  oorreepondfl  closely  with  the 
tines  m  the  Ldter  to  Maria  Gitbcme : 

You  will  gee  Coleridgo-~he  who  aita  obacoro 
In  the  exueediog  lustre,  and  the  pure 
Intense  irradiation  of  a  mind. 
Which  with  it*  own  internal  lightning  blind 
Flags  wearily  through  darkneiM  and  ae»i>air 
— A  cloud-encirded  meteor  of  the  air — 
A  hooded  eagle  among  blinking  owla.— 


VOL.  m. 
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[In  A  letter  to  Mr.  Gisbome,  dated  "  Pisa,  October  22,  1821,*'  printed  oi ! 
the  second  volume  of  Shelley's  B89ay8  Ae.  (1840),  pp.  332 — 5,  we  rei^ 
"  I  am  just  finishing  a  dramatic  poem,  called  Hellas,  upon  the  contest  now 
raging  in  Greece — a  sort  of  imitation  of  the  PerssB  of  JSschylos,  full  of  lyrioil 
poetry."  And  another  letter  to  Mr.  Gisbome,  dated  "  Pisa,  April  10, 182^*^ 
standing  next  in  the  volume,  opens  thus  :  "  I  have  received  Hellaa,  which  ii 
prettily  printed,  and  with  fewer  mistakes  than  any  poem  I  ever  puldished. 
Am  I  to  thank  you  for  the  revision  of  the  press  ?  or  who  acted  as  midwife 
to  this  last  of  my  orphans,  introducing  it  to  oblivion,  and  me  to  my  aocv 
tomed  failure  ? ...  It  was  written  without  much  care,  and  in  one  of  thoat 
few  moments  of  enthusiasm  which  now  seldom  visit  me,  and  which  makt 
me  pay  dear  for  their  visits,"  In  a  letter  to  "  C.  T.  Esq."  (Horace  Smith), 
he  calls  HdUu  "  a  sort  of  lyrical,  dramatic,  nondescript  piece  of  business.' 
The  book  characterized  by  Shelley  as  comparatively  free  from  mintakii 
and  of  which  the  title-page  is  here  reproduced,  is  an  octavo  pamphlet 
consisting  of  fly-title  IfeUas  with  imprint  at  back  (*'  prikted  bt  s.  akd  b. 
BKNTLET,  DORSET  BTREET,  LONDON."),  title-page,  dedication,  preface  pp.  YII 
to  XI,  fly-title  Hellas  with  dramatis  persona  at  back,  and  text  pp.  3  to 
60.  The  poem  itself  ends  at  p.  58  of  the  pamphlet,  where  the  imprint  ii 
repeated  ;  and  the  notes  form  pp.  55  to  58  :  these,  again,  are  followed  If 
the  poem  Written  on  hearing  the  Neves  of  the  Death  of  Napoleon^  forming  pp^ 
59  and  60.  Shelley's  remark  as  to  the  comparative  freedom  from  mistakes 
of  course  refers  to  essential  mistakes  only,  and  must  be  taken  as  a  pro* 
tection  against  any  freedom  of  emendation,  though  the  expresaicm  used 
implies  that  there  were  some  mistakes  ;  but  from  a  technical  point  d 
view  mistakes  aboimd,  as  the  utmost  irregularity  of  production  preraiki 
For  instance,  the  names  of  speakers  for  the  first  113  lines  are  printed  ia 
uniform  small  capitals,  while  throughout  the  remainder  of  the  drama  tlM^ 
are  in  large  and  small  capitals  :  then  we  have  sometimes  "  Semichorus  2d," 
— at  others  ''  Semichorus  2nd."  I  have  followed  Mrs.  Shelley's  unifoni 
"SEiacTHORUS  I  "  and  ''Semichorus  II."  Various  other  small  inconsistendo^ 
probably  attributable  to  the  printer,  or  to  Shelley's  substitute  in  revisioi^ 
will  be  found  referred  to  in  the  foot-notes  ;  but  one,  the  most  annoying  d 
all,  may  with  advantage  be  got  rid  of  here.  There  are  a  great  number  of 
past  tenses  and  participles  in  ed  contracted  by  the  substitution  of  la 
apostrophe  for  the  e,  contrary  to  Shelley's  practice.  In  these  cases  I  hate 
restored  the  e,  namely  in  lines  36,  39,  47,  68,  73,  99,  113,  158,  188,  20^ 
220,  228,  260,  263,  266,  284,  314,  337,  338,  348,  384,  409,  411,  419,  426, 
432,  439,  456,  494,  506,  514,  515,  518  (m  the  word  perched :  the  word  ttoofid 
in  the  same  line  is  not  contracted),  530,  552,  571,  574,  582,  583,  602.  tO% 
604,  606,  624,  629,  G84,  642,  688,  690,  772,  846,  864,  948,  1018,  1023,  and 
1048.  It  seems  unlikely  that  Shelley  is  responsible  for  this  annoying  varia- 
tion of  practice  :  I  am  not  however  aware  tliat  any  MS.  of  ffeUas,  beyood 
the  fragments  of  the  draft,  in  Sir  Percy  Shelley's  note-books,  is  now  in 
existence. — H.B.F.] 
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PREFACE. 

[bt  shkllet.]  * 

Th£  poem  of  Hellas,  written  at  the  suggestion  of  the 
Bvents  of  the  moment,  is  a  mere  improvise,  and  derives  its 
interest  (should  it  he  found  to  possess  any)  solely  firom  the 
inftense  sympathy  which  the  Author  feels  with  the  cause 
lie  would  celebrate. 

The  subject,  in  its  present  state,  is  insusceptible  of  being 
tieated  otherwise  than  lyrically,  and  if  I  have  called  this 
poem  a  drama  from  the  circumstance  of  its  being  composed 
in  dialogue,  the  licence  is  not  greater  than  that  which  has 
:  leen  assumed  by  other  poets  who  have  called  their  produc- 
tions epics,  only  because  they  have  been  divided  into  twelve 
^  or  twenty-four  books. 

The  Persse  of  jEschylus  afforded  me  the  first  model  of  my 
conception,  although  the  decision  of  the  glorious  contest 
now  waging  in  Greece  being  yet  suspended  forbids  a 
catastrophe  parallel  to  the  return  of  Xerxes  and  the  deso- 
lation of  the  Persians.  I  have,  therefore,  contented  myself 
with  exhibiting  a  series  of  lyric  pictures,  and  with  having 
Wrooght  upon  the  curtain  of  futurity,  which  falls  upon  the 
tmfinished  scene,  such  figures  of  indistinct  and  visionary 
delineation  as  suggest  the  final  triumph  of  the  Greek  cause 
as  a  portion  of  the  cause  of  civilization  and  social  improve- 
ment. 

The  drama  (if  drama  it  must  be  called)  is,  however,  so 
inartificial  that  I  doubt  whether,  if  recited  on  the  Thespian 
waggon  to  an  Athenian  village  at  the  Dionysiaca,  it  would 
have   obtained   the  prize   of  the   goat.     I  shall  bear  with 
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to  their  natural  sympathy  with  the  Turkish  tyrant,  and  tft 
brand  upon  their  name  the  indelible  blot  of  an  allianoi^ 
with  the  enemies  of  domestic  happiness,  of  Christiani^ 
and  civilization. 

Bussia  desires  to  possess,  not  to  liberate  Greece ;  and  if i 
contented  to  see  the  Turks,  its  natural  enemies,  and  tiM 
Greeks,  its  intended  slaves,  enfeeble  each  other  until  onfl 
or  both  fall  into  its  net.  The  wise  and  generous  policy  of 
England  would  have  consisted  in  establishing  the  independ- 
ence of  Greece,  and  in  maintaining  it  both  against  Bussia 
and  the  Turk^ ; — ^but  when  was  the  oppressor  generous  or 
just? 

The  Spanish  Peninsula  is  already  free.  France  is  tranquil 
in  the  enjoyment  of  a  partial  exemption  from  the  abusei 
which  its  imnatural  and  feeble  government  are  vainly 
attempting  to  revive.  The  seed  of  blood  and  misery  has 
been  sown  in  Italy,  and  a  more  vigorous  race  is  arising  to 
go  forth  to  the  harvest.  The  world  waits  only  the  news  of 
a  revolution  of  Germany  to  see  the  tyrants  who  have 
pinnacled  themselves  on  its  supineness  precipitated  into  the 
ruin  from  which  they  shall  never  arise.  Well  do  these 
destroyers  of  mankind  know  their  enemy,  when  they  impute 
the  insurrection  in  Greece  to  the  same  spirit  before  which 
they  tremble  throughout  the  rest  of  Europe,  and  that  enemy 
well  knows  the  power  and  the*  cunning  of  its  opponents, 
and  watches  the  moment  of  their  approaching  weakness  and 
inevitable  division  to  wrest  the  bloody  sceptres  from  their 
grasp. 

^  Mrs.  SheUey  substituteB  Turks.  '  Mrs.  Shelley  omits  the. 
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Mahmud. 

Hassan. 

Daood. 

Ahasuerus,  a  Jew, 

Chorus  of  Oreek  Captive  Women, 

Messengers,  Slaves,  and  Attendants, 


Scene,  Constantinople. 
Time,  &mset. 
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Scene,  a  Terrace  on  the  Seraglio. 

Mahmud  {deeping),  an  Indian  Slave  sitting  beside  his 

Couch, 

Chorus  of  Greek  Captivb  Women. 

We  strew  these  opiate  flowers 

On  thy  restless  pillow, — 
They  were  stript  ftom  Orient  bowers, 
By  the  Indian  billow. 
Be  thy  sleep 
Calm  and  deep, 
like  their's  who  fell — ^not  out's  who  weep! 


Indian. 

Away,  unlovely  dreams! 

Away,  false  shapes  of  sleep ! 
Be  his,  as  Heaven  seems, 
Clear,  and  bright,  and  deep! 
Soft  as  love,  and  calm  as  death, 
Sweet  as  a  summer  m'ght  without  a  breath. 
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Chorus. 

Sleep,  sleep!  our  song  is  laden 

With  the  soul  of  slumber; 
It  was  sung  by  a  Samian  maiden, 
Whose  lover  was  of  the  number 
Who  now  keep 
That  calm  sleep 
Whence  none  may  wake,  where  none  shall  weep. 

Indian. 

I  touch  thy  temples  pale! 

I  breathe  my  soul  on  thee! 
And  could  my  prayers  avail, 
All  my  joy  should  be 
Dead,  and  I  would  live  to  weep. 
So  thou  might'st  win  one  hour  of  quiet  sleep. 

Chorus. 

Breathe  low,  low 
The  spell  of  the  mighty  mistress  now ! 
When  Conscience  lulls  her  sated  snake. 
And  Tyrants  sleep,  let  Freedom  waka 
Breathe  low — ^low 
The  words  which,  like  secret  fire,  shall  flow 
Through  the  veins  of  the  frozen  eaith — ^low,  low  I 


Semichorus  L 

Life  may  change,  but  it  may  fly  not; 
Hope  may  vanish,  but  can  die  not; 
Truth  be  veiled,  but  still  it  bumeth; 
Love  repulsed, — but  it  rotumeth! 
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Semichobus  II. 

Yet  were  life  a  chamel  where 

Hope  lay  coffined  with  Despair; 

Yet  were  truth  a  sacred  lie,  4o 

Love  were  lust — 

Semichorus  I. 

K  Liberty 
Lent  not  life  its  soul  of  light, 
Hope  its  iris  of  delight. 
Truth  its  prophet's  robe  to  wear, 
Love  its  power  to  give  and  bear.  45 

Chorus. 

In  the  great  morning  of  the  world, 
The  spirit  of  God  with  might  unfurled 
The  flag  of  Freedom  over  Chaos, 

And  all  its  banded  anarchs  fled, 
like  vidtures  frighted  from  Imaus,  60 

Before  an  earthquake's  tread. — 
So  from  Time's  tempestuous  dawn 
Freedom's  splendour  burst  and  shone: — 
Thermopyhe  and  Marathon 
Caught,  like  mountains  beacon-lighted,  66 

The  springing  Fire. — ^The  wingfed  glory 
On  Philippi  half-alighted. 

Like  an  eagle  on  a  promontory. 
Its  unwearied  wings  could  fan 

The  quenchless  ashes  of  Milan.  ^  oo 

From  age  to  age,  from  man  to  man, 

It  lived ;  and  lit  from  land  to  land, 

Florence,  Albion,  Switzerland. 

'  See  Shelley's  note  (1)  at  the  end  of  the  poem. 
VOL  III.  E 
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Then  night  feU ;  and,  as  from  night, 

Be-assuming  fiery  flight. 

From  the  West  swiR,  Freedom  came, 

Against  the  course  of  Heaven  and  doom, 
A  second  sun  arrayed  in  flame, 

To  bum,  to  kindle,  to  illume. 
From  far  Atlantis  its  young  beams 
Chased  the  slxadows  and  the  dreams.^ 
France,  with  aU  her  sanguine  steams. 

Hid,  but  quenched  it  not;  again 

Through  clouds  its  shafts  of  glory  rain 

From  utmost  Germany  to  Spain. 
As  an  eagle  fed  with  morning 
Scorns  the  embattled  tempest's*  warning, 
When  she  seeks  her  aerie*  hanging 

In  the  mountain-cedar's  hair. 
And  her  brood  expect  the  clanging 

Of  her  wings  through  the  wild  air. 
Sick  with  famine : — ^Freedom,  so 
To  what  of  Greece  remaineth  now 
Returns ;  her  hoary  ruins  glow 
like  Orient  mountains  lost  in  day; 

Beneath  the  safety  of  her  wings 
Her  renovated  nurslings*  prey. 

And  in  the  naked  lightnings 
Of  truth  they  purge  their  dazzled  eyes. 
Let  Freedom  leave — where'er  she  flies, 
A  Desart,  or  a  Paradise: 

Let  the  beautiful  and  the  brftve 

Share  her  glory,  or  a  grave. 


'  In  Shelley's  edition  there  is  no  'In  Shelley's  edition,  a 

stop  at  dreamt.  *  In  Shelley's  edition,  r, 

•  In  Shelley's  edition,  tcmpentt.  not  his  uBiial  orthography 
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Semichorus  I. 

With  the  gifts  of  gladness 

Greece  did  thy  cradle  strew;  oa 

SEBncHORUS  n. 

With  the  tears  of  sadness 

Greece  did  thy  shroud  bedew! 

Semichorus  I. 

With  an  orphan's  affection 

She  followed  thy  bier  through  Time; 

Semichorus  II. 

And  at  thy  resurrection  loo 

Re-appeareth,  like  thou,  sublime! 

Semichorus  I. 

If  Heaven  should  resume  thee, 
To  Heaven  shall  her  spirit  ascend; 

Semichorus  II. 

If  Hell  should  entomb  thee. 
To  Hell  shall  her  high  hearts  bend.  los 

Semichorus  I. 
If  Annihilation 

Semichorus  II. 
Dust  let  her  glories  be! 
And  a  name  and  a  nation 

Be  forgotten,  Freedom,  with  thee! 


E  2 
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Indlajj. 


His  brow  grows  darker — ^breathe  not — ^move  not! 
He  starts — ^he  shudders — ^ye  that  love  not,  i 

With  your  panting  loud  and  fast, 
Have  awakened  him  at  last. 

Mahmud  {starting  from  his  deep), 

Man  the  Seraglio-guard!  make  fast  the  gate. 

What !  from  a  cannonade  of  three  short  hours  ?  i 

'Tis  false!  that  breach  towards  the  Bosphorus 

Cannot  be  practicable  yet — ^who  stirs  ? 

Stand  to  the  match ;  that  when  the  foe  prevails 

One  spark  may  mix  in  reconciling  ruin 

The  conqueror  and  the  conquered !    Heave  the  tower 

Into  the  gap — ^wrench  off  the  roof. 

(Enter  Hassan.) 

Ha!  what!  la^ 

The  tnith  of  day  lightens  upon  my  dream 
And  I  am  Mahmud  stilL 

Hassan. 

Your  Sublime  Highness 


Is  strangely  moved. 


Mahmud. 


The  times  do  cast  strange  shadow* 
On  those  who  watch  and  who  must  rule  their  course/ 
Lest  they,  being  first  in  peril  as  in  glory,  i* 

Be  whelmed  in  the  fierce  ebb : — and  these  are  of  \h^ 
Thrice  has  a  gloomy  vision  hunted  me 
As  thus  from  sleep  into  the  troubled  day; 

'  In  Shelle7*B  edition  there  is  a  full-      print  for  a  comma,  as  the  next  daim 
stop  after  coune, — doubtless  a  mis-      will  not  stand  alone. 
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It  shakes  me  as  the  tempest  shakes  the  sea^  iso 

Leaving  no  figure  upon  memory's  glass. 

Would  that — no  matter.    Thou  didst  say  thou  knewest 

A  Jew,  whose  spirit  is  a  chronicle 

Of  strange  and  secret  and  forgotten  things. 

I  bade  thee  summon  him : — 'tis  said  his  tribe  is5 

Dream,  and  are  wise  interpreters  of  dreams. 

Hassan. 

The  Jew  of  whom  I  spake  is  old, — so  old 

He  seems  to  have  outlived  a  world's  decay ; 

The  hoary  mountains  and  the  wrinkled  ocean 

Seem  younger  still  than  he; — ^his  hair  and  beard  uo 

Are  whiter  than  the  tempest-sifted  snow; 

His  cold  pale  limbs  and  pulseless  arteries 

Are  Uke  the  fibres  of  a  cloud  instinct 

With  light,  and  to  the  soul  that  quickens  them 

Are  as  the  atoms  of  the  mountain-drift  lis 

To  the  winter  wind : — ^but  from  his  eye  looks  forth 

A  life  of  unconsumfed  thought  which  pierces 

The  present,  and  the  past,  and  the  to-come. 

Some  say  that  this  is  he  whom  the  great  prophet 

Jesus,  the  son  of  Joseph,  for  his  mockery  iso 

Mocked  with  the  curse  of  immortality. 

Some  feign  that  he  is  Enoch :  others  dream 

He  was  pre-adamite  and  has  survived 

Cycles  of  generation  and  of  ruin. 

The  sage,  in  truth,  by  dreadful  abstinence  iw 

And  conquering  penance  of  the  mutinous  flesh. 

Beep  contemplation,  and  unwearied  study. 

In  years  outstretched  beyond  the  date  of  man, 

May  have  attained  to  sovereignty  and  science 

Over  those  strong  and  secret  things  and  thoughts         loo 

^Vhich  others  fear  and  know  not. 
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Mahmud. 

I  would  talk 
With  this  old  Jew. 

Hassan. 

Thy  will  is  even  now 
Made  known  to  him,  where  he  dwells  in  a  sea-caver 
'Mid  the  Demonesi,  less  accessible 
Than  thou  or  God!    He  who  would  question  him 
Must  sail  alone  at  sunset,  where  the  stream 
Of  Ocean  sleeps  around  those  foamless  isles, 
When  the  young  moon  is  westering  as  now, 
And  evening  airs  wander  upon  the  wave; 
And  when  the  pines  of  that  bee-pasturing  isle, 
Green  Erebinthus,  quench  the  fiery  shadow 
Of  his  gilt  prow  within  the  sapphire  water, 
Then  must  the  lonely  helmsman  cry  aloud 
Ahasuerus  1  and  the  caverns  round 
Will  answer  Ahasuerus !     If  his  prayer 
Be  granted,  a  faint  meteor  will  arise 
Lighting  him  over  Marmora,  and  a  wind 
Will  rush  out  of  the  sighing  pine-forest. 
And  with  the  wind  a  storm  of  harmony 
Unutterably  sweet,  and  pilot  him 
Through  the  soft  twilight  to  the  Bosphoms : 
Thence  at  the  hour  and  place  and  circumstance 
Fit  for  the  matter  of  their  conference 
The  Jew  appears.     Few  dare,  and  few  who  dare 
Win  the  desired  communion — but  that  shout 
Bodes (a  slumt  within) 

Mahmud. 

Evil,  doubtless;  like  all  human  sounds. 
Let  me  converse  with  spirits. 
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Hassan. 

That  shout  again. 

Mahmud. 
This  Jew  whom  thou  hast  summoned — 

Hassan. 

Will  be  here — 


Mahmud. 

When  the  omnipotent  hour  to  which  are  yoked 

He,  I,  and  all  things  shall  compel — enough.  iw 

Silence  those  mutineers — ^that  drunken  crew, 

That  crowd  about  the  pilot  in  the  storm. 

Aye!^  strike  the  foremost  shorter  by  a  head! 

They  weary  me,  and  I  have  need  of  rest. 

Kings  are  like  stars — they  rise  and  set,  they  have       iw 

The  worship  of  the  world,  but  no  repose. 

{Exeunt  severally. 

Chorus.  * 

Worlds  on  worlds  are  rolling  ever 

From  creation  to  decay, 
like  the  bubbles  on  a  river 

Sparkling,  bursting,  borne  away.  wo 

But  they  are  still  immortal 
Who,  through  birth's  orient  portal 
And  death's  dark  chasm  hurrying  to  and  fro, 


^  In  Shelley's  edition  this  ezclama-  lines  on  the  death  of  Napoleon,  pub- 

tion  is  spelt  Ay  ;  but  as  his  practice  lished  with  Hdlcu,  I  have  restored  the 

wad  to  spell  it  Aye,  and  as  that  speU-  e  here,  and  in  line  366. 
ing  occurs  in  the  last  poem  printed  '  See  SheUey's  note  (2)  at  the  end  of 

for  him  during  his  life,  namely  the  the  poem. 
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Clothe  their  unceasing  flight 

In  the  brief  dust  and  light  sos 

Gathered  around  their  chariots  as  they  go; 

New  shapes  they  still  may  weave, 

New  gods,  new  laws  receive, 
Bright  or  dim  are  they  as  the  robes  they  last 

On  Death's  bare  ribs  had  cast  no 

A  i)ower  fix)m  the  unknown  God, 
A  Promethean  conqueror  came; 
Like  a  triumphal  path  he  trod 
The  thorns  of  death  and  shame. 
A  mortal  shape  to  him  ta 

Was  like  the  vapour  dim 
Which  the  orient  planet  animates  with  light; 
Hell,  Sin,  and  Slavery  came. 
Like  blood-hoimds  mild  and  tame, 
Nor  preyed,  until  their  Lord  had  taken  flight;         t» 
Tlie  moon  of  Mahomet 
Arose,  and  it  shall  set: 
WhUe  blazoned  as  on  heaven's  immortal  noon 
The  cross  leads  generations  on. 

Swift  as  the  radiant  shapes  of  sleep  2» 

From  one  whose  dreams  are  Paradise 
Fly,  when  the  fond  ^Tetch  wakes  to  weep. 

And  day  peers  forth  with  her  blank  eyes ; 

So  fleet,  so  faint,  so  fair, 

The  Powers  of  earth  and  air  tn 

Fled  from  the  folding  star  of  Bethlehem: 

Apollo,  Pan,  and  Love, 

And  even  Olympian  Jove 
Grew  weak,  for  killing  Truth  had  glared  on  them; 

Our  hills  and  seas  and  streams  ss 

Dispeopled  of  their  dreams, 
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Their  waters  turned  to  blood,  their  dew  to  tears, 
Wailed  for  the  golden  years. 

Elder  Mahmud,  Hassak,  Daood,  and  others, 

Mahmud. 

More  gold?   our  ancestors  bought  gold  with  victory, 
And  shall  I  sell  it  for  defeat? 

Daood. 

The  Janizars  240 

Clamour  for  pay. 

Mahmud. 

60!  bid  them  pay  themselves 
With  Christian  blood!    Are  there  no  Grecian  virgins 
Whose  shrieks  and  spasms  and  tears  they  may  enjoy? 
No  infidel  children  to  impale  on  spears  ? 
No  hoary  priests  after  that  Patriarch^  245 

Who  bent  the  curse  against  his  country's  heart, 
Which  clove  his  own  at  last  ?    Go !  bid  them  kill. 
Blood  is  the  seed  of  gold. 

Daood. 

It  has  been  sown. 
And  yet  the  harvest  to  the  sicklemen 
Is  as  a  grain  to  each. 

Mahmud. 

Then,  take  this  signet,  250 

Unlock  the  seventh  chamber  in  which  lie 
Tlie  treasures  of  victorious  Solyman. 

^  See  Shelley *8  note  (3)  at  the  end  of  the  poem. 
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An  empire's  spoil  stored  for  a  day  of  ruin. 
0  spirit  of  my  sires !  is  it  not  come  ?  m 

The  prey-birds  and  the  wolves  are  gorged  and  sleep; 
But  these,  who  spread  their  feast  on  the  red  earth. 
Hunger  for  gold,  which  iBlls  not — See  them  fed; 
Then,  lead  them  to  the  rivers  of  fresh  death. 

(JExit  Daood. 
O!  miserable  dawn,  after  a  night 

More  glorious  than  the  day  which  it  usurped!  260 

0,  faith  in  Grod !   0,  power  on  earth !  0,  word 
Of  the  great  prophet,  whose  o'ershadowing^  wings 
Darkened  the  thrones  and  idols  of  the  West, 
Now  bright! — For  thy  sake  cursfed  be  the  hour, 
Even  as  a  father  by  an  evil  child,  2«5 

When  the  Orient  moon  of  Islam  rolled  in  triumph 
From  Caucasus  to  White  Ceraunia! 
Buin  above,  and  anarchy  below; 
Terror  without,  and  treachery  within; 
The  Chalice  of  destruction  full,  and  all  270 

Thirsting  to  drink;  and  who  among  us  dares 
To  dash  it  from  his  lips  ?  and  where  is  Hope  ? 

Hassan. 

The  lamp  of  our  dominion  still  rides  high ; 

One  Gk)d  ia  God — ^Mahomet  is  his  prophet. 

Four  hundred  thousand  Moslems  from  the  limits  275 

Of  utmost  Asia,  irresistibly 

Throng,  like  full  clouds  at  the  Scirocco's^  cry; 

But  not  like  them  to  weep  their  strength  in  tears : 

^  Mr.  RoBsetti  gives  this  word  o*er*  been  substituted    in    Mrs.   Shelley's 

Mkadowing  as  an  emendation  of  his  first  edition  of  1839. 

own,  remarking  that  " ' Over$hadott>  'In     Shelley's    edition     we    read 

infff  as  in  previous  editions,  seems  a  Sairocco't  in  this  case ;  but  I  think 

clear  case  of  misprint."     In  Shelley's  Scirocco*8  would  be   the  form   most 

own  edition,    however,   the  word  is  likely  adopted  ;  and  a  is  probably  a 

o^enhadawing, — werahadowing  having  misprint  for  r. 


Tbey  bear*  destroying  lightning,  and  their  step 
Wakes  earthquake  to  conBume  and  orerwhehD, 
And  reign  in  ruin.    Phrygian  Olympus, 
Tmolns,  and  Latmos,  and  Mycale,  roughen 
With  horrent  arms ;  and  lofty  ships  even  now. 
Like  vapours  anchored  to  a  mountain's  edge. 
Freighted  Trith  fire  and  whirlwind,  wait  at  Scala 
The  convoy  of  the  ever-veering  wind. 
Samos  is  drunk  with  blood; — the  Greek  has  paid 
Brief  victory  with  swift  loss  and  lot^  despair. 
The  false  Moldavian  serfs  fled  fast  and  far. 
When  the  fierce  shout  of  Allah-illa-Allah ! 
Bose  like  the  war-cry  of  the  northern  wind 
Which  lolls  the  sluggish  clouds,  and  leaves  a  flock 
Of  wild  swans  stru^ling  with  the  naked  storm. 
So  were  the  lost  Greeks  on  the  Danube's  day  I 
If  night  is  mute,  yet  the  returning  sun 
Kindles  the  voices  of  the  morning  birds ; 
Nor  at  thy  bidding  less  exultingly 
Than  birds  rejoicing  in  the  golden  day, 
The  Anarchies  of  Africa  unleash 
Their  tempest-wingM  cities  of  the  sea, 
To  speak  in  thunder  to  the  rebel  world. 
Like  sulphurous  clouds,  half-ahattered  by  the  storm. 
They  sweep  the  pale  .^gean,  while  the  Queen 
Of  Ocean,  bound  upon  her  island-throne. 
Far  in  the  West  sits  mourning  that  her  sons 
Who  frown  on  Freedom  spare  a  smile  for  thee : 
Kussia  still  hovers,  as  an  eagle  might 
Within  a  cloud,  near  which  a  kite  and  crane 
I     Hang  tangled  in  inextricable  fight, 
{     To  stoop  upon  the  victor ; — for  she  fears 
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The  name  of  Freedom,  even  as  she  hates  thine. 

But  recreant  Austria  loves  thee  as  the  Grave 

Loves  Pestilence,  and  her  slow  dogs  of  war. 

Fleshed  with  the  chase,  come  up  from  Italy, 

And  howl  upon  their  limits;  for  they  see 

The  panther,  Freedom,  fled  to  her  old  cover, 

Amid^  seas  and  mountains,  and  a  mightier  brood 

Crouch  round.    What  Anarch  wears  a  crown  or  mitre. 

Or  bears  the  sword,  or  grasps  the  key  of  gold. 

Whose  friends  are  not  thy  friends,  whose  foes  thy  foes  ? 

Our  arsenals  and  our  armories  are  full;  m 

Our  forts  defy  assault  ;*  ten  thousand  cannon 

lie  ranged  upon  the  beach,  and  hour  by  hour 

Their  earth-convulsing  wheels  aflnght  the  city; 

The  galloping  of  fiery  steeds  makes  pale  m 

The  Christian  merchant;  and  the  yellow  Jew 

Hides  his  hoard  deeper  in  the  faithless  eartL 

like  clouds,  and  like  the  shadows  of  the  clouds, 

Over  the  hills  of  Anatolia, 

Swift  in  wide  troops  the  Tartar  chivalry  sso 

Sweep; — the  far  flashing  of  their  starry  lances 

Eeverberates  the  dying  light  of  day. 

We  have  one  God,  one  King,  one  Hope,  one  Law ; 

But  many-headed  Insurrection  stands 

Divided  in  itself,  and  soon  must  fall.  So-. 

Mahmud. 

Proud  words,  when  deeds  come  short,  are  seasonable: 
Look,  Hassan,  on  yon  crescent  moon,  emblazoned 
Upon  that  shattered  flag  of  fiery  cloud 


^  So  in  Shelley's  and  Mrs.  Shelley's  the  word  mid  or  'mid,  it  is  quite  poflsi- 

editions  ;  and  the  irregularity  of  metre  ble  that  he  did  so  here, 
is  likely  enough  to  be  intentional,  or  'In  Shelley's  edition,    oManZt,  of 

to  have  been  deliberately  disregarded.  course  rightly :  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions 

As,  however,  Shelley  frequently  used  of  1839  and  onwards  give  asmtUU. 
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Wdch  leads  the  rear  of  the  departing  day; 

Wan  emblem^  of  an  empire  fading  now!  84o 

See  how  it  trembles  in  the  blood-red  air, 

And  like  a  mighty  lamp  whose  oil  is  spent 

airinks  on  the  horizon's  edge,  whfle,  from  above, 

One  star  with  insolent  and  victorious  light 

Hovers  above  its  fall,  and  with  keen  beams,  345 

Like  arrows  through  a  fainting  antelope. 

Strikes  its  weak  form  to  death. 

Hassan. 

Even  as  that  moon* 
Renews  itself 


Mahmtjd. 

Shall  we  be  not  renewed  ! 
Far  other  bark  than  out's  were  needed  now 
To  stem  the  torrent  of  descending  time :  85o 

The  spirit  that  lifts  the  slave  before  his*  lord 
Stalks  through  the  capitals  of  armfed  kings. 
And  spreads  his  enaign  in  the  wilderness: 
Exults  in  chains;  and,  when  the  rebel  falls, 
Cries  like  the  blood  of  Abel  from  the  dust ;  ko 

And  the  inheritors  of  the*, earth,  like  beasts 
When  earthquake  is  unleashed,  with  ideot  fear 
Cower  in  their  kingly  dens — as  I  do  now. 
A\Tiat  were  Defeat  when  Victory  must  appal  ? 
Or  Danger,  when  Security  looks  pale  ? —  sco 

^  In  Shelley's  edition,  foan-emhUniy  in  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions  of  1839  and 

Ma  compound  word.     I  do  not  find  onward. 

^  in  any  of  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions,  ^  This  word  the  is  omitted  in  Mrs. 

>Dd  cuinot  but  think  it  an  accidental  Shelley's  and  Mr.  Rossetti's  editions, 

Bw-uie  of  the  hyphen.  I  think  wrongly.     It  is  in  Shelley's 

'  In  Shelley's  edition   there    is  a  edition,  tnd  the  rhythm  seems  to  me 

BODffia aftermoofi.  enriched  by  it,  the    sense    slightly 

'  So  in  Shelley's  edition,  but  it$  lord  improved. 


62  HELLAS. 

How  said  the  messenger — who,  fix)m  the  fort 
Islanded  in  the  Danube,  saw  the  battle 
Of  Bucharest  ?— that— 

Hassan. 

Ibrahim's  scymitar 
Drew  with  its  gleam  swift  victory  from  heaven. 
To  burn  before  him  in  the  night  of  battle 
A  light  and  a  destruction. 

Mahmud. 

Aye !  the  day 
Was  our's:  but  how? 


Hassan. 

The  light  Wallachians, 
The  Amaut,  Servian,  and  Albanian  allies 
Fled  from  the  glance  of  our  artillery 
Almost  before  the  thunderstone  alit.^ 
One  half  the  Grecian  army  made  a  bridge 
Of  safe  and  slow  retreat,  with  Moslem  dead; 
The  other— 

Mahmud. 
Speak — ^tremble  not — 

Hassan. 

Islanded 
By  victor  myriads,  formed  in  hoUow  square 
With  rough  and  steadfast  front,  and  thrice  flung  bi 
The  deluge  of  our  foaming  cavahy ; 
Thrice  their  keen  wedge  of  battle  pierced  our  line 

^  Mrs.  Shelley  substituteB  a  semi-      stop  occun,  however,  in  Shellc 
colon  for  a  full-stop  here.    The  full-      edition. 


HELLAS. 


63 


880 


890 


Our  baffled  anny  trembled  like  one  man 

More  a  host,  and  gave  them  space;  but  soon, 

from  the  surrounding  hills,  the  batteries  blazed. 

Kneading  them  down  with  fire  and  iron  rain: 

Tet  none  approached ;  till,  like  a  field  of  com 

Under  the  hook  of  the  swart  sickleman, 

The  band,^  intrenched  in  mounds  of  Turkish  dead. 

Grew  weak  and  few. — ^Then  said  the  Pacha,  "  Slaves, 

Render  yourselves — ^they  have  abandoned  you —  886 

What  hope  of  refuge,  or  retreat,  or  aid  ? 

We  grant  your  lives."  "  Grant  that  which  is  thine  own  I" 

Cried  one,  and  fell  upon  his  sword  and  died ! 

Another — "  God,  and  man,  and  hope  abandon  me  ;* 

But  I  to  them,  and  to  myself,  remain 

Constant:" — ^he  bowed  his  head,  and  his  heart  burst. 

A  third  exclaimed,  "  There  is  a  refuge,  tyrant, 

Where  thou  darest  not  pursue,  and  canst  not  harm, 

Should'st  thou  pursue;  there  we  shall  meet  again." 

Then  held  liis  breath,  and,  after  a  brief  spasm. 

The  indignant  spirit  cast  its  mortal  garment 

Among  the  slain — dead  earth  upon  the  earth ! 

So  these  survivors,  each  by  different  ways, 

Some  strange,  all  sudden,  none  dishonourable, 

Met  in  triumphant  death ;  and  when  our  army 

Closed  in,  while  yet  wonder,  and  awe,  and  shame, 

Held  back  the  base  hyenas  of  the  battle 


805 


400 


'  So  in  Shelley*B  edition,  but  bands 

MfB.  Shelley's  editions  of  1839  and 

a-. 

Mr.  Roflsetti    haa  "ventured   to 

dense  "  tbia  line  thus  : 

thcr— "  God,  man,  hope,  abandon  me  ; 

he  sajB  he  regards  the  genuine 
of  Shelley's  edition,  given  in  the 
,  as  "a  clear  and  indisputable 
of  oversight."  I  for  one  dispute 
icauae  the  line  scans  with  perfect 
tcy  aa  an  iambic  line  of  five  feet 


with  a  triple  ending,  such  as  Fletcher 
affected  so  much  and  as  moat  Eliza- 
bethan writers  employed  more  or  less. 
I  can  see  no  possible  justification  for 
'*  condoDsiug  "  even  were  the  line  what 
Mr.  Rossetti  seems  to  think  it  indis- 
putably,— an  alexandrine.  Other  such 
tinea  in  Hellas^  are  lin^s  239,  240,  and 
528.  I  should  alao  think  linea  488 
and  532  were  meant  to  be  scanned  in 
this  way  rather  than  by  carrying  the 
elisions  further  back. 
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That  feed  upon  the  dead  and  fly  the  living, 

One  rose  out  of  the  chaos  of  the  slain :  10 

And  if  it  were  a  corpse  which  some  dread  spirit 

Of  the  old  saviours  of  the  land  we  rule 

Had  lifted  in  its  anger  wandering  by; — 

Or  if  there  burned  within  the  dying  man 

Unquenchable  disdain  of  death,  and  faith  ai 

Creating  what  it  feigned; — I  cannot  tell — 

But  he  cried,  "  Phantoms  of  the  free,  we  come ! 

Armies  of  the  Eternal,  ye  who  strike 

To  dust  the  citadels  of  sanguine  kings, 

And  shake  the  souls  throned  on  their  stony  hearts,    0$ 

And  thaw  their  frostwork  diadems  like  dew; — 

0  ye  wlio  float  around  this  clime,  and  weave 

The  garment  of  the  glory  which  it  wears. 

Whose  fame,  though  earth  betray  the  dust  it  clasped, 

Lies  sepulchred  in  monumental  thought; —  45 

Progenitors  of  all  that  yet  is  great, 

Ascribe  to  your  bright  senate,  0  accept 

In  your  high  ministrations,  us,  your  sons — 

Us  first,  and  the  more  glorious  yet  to  come  I 

And  ye,  weak  conquerors !  giants  who  look  pale  4 

When  the  crushed  worm  rebels  beneath  your  tread, 

Tlie  vultures  and  the  dogs,  your  pensioners  tame. 

Are  overgorged ;  but,  like  oppressors,  still 

They  crave  the  relic  of  Destruction's  feast. 

The  exlialations  and  tlie  tliirsty  winds  < 

Are  sick  with  blood ;  the  dew  is  foul  with  death ; 

Heaven's  light  is  quenched  in  slaughter:  thus,  wliere'e; 

Upon  your  camps,  cities,  or  towers,  or  fleets. 

The  obscene  birds  the  reeking  remnants  cast  4 

Of  these  dead  limbs, — ^upon  your  streams  and  mountaiB 

Upon  your  fields,  your  gardens,  and  your  house-tops, 

Where'er  the  winds  shall  creep,  or  the  clouds  fly. 
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Or  the  dews  fall,  or  the  angry  sun  look  dowTi 

With  poisoned  light — Famine  and  Pestilence, 

And  Panic,  shall  wage  war  upon  our  side !  440 

Nature  from  all  her  boundaries  is  moved 

Against  ye:  Time  has  foimd  ye  light  as  foauL 

The  Earth  rebels ;  and  Good  and  Evil  stake 

Their  empire  o'er  the  unborn  world  of  men 

On  this  one  cast; — ^but  ere  the  die  be  thrown,  us 

The  renovated  genius  of  our  race, 

Proud  umpire  of  the  impious  game,  descends 

A  seraph-wingfed  Victory,  bestriding 

The  tempest  of  the  Omnipotence  of  Grod, 

Which  sweeps  all  things  to  their  appointed  doom,        450 

And  you  to  oblivion !" More  he  would  have  said, 

Mahmud. 

Died — as  thou  shouldst  ere  thy  lips  had  painted 
rheir  ruin  in  the  hues  of  our  success. 
A  rebel's  crime  gilt  with  a  rebel's  tongue ! 
ITour^  heart  is  Greek,  Hassan. 

Hassan. 

It  may  be  so:  455 

I  spirit  not  my  own  wrenched  me  within, 
ijid  I  have  spoken  words  I  fear  and  hate; 
fet  would  I  die  for — 

Mahmud. 

Live !  0  live !  outlive 
Je  and  this  sinking  empire.     But  the  fleet — 

3o  m  Shelley's  and  aU  other  edi-       Thy^  ''for  the  sake  of  uniformity  of 
'which  I  have  consulted,  except      diction/* 
of  3ir.  Rossetti,  who  substitutes 

Of^  in.  F 


GG 
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Hassan. 


Alasl- 


Mahmud. 

The  fleet  wliich,  like  a  flock  of  clouds^ 
Chased  by  the  wind,  flies  the  iusurgent  banner. 
Our  wingfed-castles  from  their  merchant  ships! 
Our  myriads  before  their  weak  pirate  bands ! 
Our  arms  before  their  chains !  our  years  of  empir 
Before  their  centuries  of  servile  fear! 
Death  is  awake!     Eepuls&d  on  the  waters,* 
They  own  no  more  the  thimder-bearing  banner 
Of  Malimud ;  but,  like  hounds  of  a  base  breed, 
Gorge  from  a  stranger's  hand,  and  rend  their  mas 

Hassan. 

Latmos,  and  Ampelos,  and  Phana?,  saw 
The  wreck — 


^  Although  the  opening  of  this 
speech  of  Mahmud,  which  is  here 
pointed  according  to  the  first  edition, 
might  seem  at  first  sight  to  be  an 
accidentaUy  unfinished  sentence,  I  do 
not  think  there  is  really  any  imper- 
fection ;  nor  should  I  take  it  to  be 
what  Mr.  Rossetti  makes  it  (the  first 
of  the  series  of  exclamatory  sentences), 
by  substituting  a  note  of  admiration 
fur  a  full-stop  after  banner.  It  seems 
to  me  that  Mahmud  begins  to  draw 
Hassan  to  speak  of  the  fleet, — that 
when  he  says  "But  the  fleet'*  he 
means  "  But  what  do  you  say  about 
the  fleet  ?  *' — and  that,  on  Hassan's  ex- 
claiming "Alas  ! " — he  finishes  his  own 
question  with  an  amplifying  affir- 
mation in  lines  460  and  461,  and 
then,  knowing  something  about  the 
matter,  bursts  out  in  angiy  exclama- 
tions, to  come  back  at  last  in  line  476 
to  his  demand  on  Hassan  as  narrat'T. 

'  This  passage  is  of  course  punctua- 
ted as  in  Shelley's  edition  ;  but  Mr. 
lU»88€;tti  substitutes  a  note  of  exclama- 


tion for  a  comma  after  wUft 
as  he  says,  *'  making  the  phn 
on  along  with  the  exclamai 
tences  which  precede  it." 
that,  with  the  original  puz 
"  the  only  sense  which  can  be 
to  the  clause  is — '  We  being 
on  the  waters,  they  [the  wa 
no  more  the  thunder-bearin 
of  Mahmud.'  But,"  he  prooei 
sense,  if  intended,  is  express 
total  defiance  of  syntax  :  anc 
to  me  a  good  deal  safer  to  lu 
the  meaning  as  I  have  ( 
This  is  anouier  case  of  mt 
Shelley's  grammar  laxer  H 
and  it  is  also  incorrect  to 
the  "  only  sense  which  can  1 
ed"  to  Shelley's  Tersion  is 
pounded  by  Mr.  KossettL 
sense,  to  me  |>erfectly  ol 
"  They  [the  waters]  own  no 
thunder-bearing  banner  of 
[that  banner  being]  repuls< 
waters."  Surely  &ere  can 
rious  doubt  that  that  is  the 
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Mahmud. 

The  caves  of  the  Icarian  isles 
ch  to  the  other  in  loud  mockery,^ 
:h  the  tongue  as  of  a  thousand  echoes, 
the  sea-convulsing  fight — and,  then, — 
jest  to  speak — senseless  are  the  mountains  :*    475 
t  thou  their  voice ! 

Hassan. 

My  presence  bore 
in  that  day's  shame.    The  Grecian  fleet 
wn  at  day-break  from  the  North,  and  hung 
titudinous  on  the  ocean  line, 
es  upon  the  cloudless  Thracian  wind.  430 

ladron,  convoying  ten  thousand  men, 
etching  towards  Nauplia  when  the  battle 
adled. — 

rough  the  hail  of  our  artillery 
ie  Hydriote  barks  with  press  of  sail  485 

— ship  to  ship,  cannon  to  cannon,  man 
were  grappled  in  the  embrace  of  war, 
able  but  by  death  or  victory, 
ipest  of  the  raging  fight  convulsed 
crystalline'  depths  that  stainless  sea,  490 

3ok  Heaven's  roof  of  golden  morning  clouds, 

iw'b   and  Mrs.   SheUey's  eiTor   than     the    latter,    with    any 
line  i8  printed  as  above ;  **  copy.'*     Again,  I  take  this  speech 
robably  corruption  some-  of  Mahmud's  to  be  a  continuation  of 
RoBsetti  changes  Hold  to  the  subject  with  which  his  last  con- 
Igests  the  omission  of  tfie,  eludes, — "  the  waters  rend  their  mas- 
Id  prefer  to  retain  in  any  tcr,  and  the  caves  hold  mocker^',  or 
lid,  I  think,  be  safer  to  hold  talk  in  mockery.*' 
for  in :  if  any  change  is  '  Mr.  Roesetti  suggests  the  insertion 
sseeea.'yf    I    nave    little  of  as  between  senseless  and  are :   it 
bat  would  be  the  right  would  certainly  improve  both  sense 
rould    have  been  easier  aiid  rhythm  ;  but  it  cannot  be  said 
x>  mistake  Shelley'»  Us  to  be  necessary. 
UB  Told  for  Hold  :  and  ^  In  Shelley's  edition  chrystaUine, 
I   a   commoner  pin  tor's 

K    2 
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Poised  on  an  hundred  azure  mountain-isles. 

In  the  brief  trances  of  the  artillery 

One  cry  from  the  destroyed  and  the  destroyer 

Bose,  and  a  cloud  of  desolation  wrapt  m 

The  unforeseen  event,  till  the  north  wind 

Sprung  from  the  sea,  lifting  the  heavy  veil 

Of  battle-smoke — then  victory — ^victory ! 

For,  as  we  thought,  three  frigates  from  Algiers 

Bore  down  from  Naxos  to  our  aid,  but  soon  501 

The  abhorred  cross  glimmered  behind,  before. 

Among,  around  us;  and  that  fatal  sign 

Dried  with  its  beams  the  strength  in^  Moslem  hearts, 

As  the  sun  drinks  the  dew. — ^What  more  ?    We  fled  !— 

Our  noonday  path  over  the  sanguine  foam  la 

Was  beaconed, — and  the  glare  struck  the  sun  pale, — ^ 

By  our  consuming  transports :  the  fierce  light 

Made  aU  the  shadows  of  our  sails  blood-red, 

And  every  countenance  blank.     Some  ships  lay  feeding 

The  ravening  fire,  even  to  the  water's  level;  «• 

Some  were  blown  up;  some,  settling  heavily, 

Sunk;  and  the  shrieks  of  our  companions  died 

Upon  the  wind,  that  bore  us  fast  and  far. 

Even  after  they  were  dead.     Nine  thousand  perished! 

We  met  the  vultures  legioned  in  the  air  su 

Stemming  the  torrent  of  the  tainted  wind ; 

They,  screaming  from  their  cloudy  mountain  peaks, 

Stooped  through  the  sulphurous  battle-smoke  and  perch 

Each  on  the  weltering  carcase  that  we  loved. 

Like  its  ill  angel  or  its  damned  soul,' 


^  So  in  Shelley*8  edition  ;  but  of  in  pondiDg  with  that  after  beaconed. 

Mrs.  Shelley's  and  Mr.  Boissettrs  edi-  Bome  of  Mrs.  Shelley's  later  editk 

tionB.  there  is  a  comma  at  beaconed  tndi 

'  In  Shelley's  edition  and  Mrs.  Shel-  comma  at  pale, 
ley's  two  editions  of  1839  there  is  no  'In   Shelley's  edition  there  ii 

stop  whatever  after  |)n2e,— clearly  an  comma  here,  and  a  fuU-etop  at 

accidental  omisnion  of  the  stop  corres-  end  of  line  521.    Mrs.  Shelley  ' 


Riding  upon  the  bosom  of  the  sea. 

"We  aaw  the  dog-fish  hastening  to  their  feast. 

Joy  waked  the  voiceless  people  of  the  sea, 

And  laveoing  Famine  left  his  ocean  cave 

To  dwell  wUh  "War,  with  vta,  and  with  Despair.^ 

We  met  night  three  hours  to  the  west  of  Patmos, 

And*  with  night,  tempest 


Mahmvu. 


Cease' 
{HiUer  a  Mesaeii^er.) 


Your  Sublime  Highnea 
That  Chriatian  hound,  tiie  Muscovite  Ambassador 
Has  left  the  city. — If  the  rebel  fleet 
Had  anchored  in  the  port,  had  victory  i 

Crowned  the  Greek  legions  in  the  Hippodrome, 
Panic  WCTB  tamer. — Obedience  and  Mutiny, 
Like  giants  in  contention  planet-struck. 
Stand  gazing  on  each  other. — There  is  peace 
In  StambouL — 

Mauhud. 
Ib  the  grave  not  cahner  still  ? 
Its  ruins  shall  be  mine. 


pcMi  thaio  two  (tops  1  but  Ur.  Boe- 
letti  mcrta  to  the  origiiial  reading. 
Thii,  I  liftTe  DO  doubt,  u  right,  though 
tbi  other  U  powibliL 

'  Id  SbeVij't  editioa  Famine  has  a 
afitd,  but   War  and  iJegxtir  huvo 


Dot,  tbougk  all  thre«  wordi  are  alike 
UBod  penonall;. 

<  Sain 8heUe;'B edition  :  Un.  Shel- 
ley lubrtitutad  J  *  fur  And, — wrol^^, 
them  caD  be  no  doubt. 


70  HELLAS. 

Hassan. 

Fear  not  the  Russian : 
The  tiger  leagues  not  with  the  stag  at  bay 
Against  the  hunter. — Cunning,  base,  and  cruel. 
He  crouches,  watching  till  the  spoil  be  won, 
And  must  be  paid  for  his  reserve  in  blood. 
After  the  war  is  fought,  yield  the  sleek  Bussian 
That  which  thou  canst  ^  not  keep,  his  deserved  por 
Of  blood,  wliich  shall  not  flow  through  streets  and  l 
Rivers  and  seas,  like  that  which  we  may  win, 
But  stagnate  in  the  veins  of  Christian  slaves! 

{Enter  second  Messenger,) 

Second  Messenger. 

Nauplia,  Tripolizza,  Mothon,  Athens, 

Navarin,  Artas,  Monembasia, 

Corinth  and  Thebes  are  carried  by  assault. 

And  every  Islamite  who  made  his  dogs 

Fat  with  the  flesh  of  Galilean  slaves 

Passed  at  the  edge  of  the  sword :  the  lust  of  blood 

Which  made  our  warriors  drunk,  is  quenched  in  d 

But  like  a  fiery  plague  breaks  out  anew 

In  deeds  which  make  the  Christian  cause  look  pal 

In  its  own  light.     The  garrison  of  Patras 

Has  store  but  for  ten  days,  nor  is  there  hope 

But  from  the  Briton:  at  once  slave  and  tyrant 

His  wishes  still  are  weaker  than  his  fears. 

Or  he  would  sell  what  faith  may  yet  remain 

From  the  oaths  broke  in  Genoa  and  in  Norway ; 

And  if  you  buy  him  not,  your  treasury 

Is  empty  even  of  promises — his  own  coin. 

^  In  Shelluy's  edition  cavi'st. 
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The  freedman  of  a  western  poet  chiefs 

Holds  Attica  with  seven  thousand  rebels, 

And  has  beat  back  the  Pacha  of  Negropont :  :>q& 

The  agM  Ali  sits  in  Yanina 

A  crownless  metaphor  of  empire : 

His  name,  that  shadow  of  his  withered  might, 

Holds  our  besieging  army  like  a  spell 

In  prey  to  famine,  pest,  and  mutiny ;  67o 

He,  bastioned  in  his  citadel,  looks  forth 

Joyless  upon  the  sapphire  lake  that  mirrors 

The  rains  of  the  city  where  he  reigned 

Childless  and  sceptreless.    The  Greek  has  reaped 

The  costly  harvest  his  own  blood  matured,  676 

Not  the  sower,  Ali — ^who  has  bought  a  truce 

From  Ypailanti  with  ten  camel  loads 

Of  Indian  gold. 

{Enter  a  third  Messenger,) 

Mahmud. 
What  more? 

Third  Messengeb. 

The  Christian  tribes 
Of  Lebanon  and  the  Syrian  wilderness 
^  in  revolt ; — ^Damascus,  Hems,  Aleppo  68o 

Tremble; — ^the  Arab  menaces  Medina, 
The  iEthiop*  has  intrenched  himself  in  Sennaar, 
And  keeps  the  Egyptian  rebel  well  employed, 
^0  denies  homage,  claims  investiture 

8m  Shellfly's  note  (4)  at  the  end  bably    owing    to  the  printer^s    and 

7^  poem.  Mrs.  Shelley  substitutes  reviser's  ignorance  of  his  predilection 

^^f?**  *or/re«faiia»  in  this  line.  for  the  diphthong, 
r     'InShdky'B  edition,  Etkiop, 


I^ro- 


I 
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As  price  of  tardy  aid.     Persia  demands 

The  cities  on  the  Tigris,  and  the  Greoigians 

Eefuse  their  living  tribute.^     Crete  and  Cyprus, 

Like  mountain-twins  that  from  each  otlier's  veins 

Catch  the  volcano-fire  and  earthquake  spasm, 

Shake  in  the  general  fever.     Through  the  city. 

Like  birds  before  a  storm,  the  Santons  shriek, 

And  prophesyings^  horrible  and  new 

Are  heard  among  the  crowd :  that  sea  of  men 

Sleeps  on  the  wrecks  it  made,  breathless  and  stUI 

A  Dervise,  learned  in  the  Koran,  preaches  s»  k 

That  it  is  written  how  the  sins  of  Islam 

Must  raise  up  a  destroyer  even  now. 

Tlie  Greeks  expect  a  Saviour  from  the  west,* 

Who  shall  not  come,  men  say,  in  clouds  a^d  glory. 

But  in  the  omnipresence  of  that  spirit  eoo  f  _ 

In  which  aU  live  and  are.     Ominous  signs 

Are  blazoned  broadly  on  the  noon-day  sky: 

One  saw  a  red  cross  stamped  upon  the  sun; 

It  has  rained  blood;  and  monstrous  births  declare 

The  secret  wrath  of  Nature  and  her  Lord.  m 

The  army  encamped  upon  the  Cydaris, 

Was  roused  last  night  by  the  alarm  of  battle, 

And  saw  two  hosts  conflicting  in  the  air. 

The  shadows  doubtless  of  the  unborn  time 

Cast  on  the  mirror  of  the  night.     While  yet  cio 

The  fight  hung  balanced,  there  arose  a  storm 

Which  swept  the  phantoms  from  among  the  stars. 

At  the  third  watch  the  spirit  of  the  plague 

Was  heard  abroad  flapping  among  the  tents ; 

Those  who  relieved  watch  found  the  sentinels  dead,     m 


^  Living  tnbuU  =  tribute  paid  in  *  In  the  first  edition,  prophecffimgi, 

daveif — in  thiB  case,  I  believe,  selected  with  a  r. 

virgins  sent  annually  to  the  harem  of  *  See  Shelley's  note  (5)  at  the  end 

the  Sultan.  of  the  poem. 
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The  last  news  fix)m  the  camp  is,  that  a  thousand 
Have  sickened,  and 

{Enter  a  fourth  Messenger,) 

Mahmud. 

And  thou,  pale  ghost,  dim  shadow 
Of  some  untimely  rumour,  speaki 

Fourth  Messenger. 

One  comes 
Fainting  with  toil,  covered  with  foam  and  blood: 
He  stood,  he  says,  upon  Chelonites'^  g2o 

Promontory,  which  o'erlooks  the  isles  that  groan 
Under  the  Briton's  frown,  and  all  their  waters 
Then  trembling  in  the  splendour  of  the  moon. 
When  as  the  wandering  clouds  unveiled  or  hid 
Her  boundless  light,  he  saw  two  adverse  fleets  025 

Stalk  through  the  night  in  the  horizon's  glimmer. 
Mingling  fierce  thimders  and  sulphureous  gleams. 
And  smoke  which  strangled  every  infant  wind 
That  soothed  the  silver  clouds  through  the  deep  air. 
At  length  the  battle  slept,  but  the  Scirocco*  aso 

Awoke,  and  drove  his  flock  of  thunder-clouds 
Over  the  sea-horizon,  blotting  out 
All  objects — save  that  in  the  faint  moon-glimpse 
He  saw,  or  dreamed  he  saw,  the  Turkish  admiral 
Aud  two  the  loftiest  of  our  ships  of  war,  oss 

With  the  bright  image  of  that  Queen  of  Heaven 

^  Mr.  Koflsetti,  who  first  prints  this  it  is  Cldonite's, — the  2  being  doubtlees 

word  rightly,  Chdonite$\  is  vrrong  in  a  misprint,  and  the  mispkong  of  the 

saying  generally    that   it    has    been  apostrophe  probably  another. 

"  hitherto  printed  "  CldonU*$,    That  *  In  Shelley's  edition.  Sirocco;  but 

form  finit  occurs  in  Mrs.  8heUoy*s  first  I  do  not  think  he  wrote  it  so. 
edition  of  1839  :  in  Shelley's  edition 
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Who  hid,  perhaps,  her  face  for  grief,  reversed; 
And  the  abhorred  cross — 

{ErUer  an  Attendant,) 

Attendant. 

Your  Sublime  Highness,^ 
The  Jew,  who— 


Mahmud. 

Could  not  come  more  seasonably: 
Bid  him  attend.    I'll  hear  no  more !  too  long  mo 

We  gaze  on  danger  through  the  mist  of  fear. 
And  midtiply  upon  our  shattered  hopes 
The  images  of  ruin.    Come  what  will ! 
To-morrow  and  to-morrow  are  as  lamps 
Set  in  our  path  to  light  us  to  the  edge  (ms 

Through  rough  and  smooth,  nor  can  we  suffer  aught 
Which  he  inflicts  not  in  whose  hand  we  are.      [JExeunt. 

Semichobus  I. 

Would  I  were  the  wingid  cloud 
Of  a  tempest  swKt  and  loud ! 

I  would  scorn  65o 

The  smile  of  mom 
And  the  wave  where  the  moon  rise  is  bom! 
I  would  leave 
The  spirits  of  eve 
A  shroud  for  the  corpse  of  the  day  to  weave        ew 
From  other  threads  than  mine! 
Bask  in  the  blue  noon  divine 
Who  would,  not  I. 


1  This  oomma   ia  wantixig  in  the      Mrs.  Sbellny's  fint  edition  of  18S9. 
otjginAl  edition  :  it  was  supplied  in 
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Semicho&us  II. 
Whither  to  fly  ? 

Semichorus  I. 

"Where  the  rocks  that  gird  th'^  iEgean  eoo 

Echo  to  tlie  battle  paean 
Of  the  free — 
I  would  flee 
A  tempestuous  herald  of  victory  ! 

My  golden  rain  eos 

For  the  Grecian  slain 
Should  mingle  in  tears  with  the  bloody  main, 
And  my  solemn  thunder  knell 
Should  ring  to  the  world  the  passing  bell 

Of  tyranny !  «7o 

Semichorus  II. 

Ah  king!  wilt  thou  chain 
The  rack  and  the  rain? 
Wnt  thou  fetter  the  lightning  and  hurricane? 
The  storms  are  free, 

But  we —  e75 

Chorus. 

0  Slavery !   thou  frost  of  the  world's  prime, 
Killing  its  flowers  and  leaving  its  thorns  bare ! 

Thy  touch  has  stamped  these  limbs  with  crime, 
These  brows  thy  branding  garland  bear. 


ThiB  oontnction  I  leave  as  I  find  marked  by  any  contraction,  and  that, 

n  Shelley's  edition.     I  do  not  feel  only  twenty  lines  further  on  in  his 

trinced  that  it  was  his ;  but  it  is  edition    (in   line  680),  we  have  the 

;  sufficient  evidence,  for  restoring  impassivef  where  one  might  naturally 

I    unoontracted  the,  that  he  fre-  thmk  th*  impastive  was  as  much  re- 

artly  IctTes  mch  a  redundancy  un-  quired  as  th  ^gean  is  here. 
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But  the  £ree  heart,  the  impassive  soul  «ao 

Scorn  thy  control! 

Semichobus  I. 

Let  there  be  light!  said  Liberty, 

And  like  sunrise  from  the  sea, 

Athens  arose! — ^Around  her  bom. 

Shone  like  mountains  in  the  mom  ess 

Glorious  states; — and  are  they  now 

Ashes,  wrecks,  oblivion  ? 

Semichorus  II. 

Go, 
Where  Thermae  and  Asopus  swallowed 

Persia,  as  the  sand  does  foam. 
Deluge  upon  deluge  foUowed,  eao 

Discord,  Macedon,  and  Bome: 
And  lastly  thou! 

Semichokus  I. 

Temples  and  towers, 

Citadels  and  marts,  and  they 
Who  live  and  die  there,  have  been  ours. 

And  may  be  thine,  and  must  decay;  60d 

But  Greece  and  her  foundations  are 
Built  below  the  tide  of  war, 
Based  on  the  crystalline^  sea 
Of  thought  and  its  eternity ; 
Her  citizens,  imperial  spirits,  700 

Eule  the  present  from  the  past. 
On  all  this  world  of  men  inherits 

Their  seal  is  set. 

^  In  Sheilas  edition  the  second  syllable  is  not  accented. 
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SSMIOHORUS  II. 

Hear  ye  the  blast, 
Whose  Orphic  thunder  thrilling  calls 
From  ruin  her  Titanian  walls?  705 

Whose  spirit  shakes  the  sapless  bones 
Of  Slavery  ?    Argos,  Corinth,  Crete 

Hear,  and  from  their  mountain  thrones 
The  daemons  and  the  nymphs  repeat 

The  harmony. 

Semichorus  I. 

I  hear!  I  hear!  710 

Semichorus  II. 

The  world's  eyeless  charioteer. 

Destiny,  is  hurrying  by! 
What  faith  is  crushed,  what  empire  bleeds 
Beneath  her  earthquake-footed  steeds? 
What  eagle-wingM  victory  sits  715 

At  her  right  hand?  what  shadow  flits 
Before  ?  what  splendour  rolls  behind  ? 
Buin  and  renovation  cry 
Wlio  but  We  ? 

Semichorus  I. 

I  hear!  I  hear! 
The  hiss  as  of  a  rushing  wind,  7» 

The  roar  as  of  an  ocean  foaming, 
The  thunder  as  of  earthquake  coming.^ 


'  In  Shelley's  edition  there  is  a  full-  notes  of  exclanuition  at  /  hear  /  I 

op  here,  in  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions  hear  /  being  omitted  by  the  last  named 

1839  a  comma,  in  some  of  her  later  editor.     The  reading  of  Shelley's  edi- 

litions  no  stop  at  all,  and  in  Mr.  tion  seems  to  me  the  best  intrinsically, 

ossetti's  a  note  of  exclamation, — ^the  as  weU  as  the  most  authoritatiye. 
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I  hear !  I  hear  ! 
The  crash  as  of  an  empire  falling, 
The  shrieks  as  of  a  people  calling 
Mercy !  mercy ! — How  they  thrill  I 
Then  a  shout  of  "kiU!  kiU!  kiU!" 
And  then  a  small  still  voice,  thus — 

Semichorus  II. 

Fear^ 
Revenge  and  Wrong*  bring  forth  their  kind, 

The  foul  cubs  like  their  parents  are, 
Their  den  is  in  the  guilty  mind, 
And  Conscience  feeds  them  with  despair. 

Semichorus  I. 

In  sacred  Athens,  near  the  fane 

Of  Wisdom,  Pity's  altar  stood : 
Serve  not  the  unknown  God  in  vain, 
But  pay  that  broken  shrine  again, 

Love  for  hate  and  tears  for  blood. 

(FrUer  Mahmud  and  Ahasuerus.) 

Mahmud. 
Thou  art  a  man  thou  sayest  even  as  we. 

Ahasuerus. 
No  more ! 

Mahmud. 

But  raised  above  thy  fellow  men 
By  thought,  as  I  by  power. 

*  The  word  here  10  For  in  Shelley's  Btituting  Fear, 
edition  and  all  others  which  I  have  '  In  Shelley's  edition,  wrony, 

eonsulted  save  that  of  Mr.  Rossetti,  a  small  w,  though  uned  personally 

vho  must  certainly  be  right  in  sub-  the  other  common  nouns  hero. 
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Ahasuebus. 
Thou  sayest  so. 


740 


Mahmud. 

Thou  art  an  adept  in  the  difl&cult  lore 

Of  Greek  and  Frank  philosophy;  thou  numberest 

The  flowers,  and  thou  measurest  the  stars; 

Thou  severest  element  from  element; 

Thy  spirit  is  present  in  the  past,  and  sees 

The  birth  of  this  old  world  through  all  its  cycles 

Of  desolation  and  of  loveliness, 

And  when  man  was  not,  and  how  man  became 

The  monarch  and  the  slave  of  this  low  sphere. 

And  all  its  narrow  circles — it  is  much — 

I  honour  thee,  and  would  be  what  thou  art 

Were  I  not  what  I  am;  but  the  imbom  hour, 

Cradled  in  fear  and  hope,  conflicting  storms, 

Wlio  shall  unveil  ?    Nor  thou,  nor  I,  nor  any 

Mighty  or  wisa     I  apprehend  not^ 

Wliat  thou  hast  taught  me,  but  I  now  perceive 

That  thou  art  no  interpreter  of  dreams; 

Tliou  dost  not  own  that  art,  device,  or  God, 

Can  make  the  future  present — let  it  come! 

Moreover  thou  dlsdainest  us  and  ours; 

Thou  art  as  God,  whom  thou  contemplatest. 


746 


760 


7S6 


700 


^  This  Bhort  line  is  probably  cor- 
mpted  :  Mr.  Rossetti  aajs  that  "it 
majM/Wjf  be  pronounced  misprinted.'* 
Certainly  the  sense  is  not  very  appro- 
priate as  it  stands  :  and  the  metre  is 
defective  ;  but  to  add  the  word  yet, 
or,  as  Mr.  Rossetti  fiuggests,  tcell, 
would  only  remedy  the  metre,  leaving 
the  sense  much  as  it  is.  I  should  be 
more  disposed,  if  anything  were  to  be 


done  to  end  the  line  with  /  apprehend 
and  note,  because  the  whole  speech  is 
that  of  a  man  who  does  apprehend, 
not  of  a  man  who  fails  to  apprehend  ; 
and  the  words  /  apprehend  not  what 
thou  hcut  taught  me  are  self- contradict 
tory  :  if  Ahasucrus  had  taught  him 
anything  he  must  have  apprehended 
it.  /  apprehended  not  [bitfore  I  was 
taujht]  might  do. 
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AHASUEBUa 

Disdain  thee  ? — ^not  the  wonn  beneath  my  feet  I 

The  Fathomless  has  care  for  meaner  things 

Than  thou  canst  dream,  and  has  made  pride  for  those 

Who  would  be  what  they  may  not,  or  would  seem      7«5 

That  which  they  are  not.     Sultan!  talk  no  more 

Of  thee  and  me,  the  future  and  the  past ; 

But  look  on  that  which  cannot  change — ^the  One,^ 

The  unborn  and  the  undying.    Earth  and  ocean. 

Space,  and  the  isles  of  life  or  light  that  gem  no 

The  sapphire  floods  of  interstellar  air, 

This  firmament  pavilioned  upon  chaos. 

With  all  its  cressets  of  immortal  fire, 

Whose  outwall,  bastioned  impregnably 

Against  the  escape  of  boldest  thoughts,  repels  them.    775 

As  Calpe  the  Atlantic  clouds — this  Whole 

Of  suns,  and  worlds,  and  men,  and  beasts,  and  flowers, 

With  all  the  silent  or  tempestuous  workings 

By  which  they  have  been,  are,  or  cease  to  be. 

Is  but  a  vision; — all  that  it  inherits  78o 

Are  motes  of  a  sick  eye,  bubbles  and  dreams ; 

Thought  is  its  cradle  and  its  grave,  nor  less 

The  future  and  the  past  are  idle  shadows 

Of  thought's  eternal  flight — they  have  no  being: 

Nought  is  but  that  which*  feels  itself  to  be.  785 

Mahmud. 

What  meanest  thou  ?  Thy  words  stream  like  a  tempest 
Of  dazzling  mist  within  my  brain — ^they  shake 
The  earth  on  which  I  stand,  and  hang  like  night 
On  Heaven  above  me.     Wliat  can  they  avail  ? 


^  There  ib  no  comma  at  One  in  Shel-      read  it  for  vhtch  in  Mrs.  Shelley's  edi- 
ley's  edition.  tions  of  1839  and  onwards.     Mr.  Roa* 

'  So  in  Shelley's  edition  ;  but  we      setti  restored  the  right  reading. 


They  ci3t  oa  all  things  surest,  brightest,  best, 
Doubt,  iusecmity,  astonishment 

Ahasuerus. 
Mistake  me  not!     All  ia  contained  in  each. 
Dodona's  forest  to  an  acorn's  cup 
Is  that  which  has  been,  or  will  be,  to  that 
Which  is — the  absent  to  the  present     Thought 
Alone,  and  its  quick  elements.  Will,  Passion, 
Iteason,  Imagination,  cannot  die ; 
They  are,  what  that  which  they  regard  appears. 
The  stuff  whence  mutability  can  weave 
All  that  it  hath  dominion  o'er,  worlds,  worms. 
Empires,  and  superstitions.     What  has  thought 
To  do  with  time,  or  place,  or  circumstance  ? 
Wouldst'  thou  behold  the  future  ? — ask  and  have ! 
Knock  and  it  shall  be  opened — look  and,  lo ! 
The  coming  age  is  shadowed  on  the  past 
As  on  a  glass. 

Mahmud. 
Wild,  wilder  thoughts  convulse 
My  spirit — Did  not  Mahomet  the  Second 
Win  Stamboul? 

I  Ahastterus. 

Thou  wouldst  ask  that  giant  spirit 
The  written  fortunes  of  thy  house  and  faith. 
Thou  wouldst  cite  one  out  of  the  grave  to  tell 
How  what  was  bom  in  blood  must  die. 


'Id    ShcUey'a    ecUlioo     we    read      in  the  words  woHlfTil  in  lines  608,  81 0, 
Mtfif ;  and  ID  the  Gl  lines  follow      and  854,  owtn'ry  in  line  819,  m'tt  in 
»g  then  sre,  io  tbst  edition,  Mrerol      lines  SSO,  841,  and  851,  snd  may'it  in 
■'tbsiB  DeedteM  Bpastrophes,  nsniely      lines  844  *nd  848. 
.    VOL  in.  G 
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Mahmud. 

Thy  words 
Have  power  on  me !  I  see 

Ahasuerus. 

What  hearest  thou? 


Mahmud. 


A  far  whisper- 
Terrible  silence. 


* 


Ahasuerus. 
What  succeeds? 

Mahmud. 

The  sound  ^ 
As  of  the  assault  of  an  imperial  city,  w 

The  hiss  of  inextinguishable  fire, 
The  roar  of  giant  cannon ;  the  earthquaking 
Fall  of  vast  bastions  and  precipitous  towers. 
The  shock  of  crags  shot  from  strange  enginery, 
The  clash  of  wheels,  and  clang  of  armM  hoofs,  ^ 

And  crash  of  brazen  mail  as  of  the  wreck 
Of  adamantine  mountains — the  mad  blast 
Of  trumpets,  and  the  neigh  of  raging  steeds, 
And  shrieks  of  women  whose  thrill  jars  the  blood. 
And  one  sweet  laugh,  most  horrible  to  hear,  «5 

As  of  a  joyous  infant  waked  and  playing 
With  its  dead  mother's  breast,  and  now  more  loy^ 
The  mingled  battle-cry, — lia!  hear  I  not 
Ei/  tovtS)  vLKTj.    Allah,  Illah,  Allah ! 

*  Sct^  Shelley's  note  (6)  at  the  eiul  of  the  poem. 
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Ahasuerus.^ 
le  sulnhiirous  mist  is  raised — tliou  seest — 


"1 


Mahmud. 

A  chasm,  b,u 

of  two  mountains  in  the  wall  of  Stamboul ; 

id  in  that  ghastly  breach  the  Islamites, 

:e  giants  on  the  ruins  of  a  world, 

nd  in  the  light  of  sunrise.     In  the  dust 

mmers  a  kingless  diadem,  and  one  sss 

regal  port  has  cast  himself  beneath 

!  stream  of  war.     Another  proudly  clad 

golden  arms  spurs  a  Tartarian  barb 

)  the  gap,  and  with  his  iron  mace 

3cts  the  torrent  of  that  tide  of  men,  ho 

I  seems — ^lie  is — Mahomet! 

AlL\SUEUUS. 

Wliat  thou  seest 
3ut  the  ghost  of  thy  forgotten  dream. 
Iream  itself,  yet  less,  perhaps,  than  that 
u  call'st  reality.     Thou  mayst  behold 
V  cities,  on  which  Empire  sleeps  enthroned,  8i.» 

r  their  towered  crests  to  mutability, 
ied  by  the  flood,  e'en  on  the  height  thou  boldest, 
u  mayst  now  learn  how  the  full  tide  of  power 
vs  to  its  depths. — Inheritor  of  glory, 
ceived  in  darkness,  born  in  blood,  and  nourished    ^o 
h  tears  and  toil,  thou  seest  the  mortal  throes 
that  whose  birth  was  but  the  same.     The  Past 
7  stands  before  thee  like  an  Incarnation 
:he  To-come ;  yet  wouldst  thou  commune  with 
b  portion  of  thyself  which  was  ere  thou  fio5 

*  In  Sbollry's  edition,  AJiameroi  in  this  inBtance. 

r    *> 
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Didst  start  for  this  brief  race  whose  crown  is  death, 
Dissolve  with  that  strong  faith  and  fervent  passion 
Which  called  it  from  the  uncreated  deep, 
Yon  cloud  of  war,  with  its  tempestuous  phantoms 
Of  raging  death  ;  and  draw  with  mighty  will 
The  imperial  shade  hither. 

(Fxii  Ahasuebus. 

Mahmud. 

Approach ! 

Phantom. 

I  come 
Thence  whither  thou  must  go  !    The  grave  is  fitter 
To  take  the  living  than  give  up  the  dead; 
Yet  has  thy  faith  prevailed,  and  I  am  here. 
The  heavy  fragments  of  the  power  which  fell  sc: 

When  I  arose,  like  shapeless  crags  and  clouds. 
Hang  round  my  throne  on  the  abyss,  and  voices 
Of  strange  lament  soothe  my  supreme  repose, 
Wailing  for  glory  never  to  return. — 

A  later  Empire  nods  in  its  decay:  ^' 

The  autumn  of  a  greener  faith  is  come, 
And  wolfish  change,  like  winter,  howls  to  strip 
The  foliage  in  which  Fame,  the  eagle,  built 
Her  aerie,^  while  Dominion  whelped  below. 
The  storm  is  in  its  branches,  and  the  frost  ^ 

Is  on  its  leaves,  and  the  blank  deep  expects 
Oblivion  on  oblivion,  spoil  on  spoil, 
Euin  on  ruin : — ^Thou  art  slow,  my  son ; 
The  Anarchs  of  the  world  of  darkness  keep 
A  throne  for  thee,  round  which  thine  empire  lies 
Boundless  and  mute;  and  for  thy  subjects  thou, 

*  In  ShclleyV  edition,  wfrtf. 


8! 
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Like  us,  shalt^  rule  the  ghosts  of  murdered  life, 

The  phantoms  of  the  powers  who  rule  thee  now — 

Mutinous  passions,  and  conflicting  fears, 

And  hopes  that  sate  themselves  on  dust  and  die ! —    885 

Stript  of  their  mortal  strength,  as  thou  of  thine. 

Islam  must  fall,  but  we  will  reign  together 

Over  its  ruins  in  the  world  of  death : — 

And  if  the  trunk  be  dry,  yet  shall  the  seed 

Unfold  itself  even  in  the  shape  of  that  soo 

Which  gathers  birth  in  its  decay.    Woe !   woe ! 

To  the  weak  people  tangled  in  the  grasp 

Of  its  last  spasms. 

Mahmud. 

Spirit,  woe  to  all ! 
Woe  to  the  wronged  and  the  avenger!    Woe 
To  the  destroyer,  woe  to  the  destroyed !  sos 

Woe  to  the  dupe,  and  woe  to  the  deceiver! 
Woe  to  the  oppressed,  and  woe  to  the  oppressor ! 
Woe  both  to  those  that  suffer  and  inflict ; 
Those  who  are  bom  and  those  who  die  1  but  say, 
Imperial  shadow  of  the  thing  I  am,  wo 

When,  how,  by  whom.  Destruction  must  accomplish 
Her  consummation  ? 

Phantom. 

Ask  the  cold  pale  Hour, 
Kch  in  reversion  of  impending  death. 
When  he  shall  fall  upon  whose  ripe  grey  hairs 
Sit  Care,  and  Sorrow,  and  Infirmity —  905 

The  weight  which  Crime,  whose  wings  are  plumed  with  years, 
^ves  in  his  flight  from  ravaged  heart  to  heart 

'  In  Mrs.  Shel!ey*8  editions,  A/aU, 
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Over  the  heads  of  men,  under  which  burthen 
They  bow  themselves  unto  the  grave :  fond  wretch ! 
He  leans  upon  his  crutch,  and  talks  of  years 
To  come,  and  how  in  hours  of  youth  renewed 
•  He  will  renew  lost  joys,  and 

Voice  without 

Victory !     Victory ! 

{The  Phanioiih  vanishes 

Maumud. 

What  sound  of  the  importunate  earth  has  broken 
My  mighty  trance  ? 


Voice  mtJunif, 
Victory !     Victory ! 

Mahmud. 

Weak  lightning  before  darkness  !  poor  faint  snule 
Of  dying  Islam !    Voice  which  art  the  response 
Of  hollow  weakness !     Do  I  wake  and  live  ? 
Were  there  such  things,  or  may  the  unquiet  brain, 
Vexed  by  the  wise  mad  talk  of  the  old  Jew, 
Have  shaped  itself  these  sliadows  of  its  fear  ? 
It  matters  not ! — for  nought  we  see  or  dream,^ 


^  This  comma  and  that  at  the  end 
of  line  9:^3  are  wanting  in  Shelley's 
edition  ;  and  I  have  very  little  doubt 
that  they  were  wanting  in  the  3IS. 
sent  to  f <re8s.  It  is  diflicult  to  deter- 
mine whether  the  frequent  absence  of 
absolutely  necessary  points  at  the  end 
of  lines  arose  from  such  accidents  as 
narrowness  of  paper,  or  from  an  unde- 
fined notion  that  the  division  between 
line  and  line  might  be  used  as  a  suf- 
ficient pause  upon  occasion  ;  but  cer- 
tain  it  is   that  the  number  of  stops 


omitted  when  they  would  be 
the  end  of  lines  is  very  remarl 
in  the  MS.  of  Julian  and  Mad 
sent  to  Leigh  Himt  for  publica 
There  I  have  little  doubt  that  nar 
ness  of  paper  was  the  general  c 
of  omission, — the  MS.  being  jjrei 
with  exquisite  care,  on  very  i 
leaves  ;  but,  not  knowing  the  size 
style  of  the  Bellas  MS.,  I  find  the  < 
tion  of  the  punctuation  of  that  ] 
more  difficult,  though  I  think  ! 
ley  would  have  assented  to  these 
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5,  or  lose,  or  grasp  at,  can  be  worth 
More  than  it  gives  or  teaches.     Come  what  may, 
The  future  must  become  the  past,  and  I 
As  they  were  to  whom  once  this  present  hour,  925 

This  gloomy  crag  of  time  to  which  I  cling, 
Seemed  an  Elysian  isle  of  peace  and  joy 
Xever  to  be  attained. — I  must  rebuke 
This  drunkenness  of  triumph  ere  it  die. 
And  dying,  bring  despair.     Victory!  poor  slaves!  wo 

(Exit  Mahmud. 

Voice  tviifumt. 

Shout  in  the  jubilee  of  death !    The  Greeks 

Are  as  a  brood  of  lions  in  the  net 

Eound  which  the  kingly  hunters  of  the  earth 

Stand  smiling.     Anarchs,  ye  whose  daily  food 

Are  curses,  groans,  and  gold,  the  fruit  of  death  035 

From  Thule  to  the  girdle  of  the  world. 

Come,  feast !  the  board  groans  with  the  flesh  of  men ; 

The  cup  is  foaming  with  a  nation's  blood. 

Famine  and  Thirst  await !  eat,  drink,  and  die ! 

'  Semichorus  I. 

Victorious  Wrong,  with  vulture  scream,  040 

Salutes  the  risen  sun,  pursues  the  flying  day ! 

I  saw  her,  ghastly  as  a  tyrant's  dream. 
Perch  on  the  trembling  pyramid  of  night. 
Beneath  which  earth  and  all  her  realms  pavilioned  lay 
In  visions  of  the  dawning  undelight.  ms 

Who  shall  impede  her  flight  ? 
Wlio  rob  her  of  her  prey  ? 


aiDBM  being  introduced,  an  I  am      the  opportunity  of  deciBion  in  aereral 
tain  he  woiud  have  done  had  he  had      cases  in  Julian  and  Maddalo, 
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Voice  withaiU, 

Victory !    Victory  !    Eussia's  famished  eagles 
Dare  not  to  prey  beneath  the  crescent's  light. 
Impale  the  remnant  of  the  Greeks !   despoil ! 
Violate!  make  their  flesh  cheaper  than  dust! 


Semichorus  II. 

Thou  voice  which  art 
The  herald  of  the  iU  in  splendour  hid  I 

Thou  echo  of  the  hollow  heart 
Of  monarchy,  bear  me  to  thine  abode 

When  desolation  flashes  o'er  a  world  destroyed: 
Oh,  bear  me  to  those  isles  of  jaggfed  cloud 

Which  float  like  mountains  on  the  earthquake^  mid 
The  momentary  oceans  of  the  lightning, 

Or  to  some  toppling  promontory  proud  96 

Of  solid  tempest  whose  black  pyramid, 
Eiven,  overhangs  the  founts  intensely  brightning 

Of  those  dawn-tinted  deluges  of  fire 

Before  their  waves  expire. 
When  heaven  and  earth  are  light,  and  only  light        « 
In  the  thunder  niglit ! 

Voice  without. 

Victory!  Victory!  Austria,  Eussia,  England, 
And  that  tame  serpent,  that  poor  shadow,  France, 
Cry  peace,  and  that  means  death  when  monarchs  speal 
Ho,  there !  bring  torches,  sharpen  those  red  stakes,      s 
These  chains  are  light,  fitter  for  slaves  and  poisoners 
Than  Greeks.    Kill!  plunder!  bum!  let  none  remain. 


^  In  Mrs.  Shelley*8  and  Mr.  Rob-      word  is  singular  in  Shelley's  editic 
setti's    editions^     earthquah$.     The      of  course  ri^tly. 
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Semichorus  I. 

Alas!  for  Liberty! 
If  numbers,  wealth,  or  im fulfilling  years. 
Or  fate,  can  quell  the  free !  ws 

Alas!   for  Virtue,  when 
Torments,  or  contumely,  or  the  sneers 

Of  erring  judging  men 
Can  break  the  heart  where  it  abides. 
Alas!  if  Love,  whose  smile  makes  this  obscure  world  splendid. 
Can  change  with  its  false  times  and  tides,  sei 

Like  hope  and  terror, — 
Alas  for  Love  ! 
And  Truth,  who  wanderest  lone  and  unbefriended. 
If  thou  canst  veil  thy  lie-consuming  mirror  065 

Before  the  dazzled  eyes  of  Error, 
Alas  for  thee !    Image  of  the  Above. 

Semichorus  H. 

Eepulse,  with  plumes  from  conquest  torn, 
Led  the  ten  thousand  from  the  limits  of  the  mom 

Through  many  an  hostile  Anarchy !  mo 

At  length  they  wept  aloud,  and  cried,  "the  Sea  I  the  Sea!" 
Through  exile,  persecution,  and  despair, 
Bome  was,  and  young  Atlantis  shall  become 
The  wonder,  or  the  terror,  or  the  tomb 
Of  all  whose  step  wakes  Power ^  lulled  in  her  savage  lair: 
But  Greece  was  as  a  hermit  child,  906 

Whose  fairest  thoughts  and  limbs  were  built 
To  woman's  growth,  by  dreams  so  mUd, 
She  knew  not  pain  or  guilt ; 
And  now,  0  Victory,  blush !  and  Empire  tremble       1000 
When  ye  desert  the  free — 
If  Greece  must  be 

^  In  SheHey'B  edition,  jsowtr,  with  a  tnudl  p. 
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A  wreck,  yet  shall  its  fragments  re-assemble. 
And  buUd  themselves  again  impregnably 

In  a  diviner  clime,^ 
To  Amphionic  music  on  some  Cape  sublime. 
Which  frowns  above  the  idle  foam  of  Time. 

Semichorus  I. 

Let  the  tyrants  rule  the  desart*  they  have  made; 

Let  the  free  possess  the  paradise  they  claim; 
Be  the  fortune  of  our  fierce  oppressors  weighed 

With  our  ruin,  our  resistance,  and  our  name! 

Semichorus  II. 

Our  dead  shaU  be  the  seed  of  their  decay. 
Our  survivors  be  the  shadow  of  their  pride. 

Our  adversity  a  dream  to  pass  away — 
Their  dishonour  a  remembrance  to  abide  I 

Voice  without. 

Victory!  Victory!    The  bought  Briton  sends 
The  keys  of  ocean  to  the  Islamite. — 
Now  shaU  the  blazon  of  the  cross  be  veiled, 
And  British  skill  directing  Othman  might, 
Thunder-strike  rebel  victory.     0  keep  holy 
This  jubilee  of  unrevengid  blood- 
Kill!  crush!  despoil!    Let  not  a  Greek  escape! 

Semichorus.  L 

Darkness  has  dawned  in  the  East 

On  the  noon  of  time : 
The  death-birds  descend  to  their  feast. 

From  the  hungry  clime. 

^  A  full-stop  in  SheIley*B  edition.  case, — although  in  line  91  of  R 

^  In  Shelley's  edition,  duert  in  this      we  get  his  usual  orthography,  dot 
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Let  Freedom  and  Peace  flee  far 

To  a  sunnier  strand, 
And  follow  Love's  folding  star 

To  the  Evening  land!  loso 

Semichorus  IL 

The  young  moon  has  fed 
Her  exhausted  horn, 
With  the  sunset's  fire: 
The  weak  day  is  dead. 

But  the  night  is  not  bom;  loss 

And,  like  loveliness  panting  with  wild  desire 
While  it  trembles  with  fear  and  delight, 
Hesperus  flies  from  awakening  night, 
And  pants  in  its  beauty  and  speed  with  light 

Fast  flashing,  soft,  and  bright.  1040 

Thou  beacon  of  love !  thou  lamp  of  the  free ! 

Guide  us  far,  far  away. 
To  climes  where  now  veiled  by  the  ardour  of  day 

Thou  art  hidden 
From  waves  on  which  weary  noon,  lOis 

Faints  in  her  summer  swoon, 
Between  Kingless  continents  sinless  as  Eden, 
Around  mountains  and  islands  inviolably 
Prankt  on  the  sapphire  sea. 

Semichoeus  I. 

Through  the  sunset  of  hope,  loso 

Like  the  shapes  of  a  dream. 

What  Paradise  islands  of  glory  gleam  I 
Beneath  Heaven's  cope. 

Their  shadows  more  clear  float  by — 
The  sound  of  their  oceans,  the  light  of  their  sky,  loss 
The  music  and  fragrance  their  solitudes  breathe 
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Burst,  like  morning  on  dream,  or  like  Heaven  on  death 

Through  the  walla  of  our  prison; 
And  Greece,  which  was  dead,  is  arisen! 

Chorus. 

The  world's  great  age  begins  anew,^  i««^ 

The  golden  years  return, 
The  earth  doth  like  a  snake  renew 

Her  winter  weeds  outworn : 
Heaven  smiles,  and  faiths  and  empires  gleam, 
Like  wrecks  of  a  dissolving  dreamu  loes 

A  brighter  Hellas  rears  its  mountains 

From  waves  serener  far; 
A  new  Peneus  rolls  his^  fountains 

Against  the  morning-star. 
Where  fairer  Tempes  bloom,  there  sleep  wo 

Young  Cyclads  on  a  sunnier  deep. 

A  loftier  Argo'  cleaves  the  main,* 

Fraught  with  a  later  prize; 
Another  Orpheus  sings  again. 

And  loves,  and  weeps,  and  dies.  107& 

A  new  Ulysses  leaves  once  more 
Calypso  for  his  native  shore. 

0,  write  no  more  the  tale  of  Troy, 

If  earth  Death's  scroll  must  be ! 
Nor  mix  with  Laian  rage  the  joy  loeo 

Which  dawns  upon  the  free: 
Although  a  subtler  Sphinx  renew 
Eiddles  of  death  Thebes  never  knew. 

^  See^SheUey'a  note  (7)  at  the  end  of  '  In  SheUey's  edition,  Argas, 

the  poem.  *  In  SheUe/s  edition  and  in  Hn. 

*  So  in  Shelley'B  edition,  but  tCi  in  Shelley'B  two  editions  of  1839,  this  and 

Mn.  Shelley's  from  1839  onwards.  the  preceding  stansa  are  run  into  one. 
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Another  Athens  shall  arise, 

And  to  remoter  time 
Bequeath,  like  sunset  to  the  skies, 

The  splendour  of  its  prime  ;^ 
And  leave,  if  nought  so  bright  may  live. 
All  earth  can  take  or  Heaven  can  give. 

Saturn  and  Love  their  long  repose' 
Shall  burst,  more  bright  and  good 

Than  all  who  fell,  than  One  who  rose, 
Than  many  unsubdued:' 

Not  gold,  not  blood,  their  altar  dowers,* 

But  votive  tears  and  symbol  flowers. 

O  cease !  must  hate  and  death  return  ? 

Cease !  must  men  kill  and  die  ? 
Cease!   drain  not  to  its  dregs  the  urn 

Of  bitter  prophecy. 
The  world  is  weary  of  the  past, 
O  might  it  die  or  rest  at  last! 


1065 


1090 


1006 


1100 


^  There  u  afull-Btop  here  in  Shelley's 
edition  :  a  semi'Colon  is  substituted 
in  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions. 

*  See  Sheila's  note  (8). 

'  In  Shelley's  edition  the  words 

more  bright  and  good 
Titan  all  who  fell,  than  One  who  rose, 
Than  many  uniabdoad : 

are  omitted  ;  and  their  place  is  sup- 
i  plied  by  asterisks.  I  presume  the  f  ore- 
-  told  resurrection  of  Saturn  and  Love, 
\    "  more  bright  and  good  '*  than  Christ, 

tvu  too  much  for  Mr.  OUier's  peace  of 
nund  in  thone  days  of  prosecution  for 
1    "Mditious  and  blasphemous  libel;" 
:    uid  Shelley  had  given  him  leave  to 
make  oznissions  from  the  notes.    The 


passage  is  supplied  in  Mrs.  Shelley's 
editions  as  given  in  the  text;  but 
in  Galignani's  edition  of  Coleridge, 
Shelley,  and  Keats  (Paris,  1829),  and 
in  Ascham's  edition  of  Shelley's  Poems 
(2  vols,  foolscap  8vo.,  1834)  the  pas- 
sage is  differently  given:  in  those  edi- 
tions we  read  wite  for  bright  in  line 
1091,  and  unufithttood  for  U7i9ttbdued 
in  line  1093, — on  what  authority  I 
know  not.  Both  those  editions  read 
native  for  votive  in  line  1095  ;  but  that 
probably  arose  from  a  misprint  in 
Galignani's,  copied  into  Aschun's. 

*  This  comma  is  wanting  in  Shelley's 
edition. 


THE  END. 

[of  HELLAS.] 

I 

i    ITw  imprint,  which  comes  here,  is  as  follows  : — 

Printed  by  8.  and  R.  Bentlej. 
T^onet  Street,  fleet  Stnet,  London. 


94  SHELLEY'S  NOTES  TO  HELLAS. 


1 


NOTES. 

[DT  6HELLBT.] 

(1)  The  queruMcss  ashes  of  Milan  [line  60]. 

Milan  was  the  centre  of  the  resistance  of  the  Lombard 
league  against  the  Austrian  tyrant.  Frederic  Barbarossn 
burnt  the  city  to  the  ground,  but  liberty  lived  in  its  ashes^ 
and  it  rose  like  an  exhalation  from  its  ruin.  See  Sismondi's 
" JEKstoire  des  R4pabliqucs  Italiennes'*  a  book  which  has 
done  much  towards  awakening  the  Italians  to  an  imitation 
of  their  great  ancestors. 

(2)  ITie  Chorus  [line  197  et  seq.]. 

The  popular  notions  of  Christianity  are  represented  in 
this  chorus  as  true  in  their  relation  to  the  worship  they 
superseded,  and  that  wliich  in  all  probability  they  will 
supersede,  without  considering  their  merits  in  a  relation 
more  universal  The  first  stanza  contrasts  the  immortality 
of  the  living  and  thinking  beings  wliich  inhabit  the  planets, 
and  to  use  a  common  and  inadequate  phrase,  clot/ie  them- 
selves in  mattery'^  with  the  transience  of  the  noblest  mani- 
festations of  the  external  world. 

The  concluding  verses  indicate  a  progressive  state  of 
more  or  less  exalted  existence,  according  to  the  degree  of 
perfection  which  every  distinct  intelligence  may  have 
attained.  Let  it  not  be  supposed  that  I  mean  to  dogma- 
tize upon  a  subject,  concerning  which  all  men  are  equally 
ignorant,  or  that  I  think  the  Gordian  knot  of  the  origin 
of  evil  can  be   disentangled  by  that   or  any  similar   asser- 

*  Tliere  is  no  comma  here  in  Shelley's  e<lition. 
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tkms.    The  received  hypothesis  of  a  Being  resembling  men 

iin  the  moral  attributes  of  his  nature,  having  called  us  out 

df  non-existence,  and  after  inflicting  on  us  the  misery  of  the 

eommission  .of  error,  should^  superadd  that  of  the  pimish- 

ment  and  the  privations   consequent   upon  it,  still  would 

lemain  inexplicable  and  incredible.    That  there   is  a  true 

solution   of  the  riddle,   and  that  in  our  present  state  that 

nlation  is  imattainable  by  us,  are  propositions  which  may 

k  r^arded  as  equally   certain:  meanwhile,    as   it  is   the 

jiOTince  of  the  poet  to  attach  himself  to  those  ideas  which 

exalt  and  ennoble  humanity,  let  him  be  permitted  to  have 

eoojectaied   the   condition   of  that  futurity  towards  which 

ve   are   all    impelled    by   an    inextinguishable    thirst   for 

I  immortality.     Until  better  arguments  can  be  produced  than 

sophisms  which  disgrace  the   cause,  this  desire   itself  must 

remain  the  strongest  and  the  only  presumption  that  eternity 

is  the  inheritance  of  every  thinking  being. 

(3)  No  hoary  priests^  after  that  Patriarch  [line  245]. 

The  Greek  Patriarch  after  having  been  compelled  to 
fulminate  an  anathema  against  the  insurgents  was  put  to 
death  by  the  Turks. 

Fortunately  the  Greeks  have  been  taught  that  they 
cannot  buy  security  by  degradation,  and  the  Turks,  though 
equally  cruel,  are  less  cunning  than  the  smooth-faced 
tyrants  of  Europe.  As  to  the  anathema,  his  Holiness 
might  as  well  have  thrown  his  mitre  at  Mount  Athos  for 
any  effect  that  it  produced.  The  chiefs  of  the  Greeks  are 
almost  all  men  of  comprehension  and  enlightened  views 
on  religion  and  politics. 

^  Thia  bruBque  change  of  construe-  to  leave  things  as  they  are.    Mr.  Res- 

tkm  is  a  really  unfortunate  oversight,  sett!  substitutes  uho,  after  infiieting 

apparently   resulting  from   Shelley's  for  aiwia/^erif^icftn^/,  without  noting 

kute ;  but,  as  it  is  impossible  to  say  that  he  has  done  so. 

what  part  of  the  sentence  he  would  ■  In    Shelley's    edition   |>rte«<,— a 

bvc  altered  had   ho  discovered   his  misquotation  of  his  own  text. 
MLKtate,  1  can  sec  nothing  for  it  but 
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(4)  Hie  freedman  of  a  western  poet  chief  (Tine  563]. 

A  Greek  who  had  been  Lord  Byron's  servant  commandB 
the  insurgents  in  Attica.  This  Greek,  Lord  Byron  infonns 
me,  though  a  poet  and  an  enthusiastic  patriot,  gave  him 
rather  the  idea  of  a  timid  and  unenterprising  person.* 
It  appears  that  circumstances  make  men  what  they  are, 
and  that  we  all  contain  the  germ  of  a  degree  of  degrada- 
tion or  of  greatness  whose  connexion  with  our  character 
is  determined  by  events. 

(5)  TJie  Greeks  expect  a  Sapiour  from  the 

West  [line  598]. 

It  is  reported  that  this  Messiah  had  arrived  at  a  sea- 
port near  Lacedsemon  in  an  American  brig.  The  associa- 
tion  of  names  and  ideas  is  irresistibly  ludicrous,  but  the 
prevalence  of  such  a  rumour  strongly  marks  the  state  of 
popular  enthusiasm  in  Greece. 

(6)  Hie  sound  as  of  the^  assault  of  an  Imperial 

CUy  [line  815]. 

For  the  vision  of  Mahmud  of  the  taking  of  Constanti- 
nople in  1453,'  See  Gibbon's  '*  Decline  and  Fall  of  the 
Roman  Umpire"  voL  xii.  p.  223. 

The  manner  of  the  invocation  of  the  spirit  of  Mahomet 
the  Second  will  be  censured  as  over  subtle.*  I  could 
easily  have  made  the  Jew  a  regular  conjuror,  and  the 
Phantom  an  ordinary  ghost  I  have  preferred  to  represent 
the  Jew   as  disclaiming   all  pretension,  or  even   belief,  in 

*  According    to    Moore's    Life    of  I  presume  the  notes  were  written  after 
Byron,  this  man's  name  was  Demetrius  the  poem  had  left  his  hands. 
Zografib.                      ^  '  In  Shelley's  edition,  1445  is  given 

*  In  Shelley's  edition  the  passage  as  the  date. 

is  misquoted  at  the  head  of  the  note,  *  Mrs.  Shelley  substitutes  overdram^ 

thus  :  The  sound  is  of  an  AssavU,      for  over  subtle. 
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natural   agency,  and   as    tempting   Mahmud  to  that 

of  mind  in  which  ideas  may  be   supposed  to  assume 

force  of  sensations   through  the   confusion  of  thought 

the  objects  of  thought,  and  the  excess  of  passion 
acting  the  creations  of  ^  imagination. 

is  a  sort  of  natural  magic,  susceptible  of  being 
ised  in  a  degree  by  any  one  who  should  have  made 
3lf  master  of  the  secret  associations  of  another's 
;hts. 

(7)  The  Chorus  [line  1060  et  seqY 

e  final  chorus  is  indistinct  and  obscure,  as  the  event 
e  living  drama  whose  arrival  it  foretells.  Prophecies 
xrs,  and  rumours  of  wars,  &c.  may  safely  be  made  by 

or  prophet  in  any  age,  but  to  anticipate  however 
y  a  period  of  regeneration  and  happiness  is  a  more 
tlous  exercise  of  the  faculty  which  bards  possess  or 
It  wiU  remind  the  reader  "magno  Tiec  proximus 
irallo"  of  Isaiah  and  Virgil,  whose  ardent  spirits 
eaping  the  actual  reign  of  evil  which  we  endure  and 
il,  already  saw  the  possible   and  perhaps  approaching 

of  society  in  which  the  "  lion  shall  lie  down  with  the 
"  and  "omnis  feret  omnia  tellus.*'  Let  these  great 
s  be  my  authority  and  my*  excuse. 

(8)  Saturn  and  Love  their  long  repose  shall 

hurst  [line  1090]. 

:.um  and  Love  were  among  the  deities  of  a  real  or 
nary  state  of  innocence  and  happiness.  All  those 
fell,  or  the  Gods  of  Greece,  Asia,  and  Egypt ;  the  One 
'rose,  or  Jesus  Christ,  at  whose  appearance  the  idols  of 


Mrs.  SheUey'B  edition  we  read      headed  "  Note  (7)  ",  instead  of  being 
moffination.  uniform  with  the  others. 

SheUej's  edition  this  note  is  *  Mrs.  Shelley  omita  this  second  my, 

\  III.  U 
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the  Pagan  World  were  amerced  of  their  worship  ;^  and  th 
many  unsubdued,  or  the  monstrous  objects  of  the  idolati] 
of  China,  India,  the  Antarctic  islands,  and  the  native  tribe 
of  America,  certainly  have  reigned  over  the  understanding: 
of  men  in  conjunction  or  in  succession,  during  periods  ii 
which  all  we  know  of  evil  has  been  in  a  state  of  por 
teutons,  and,  until  the  revival  of  learning  and  the  arte 
perpetually  increasing  activity.  The  Grecian  gods  seem 
indeed  to  have  been  personally  more  innocent,  although 
it  cannot  be  said,  that  as  far  as  temperance  and  chastity 
are  concerned,  they  gave  so  edifying  an  example  as  their 
successor.  The  sublime  human  character  of  Jesus  Christ 
was  deformed  by  an  imputed  identification  with  a  power, 
who  tempted,  betrayed,  and  punished  the  innocent  beings 
who  were  called  into  existence  by  his  sole  will;  and  for 
the  period  of  a  thousand  years,  the  spirit  of  this  most 
just,  wise,  and  benevolent  of  men,  has  been  propitiated 
with  myriads  of  hecatombs  of  those  who  approached  the 
nearest  to  his  innocence  and  wisdom,  sacrificed  under 
every  aggravation  of  atrocity  and  variety  of  torture.*  The 
horrors  of  the  Mexican,  the  Peruvian,  and  the  Indian 
superstitions  are  well  known. 


'  This    passage    from    the  One    to  variety  of  torture  was  omitted  fron 

fPOTBhip  was   omitted  from  the  first  the  first  edition,  where  we  read  in- 

edition.  Btead  the  three  words  very  edifyi»i 

*  This  passage  from  80  edifying  to  examples. 
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WRITTEN   ON  HEARING  THE  NEWS  OF  THE 

DEATH   OF  NAPOLEON.i 


What!   alive  and  so  bold,  oh  earth? 

Art  thou  not  overbold? 

What !  leapest  thou  forth  as  of  old 
In  the  light  of  thy  morning  mirth, 
The  last  of  the  flock  of  the  starry  fold  ? 
Ha !  leapest  thou  forth  as  of  old  ? 
Are  not  the  limbs  still  when  the  ghost  is  fled, 
And  canst  thou  move,*  Napoleon  being  dead  ? 

How!   is  not  thy  quick  heart  cold? 

What  spark  is  alive  on  thy  hearth  ?  lo 

How !   is  not  his  death-knell  knolled  ? 

And  livest  thou  still,  Mother  Earth? 
Thou  wert  warming  thy  fingers  old 
O'er  the  embers  covered  and  cold 
Of  that  most  fiery  spirit,  when  it  fled —  i-, 

What,  Mother,  do  you  laugh  now  he  is  dead? 

"  Wlio  lias  known  me  of  old,"  replied  Earth, 

"  Or  who  has  my  story  told  ? 

It  Ls  thou  who  art  overbold." 
And  the  lightning  of  scorn  laughed  forth  20 


*  Mrs.    Shelley    places    this   poem      is  substituted  for  move  in  Mrs.  Shel- 
Rocg  those  mnritteii  in  1821.  ley's  editions. 

'  80  in  Shelley's  edition  ;  but  more 
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As  she  sung,  "to  my  bosom  I  fold 

All  my  sons  when  their  knell  is  knolled, 

And  so  with  living  motion  all  are  fed. 

And  the  quick  spring  like  weeds  out  of  the  dead. 

"  Still  alive  and  still  bold,"  sliouted  Earth, 
"I  grow  bolder  and  still  more  bold. 
The  dead  fill  me  ten  thousand  fold 
Fuller  of  speed,  and  splendour,  and  mirth, 
I  was  cloudy,  and  sullen,  and  cold. 
Like  a  frozen  chaos  uproUed, 
Till  by  the  spirit  of  the  mighty  dead 
My  heart  grew  wann.    I  feed  on  whom  I  fed. 

"Aye,  alive  and  still  bold,"  muttered  Earth, 

"Napoleon's  fierce  spirit  rolled, 

In  terror  and  blood  and  gold, 
A  torrent  of  ruin  to  death  from  his  birth. 
Leave  the  millions  who  follow  to  mould 
The  metal  before  it  bo  cold; 
And  weave  into  his  shame,  which  like  the  dead 
Shrouds  me,  the  hopes  that  from  his  glory  fled."^ 


*  The  inverted  commas  at  the  bo-       wanting  in  Shelley's  edition, 
ginning  and  end  of  this  stanza  are 


JULIAN   AND    MADDALO; 


A  CONVERSATION. 


[Sliolluy'd  luttor  to  Loigh  liuut,  on  extract  from  which  follows  the  preface  to 
Julian  awl  McuUlalo,    is  concluHive  as  to   the  tlate  of  that    poem, — ^between 
August  and  November,  1818  ;   and   Mrd.    Shelley   assignfl   it  to  that   year, 
although,  when  it  was  first  printed  uinong  the  Posthumous  PoemSf  the  wordfl 
"Rome,    May,  1819,"    iippciired   at  the   end.     I  do   not  conclude,   with  Mr, 
RoRsetti,  that  "  probably  the  jvoera  was  not  finished  until  this  latter  date," 
— which   Bccms    to    mo   more   likely  to    be    that   of   some   transcript^    and 
aeoidon tally  left  standing.     Shelley  must  have  written  the  poem  out  himself 
at  leas^t  three  times ;  for,  beside  the  final  MS.  from  which  it  is  now  given,  there 
\A  a  fair  draft  written  in  ink  in  a  note-book   in  Sir  Percy  Shelley*0  poases- 
siou  ;   and  no  pucm  of   ShcUey*s  was,  I  believe,  ever   first  composed  in  the 
form  of  a  fair  draft.    The  MS.   sent  to  Leigh  Hunt  is  one   of  rare  beauty. 
It  was  discovered  by  Mr.  Townshend  Mayer,  and  placed  at  my  disposal  for  this 
edition,  under  the  circumstances  mentioned  in  my  pre&ce  (VoL  I.  p.  xxxriii). 
It  is  wiitten  on  gilt-edged  leaves  apf>arently  removed  from  a  pocket-book,  and 
measuring  only  3^^  inches  by  2j^,  so  as  to   necessitate  the  minutest   care 
and  ne;\tncss.     The  iambic  is  usually  made  to  come  into  the  breadth  of  the 
tiny   ptige  ;   and  a    ciu-ious    result  of    this  is   that  besides   the  many   stops 
omitted   on   general   grounds    of    inexactness    in    such   small   matters,    an 
inordinate  number   are  wanting  when  the  sense   requires  them  at  the  doee 
of  the  line.      At   page  106  I   give   a   statement   of    those    points    which  I 
found   it  neceasarj'   to    su-.ply.      The  facsimile    of    jMige    10   of  the    MS., 
which  Mr.   G.  I.  F.  Tupi>er  has  produced,   and  which  faces  this  page,  will 
suffice  to    show    how   likely    these   sto^M  were    to   be  dropped.     I  suppose 
Shelley  took   the  trouble   to   count   the   lines,  to   see   whether  there   were 
too    many  for    The  Examiner,   and    counted    them    wrongly  ;    for    at    the 
end  he  has    written   the   figures  "  608."     Julian  and    Maddalo    and   oikcr 
Poems   were  announced    as  "in  the  press,"  at   the    end  of  the   PromcUuHS 
volume  ;  but  Hunt  probably  thought  it  well  to  stop  the  issue  on  account  of 
the  unmistakcable  personality  of  two  of  the  characters  depicted, — Byron  and 
Shelley.      In    a    letter    to    Air.    Oilier,   dated    15    December,   1819  {Shtltey 
Memorials,  pp.  122-3),  Shelley  says  "Suppose  you  print  that  in  the  manner 
of  Hunt's  Hero  and  Leandcr'*;  and  in  another  letter  to  the  some  gentleman, 
dated  the  14th  of  May,  18:0  {Shelley  Memorial*,  pp.  138-9),  he  says,  "If  you 
print  Julian  and  Maddulo,  I  wish  it  to  be  printed  in  seme  unostentatious 
form,  accompanied  with  the  fragment  of  AUianasCj  and  exactly  in  the  manner 
in  which  I  sent  it ;  and  I  particularly  desire  that  my  name  bo  not  annexed 
to    the  first  edition  of   it  in  any  case."      This  binds   one  pretty   closely  to 
the   text   of  the  Leigh  Hunt    MS.  ;  and  indeed  every   important    variatioB 
therein  is  an  improvement. — H.  B.  F.] 
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PREFACE. 


[by  8HELLKY.] 


The  meadows  with  fresh  streams,  the  bees  with  thyme, 
The  goats  with  the  green  leaves  of  budding  Spring, 
Are  saturated  not — nor  Love  with  tears. 

•       Viroil's  Qallus. 


Count    Maddalo   is     a   Venetian    nobleman    of    antient 
,  fiEunily  and  of  great  fortune,  who,  without  mixing  much  in 
the   society  of  his  countiymen,  resides  chiefly  at  his  mag- 
nificent  palace   in   that  city.     He  is  a  person  of  the  most 
oonsmnmate   genius,   and   capable,   if  he   would  direct  his 
enei^es   to  such  an  end,  of  becoming  the  redeemer  of  his 
degraded  country.    But  it  is  his  weakness  to  be  proud :  he 
derives,  j&om  a  comparison  of  his  own  extraordinary  mind 
with   the  dwarfish  intellects  that  surround  him,  an  intense 
apprehension  of  the  nothingness  of  human  life.    His  pas- 
sions and  his  powers  are  incomparably  greater  than  those  of 
other  men ;  and,  instead  of  the  latter  having  been  employed 
in  curbing  the  former,  they  have  mutually  lent  each  other 
strength.     His  ambition  preys  upon  itself,  for  want  of  objects 
which  it  can  consider  worthy  of  exertion.     I  say  that  Maddalo 
is  proud,  because  I  can  find  no  other  word  to  express  the 
concentered  and  impatient  feelings  wliich  consume  him ;  but 
it  is  on  his  own  hopes  and  afiTcctions  only  that  he  seems  to 
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trample,  for  in  social  life  no  human  being  can  be  more  gentle, 
patient,  and  unassuming  than  Maddalo.  He  is  cheerful, 
frank,  and  witty.  His  more  serious  conversation  is  a  sort  of 
intoxication;  men  ai*e  held  by  it  as  by  a  spelL  He  has 
travelled  much ;  and  there  is  an  inexpressible  charm  in  lus 
relation  of  his  adventures  in  different  countries. 

Julian  is  an  Englishman  of  good  family,  passionately 
attached  to  those  philosophical  notions  which  assert  the 
power  of  man  over  his  own  mind,  and  the  immense 
improvements  of  which,  by  the  extinction  of  certain  moral 
superstitions,  human  society  may  be  yet  susceptible.  With- 
out concealing  the  evil  in  the  world,  he  is  for  ever  speculating 
how  good  may  be  made  superior.  He  is  a  complete  infidel, 
and  a  scoffer  at  all  things  reputed  holy ;  and  Maddalo  takes 
a  wicked  pleasure  in  drawing  out  his  taunts  against  religion. 
What  Maddalo  thinks  on  these  matters  is  not  exactly  known 
Julian,  in  spite  of  his  heterodox  opinions,  is  conjectured  by 
his  friends  to  possess  some  good  qualities.  How  far  tliis  is 
possible  the  pious  reader  will  determine.  Julian  is  rather 
serious. 

Of  the  Maniac  I  can  give  no  information.  He  seems,  by 
his  own  account,  to  have  been  disappointed  in  love.  He 
was  evidently  a  very  cultivated  and  amiable  person  when 
in  his  right  senses.  His  story,  told  at  length,  might  be  like 
many  other  stories  of  the  same  kind :  the  unconnected 
exclamations  of  his  agony  will  perhaps  be  found  a  sufficient 
comment  for  the  text  of  every  heart. 
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EXTRACT  FEOM 
SHELLEY'S  LETTERS  TO  LEIGH  HUNT  ENCLOSING 

JTJLLiN  AND  MADDALO. 


I  send  you  a  little  poem  to  give  to  Oilier  for  publication, 
"but  without  my  name.  Peacock  will  correct  the  proofs.  I 
^wiote  it  with  the  idea  of  offering  it  to  the  «  Examiner,"  but 
I  find  it  is  too  long.  It  was  composed  last  year  at  Este ; 
two  of  the  characters  you  will  recognize ;  and  the  third  is 
also  in  some  degree  a  painting  from  nature,  but,  with  respect 
to  time  and  place,  ideal    You  will  find  the  little  piece,  I 

E,  in  some  degree  consistent  with  your  own  ideas  of  the 
er  in  which  poetry  ought  to  be  written.  I  have  employed 
tain  familiar  style  of  language  to  express  the  actual 
ly  in  which  people  talk  with  each  other,  whom  education 
id  a  certain  refinement  of  sentiment  have  placed  above  the 
of  vulgar  idioms.  I  use  the  word  vulgar  in  its  most 
insive  sense.  The  vulgarity  of  rank  and  fashion  is  as 
SB^oss  in  its  way  as  that  of  poverty,  and  its  cant  terms  equally 
^pressive  of  base  conceptions,  and,  therefore,  equally  unfit 
ft>r  poetry.  Not  that  the  familiar  style  is  to  be  admitted 
Ui  the  treatment  of  a  subject  wholly  ideal,  or  in  that  part 
W  any  subject  which  relates  to  common  life,  where  the 
t^assion,  exceeding  a  certain  limit,  touches  the  boundaries  of 
that  which  is  ideal  Strong  passion  expresses  itself  in 
Inetaphor,  borrowed  from  objects  alike  remote  or  near,  and 
Casts  over  all  the  shadow  of  its  own  greatness .... 

^  This     letter,     dated     "  Livomo,      Etmyn  ike,  (1840),  VoL  IL,  pp.  220 
August  15th,  1819,"  18  printed  in  the      to  228. 
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If  you  would  really  correct  the  proof,  I  need  not  trouble 
Peacock,  who  I  suppose,  has  enough.  Can  you  take  it  as 
a  compliment  that  I  prefer  to  trouble  you? 

I  do  not  particularly  wish  this  poem  to  be  known  as  mine; 
but,  at  all  events,  I  would  not  put  my  name  to  it.  I  leave 
you  to  judge  whether  it  is  best  to  throw  it  into  the  fire, 
or  to  publish  it. 


LIST  OF  STOPS  NOT  IN  THE  MANUSCRIPT 
BUT  PRINTED  IN  THIS  EDITION. 

Commaa  at  the  end  of  lines  40,  85,  94,  107,  116,  120,  134,  144,  145, 154, 
157,  167,  179,  191,  196,  202,  208,  204,  215,  217,  221,  224,  225,  238,  253, 
262,  805,  807,  881,  888,  860,  875,  884,  885,  896,  436,  447,  450,  451,  473, 
475,  476,  511,  520,  526,  541,  591,  592,  593,  and  612. 

Semioolona  at  the  end  of  lines  101,  108,  158,  181,  279,  and  496. 

(Colons  at  the  end  of  linee  164,  178,  606,  and  610. 

Fall-stops  at  the  end  of  lines  95,  201,  299,  819,  407,  481,  599,  601,  and 
617. 

Notes  of  exclamation  at  the  end  of  lines  892  and  492. 

Commas  after  companion  in  line  86,  meant  in  line  94,  maker  in  line  113, 
foU  in  line  114,  €hurche9  in  line  136,  rainy  in  line  141,  Uithe  in  line  167, 
Maddalo  in  line  192,  others  in  line  205,  this  in  line  282,  month  and  cried 
in  line  300,  misery  in  line  314,  mad  in  line  394,  Nay  in  line  398,  he  and 
seemed  in  line  529,  Unseen  in  line  554,  and  parted  in  line  610. 

Full-stops  after  transparent  in  line  85,  trials  in  line  472,  and  Venice  in 
line  588. 

Note  of  interrogation  after  end  in  line  607. 

Inverted  commas  before  A  in  line  87,  See  in  line  166,  Tou  in  line  408,  and 
that  in  line  597. 

PECULIARITIES  IN  THE  MANUSCRIPT,  NOT 
FOLLOWED  IN  THIS  EDITION. 

In  line  45,  achieve  is  spelt  atchieve. 
In  lines  90,  112,  113,  282,  their  is  spelt  thier. 
In  line  192,  judgment  is  spelt  with  a  central  e. 
In  line  240,  deceits  is  spelt  deciets. 
In  lines  308,  811,  and  530,  falsehood  is  B^xflt  falshood. 
In  line  814  disappointment  is  spelt  dissappointment. 

In  lines  831,  864,  603,  and  612,  the  apostrophe  is  oniitteil  from  Jiope's, 
moment*s,  father*s,  and  yoxtth's. 

In  line  483,  searedst  is  spelt  ccaredst,  and  in  lino  614,  cercd  Ls  Bi»elt  ccared. 
In  line  600,  mien  is  spelt  mein. 


JULIAN   AND    MADDALO: 


A  CONVEESATIOK 


I  RODE  one  evening  with  Count  Maddalo^ 

Upon  the  bank  of  land  which  breaks  the  flow 

Of  Adria  towards  Venice :   a  bare  strand 

Of  hillocks,  heaped  firom  ever-shifting  sand, 

Matted  with  thistles  and  amphibious  weeds, 

Such  as  from  earth's  embrace  the  salt  ooze  breeds, 

Is  this;  an  uninhabited  sea-side, 

Which  the  lone  fisher,  when  his  nets  are  dried. 

Abandons;  and  no  other  object  breaks 

The  waste,  but  one  dwarf  tree  and  some  few  stakes 

Broken  and  unrepaired,  and  the  tide  makes 

A  narrow  space  of  level  sand  thereon, 

Where  'twas  our  wont  to  ride  while  day  went  down. 

This  ride  was  my  delight.     I  love  aU  waste 

And  solitary  places;   where  we  taste 

The  pleasure  of  believing  what  we  see 
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^  The  personality  of  tho  two  ridera 
OD  the  Lido  is  so  well  known  that  no 
identiiication  lm  needed  ;  but  it  is  still 
Worth  while  to  note  the  correspond- 
^ce  of  this  opening  with  a  passage  in 
Shelley's  letter  to  Mrs.  Shelley  printed 
in  the  Euayi  Ac,   (1840),    Vol.  II., 
p.  IStf.     "  He  [Byron],  took  me  in  his 
gondola  across  the  lagima  to  a  long 
HUidy  island,   which  defends  Venice 
from  the  Adriatic.     When  wo  disem- 
barked, we  found  his  horses  waiting 
for  usy  and  we  rodo  along  tlic  Bands 


of  the  sea,  talking.  Our  oonversation 
consisted  in  histories  of  his  wounded 
feelings,  and  questions  as  to  mv  afiairs, 
and  great  professions  of  friendship 
and  regard  for  me.  He  said,  that  if 
he  had  been  in  England  at  the  time 
of  the  Chancery  affair,  he  would  have 
moved  heaven  and  earth  to  have  prt»- 
vented  such  a  decision.  We  taUced 
of  literary  matters,  his  Fourth  Canto, 
which,  he  says,  is  very  good,  and 
indeed  repoatod  some  stanzas  of  great 
energy  to  me." 
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Is  boundless,  as  we  wish  our  souls  to  be : 

And  such  was  this  wide  ocean,  and  this  shore 

More  barren  than  its  billows  ;   and  yet  more 

Than  all,  with  a  remembered  friend  I  love  » 

To  ride  as  then  I  rode  ; — for  the  winds  drove 

The  living  spray  along  the  sunny  air 

Into  our  faces  ;   the  blue  heavens  were  bare, 

Stripped  to  their  depths  by  the  awakening  north ; 

And,  from  the  waves,  sound  like  delight  broke  forth     25 

Harmonizing  with  solitude,  and  sent 

Into  our  hearts  aerial  merriment. 

So,  as  we  rode,  we  talked;    and  the  swift  thought. 

Winging  itself  with  laughter,  lingered  not. 

But  flew  from  brain  to  brain, — such  glee  was  ours,       so 

Charged  with  light  memories  of  remembered  hours, 

None  slow  enough  for  sadness:   tiU  we  came 

Homeward,  which  always  makes  the  spirit  tame. 

This  day  had  been  cheerful  but  cold,  and  now 

The  sun  was  sinking,  and  the  wind  also.  35 

Our  talk  grew  somewhat  serious,  as  may  be 

Talk  interrupted  with  such  raillery 

As  mocks  itself,  because  it  cannot  scorn 

The  thoughts  it  wotild  extinguish: — 'twas  forlorn. 

Yet  pleasing,  such  as  once,  so  poets  tell,  40 

The  devils  held  within  the  dales^  of  Hell 

Concerning  God,  freewill  and  destiny: 

Of  all  that  earth  has  been  or  yet  may  be. 

All  that  vain  men  imagine  or  believe. 

Or  hope  can  paint  or  suffering  may^  achieve,  45 

^  Miss  Blind  {Wettmintter  Review,  so  :  it  does  not  profess  to  be  a  quota- 
July,  1870,  p.  82)  mi^es  the  following  tion  from  Milton  ;  and  I  should  think 
emendation  :  "  For  daUi  read  valeSf  it  quite  probable  that,  in  writing  the 
the  word  employed  by  Milton  in  the  *  poem  finally  for  the  press,  Shelley 
passage  referred  to."  The  word  in  consciously  put  dcUes  for  valee  as  an 
the  Leigh  Hunt  MS.,  which  is    of  improvement. 

course  Uie  best  authority,  is  clearly  ^  So  in  the  MS.,  but  can  in  Mrs. 

dalei ;  and  the  passage  reads  bett^  SheUey's  editions  from  1824  onward. 
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We  descanted,  and  I  (for  ever  still 

Is  it  not  wise  to  make  the  best  of  ill  ?) 

Aigaed  against  despondency,  but  pride 

Made  my  companion  take  the  darker  side. 

The  sense  that  he  was  greater  than  his  kind  50 

Had  struck,^  methinks,  his  eagle  spirit  blind 

B7  gazing  on  its  own  exceeding  light. 

Meanwhile  the  sun  paused  ere  it  should  alight, 

Over  the  horizon  of  the  mountaLos ; — Oh 

How  beautifal  is  sunset,  when  the  glow  ss 

Of  Heaven  descends  upon  a  land  like  thee, 

Thou  Paradise  of  exiles,  Italy ! 

Thy  mountains,  seas  and  vineyards  and  the  towers 

Of  cities  they  encircle  ! — ^it  was  ours 

To  stand  on  thee,  beholding  it;  and  then  eo 

Just  where  we  had  dismounted  the  Count's  men 

Were  waiting  for  us  with  the  gondola. — 

As  those  who  pause  on  some  delightful  way 

Tho'  bent  on  pleasant  pilgrimage,  we  stood 

Looking  upon  the  evening  and  the  flood  05 

Which  lay  between  the  city  and  the  shore 

Paved  with  the  image  of  the  sky . . .  the  hoar 

And  aery  Alps*  towards  the  North  appeared 

Thro'  mist,  an  heavennsustaining  bulwark  reared 

Between  the  East  and  West ;  and  half  the  sky  70 

Was  roofed  with  clouds  of  rich  emblazonry 

Dark  purple  at  the  zenith,  which  still  grew 

Down  the  steep  West  into  a  wondrous  hue 

Brighter  than  burning  gold,  even  to  the  rent 

Where  the  swift  sun  yet  paused  in  his  descent  75 

Among  the  many  folded  hills:  they  were 


^  In  tlie  MS.  made  was  originally  *  In  the  MS.  and  in  the  PotihumouM 

rritten  here ;  but  the  pen  ib  drawn      Poems  the  word  is  tiery;  but  in  the 
broogh  it^  and  itruck  is  written  above.      collected  editions  otry. 
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Those  famous  Euganean  hills,  which  bear 

As  seen  from  Lido  thro'  the  harbour  piles 

The  likeness  of  a  dump  of  peakM  isles — 

And  then — as  if  the  Earth  and  Sea  had  been 

Dissolved  into  one  lake  of  fire,  were  seen 

Those  mountains  towering  as  from  waves  of  flame 

Around  the  vaporous  sun,  from  which  there  came 

The  inmost  purple  spirit  of  light,  and  made 

Their  very  peaks  transparent    "Ere  it  fade," 

Said  my  companion,  "I  will  show  you  soon 

"  A  better  station " — so,  o'er  the  lagune 

We  glided,  and  from  that  frmereal  bark 

I  leaned,  and  saw  the  city,  and  could  mark 

How  from  their  many  isles  in  evening's  gleam 

Its  temples  and  its  palaces  did  seem 

Like  fabrics  of  enchantment  piled  to  Heaven. 

I  was  about  to  speak,  when — "We  are  even 

"  Now  at  the  point  I  meant,"  said  Maddalo, 

And  bade  the  gondolieri  cease  to  row. 

"Look  Julian  on  the  west,  and  listen  well 

"  If  you  hear  not  a  deep  and  heavy  belL" 

I  looked,  and  saw  between  us  and  the  sun 

A  building  on  an  island;  such  a^  one 

As  age  to  age  might  add,  for  uses  vile, 

A  windowless,  deformed  and  dreary  pile;* 

And  on  the  top  an  open  tower,  where  hung 

A  bell,  which  in  the  radiance  swayed  and  swung ; 

We  could  just  hear  its  hoarse  and  iron  tongue : 
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*  We  read  an  one  in  Mrs.  Shelley's 
editions  of  182i  and  1889,  but  a  one 
in  some  of  the  later  editions.  Mr. 
Roesetti  reverts  to  an  one,  which  is 
wrong,  as  the  MS.  gives  a. 

'  According  to  Mr.  Bossetti,  the 
building  described  in  the  text  is  stated 
by  Mr.  Browning  not  to  be  a  mad- 
liouse,  but  a  "  penitentiary  for  rebel- 


lious priests,  to  the  west  between 
Venice  and  the  Lido,  on  the  islet  of 
San  Clemente.  San  Servolo,  with  its 
madhouse ...  is  as  full  of  windows  as 
a  barrack.*'  Med  win,  on  the  other 
hand,  professes  {Life  of  SlxdUy,  VoL 
I,  p.  318)  to  know  well  the  madhouse 
as  described  by  Shelley ;  but  in  matters 
of  accuracy,  he  is  not  to  be  relied  on. 
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The  \ftoad  sun  sunk^  behind  it,  and  it  tolled  105 

In  strong  and  black  relief — "  What  we  behold 

"Shall  be  the  madhouse  and  its  belfry  tower," 

Said  Maddalo,  "  and  ever*  at  this  hour 

"Those  who  may  cross  the  water,  hear  that  bell 

"Which  calls  the  maniacs  each  one  from  his  cell        110 

"To  vespers." — "As  much  skill  as  need  to  pray 

"  In  thanks  or  hope  for  their  dark  lot  have  they 

"  To  their  stem  maker,"  I  replied.    "  O  ho  I 

"  You  talk  as  in  years  past,"  said  Maddalo. 

"'Tis  strange  men  change  not.    You  were  ever  still     115 

"Among  Christ's  flock  a  perilous  infidel, 

"  A  wolf  for  the  meek  lambs — ^if  you  can't  swim 

"  Beware  of  Providence."    I  looked  on  him. 

But  the  gay  smile  had  faded  in*  his  eye, 

"And  such," — ^he  cried,  "is  our  mortality,  120 

"And  this  must  be  the  emblem  and  the  sign 

"  Of  what  should  be  eternal  and  divine  ! — 

"And  like  that  black  and  dreary  bell,  the  soul 

"  Hung  in  a*  heaven-iUumined  tower,  must  toll 

"  Our  thoughts  and  our  desires  to  meet  below  125 

"  Bound  the  rent  heart  and  pray — as  madmen  do* 

*'  For  what  ?  they  know  not,  till  the  night  of  death 

"  As  sunset  that  strange  vision,  severeth 

"  Our  memory  from  itself,  and  us  from  all 

"  We  sought  and  yet  were  baffled."     I  recall  iso 

The  sense  of  what  he  said,  altho*  I  mar 

The  force  of  his  expressions.     Tlie  broad  star 

Of  day  meanwhile  had  sunk  behind  the  hUl, 

*  8cmk  in  aU  editions  known  to  ine,  consulted, 

bat  iunk  in  SheUey*8  MS.  *  In  the  MS.  and  the  editions  of 

*hi  Mrs.   Shelley's  editions  from  1839,  a;  in    the  PoithumouM  Poenu 

1824  OQwanlB  the  word  here  is  even.  and  Mr.  Rossetti's  edition  an, 

^'  Roisetti  substituted    ti'er ;  and  '^  In  all  editions  known  to  me  there 

^t  b  the  word  in  the  MS.  is  a  semi-colon  after  clo ;  but  there  is 

.  *  In  the  MS.  the  preposition  here  i;;  no  stop  here  in  the  MS. ;  and  I  do 

<"■'  it  is  from  in  ^1  editions  I  have  not  think  there  should  be  any. 
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And  the  black  beU  became  invisible, 

And  the  red  tower  looked  grey,  and  aU  between 

The  churches,  ships  and  palaces  were  seen 

Huddled  in  gloom; — ^into  the  purple  sea 

The  orange  hues  of  heaven  sunk  silently. 

We  hardly  spoke,  and  soon  the  gondola 

Conveyed  me  to  my  lodgings^  by  the  way. 

The  foUowing  mom  was  rainy,  cold  and  dim. 
Ere  Maddalo  arose,  I  called  on  him. 
And  whilst  I  waited  with  his  child  I  played; 
A  lovelier  toy  sweet  Nature  never  made, 
A  serious,  subtle,  wild,  yet  gentle  being, 
Graceful  without  design  and  unforeseeing. 
With  eyes — Oh  speak  not  of  her  eyes ! — which  seem 
Twin  mirrors  of  Italian  Heaven,  yet  gleam 
With  such  deep  meaning,  as  we  never  see 
But  in  the  human  countenance:  with  me 
She  was  a  special  favourite,  I  had  nursed 
Her  fine  and  feeble  limbs  when  she  came  first 
To  this  bleak  world;  and  she  yet  seemed  to  know 
On  second  sight  her  antient  playfellow. 
Less  changed  than  she  was  by  sik  months  or  so; 
For  after  her  first  shyness  was  worn  out 
We  sate  there,  rolling  billiard  balls  about. 
When  the  Count  entered — salutations  past; 
"The  words  you  spoke  last  night  might  well  have  cf 
"  A  darkness  on  my  spirit — if  man  be 
"The  passive  thing  you  say,  I  should  not  see 
"Much  harm  in  the  religions  and  old  saws 
"  (Tho'  I  may  never  own  such  leaden  laws) 
"  Which  break  a  teacldess  nature  to  the  yoke : 
"Mine  is  another  faith" — thus  much  I  spoke 

^  So  in  the  MS.,  but  lodging  in  all  editions  known  to  me. 
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And  noting  he  replied  not,  added :  "  See 
"This  lovely  child,  blithe,  innocent  and  free, 
"She  spends  a  happy  time  with  little  care 
"While  we  to  such  sick  thoughts  subjected  are 
"As  came  on^  you  last  night — it  is  our  wiU  no 

"That*  thus  enchains  us  to  permitted  ill — 
We  might  be  otherwise — ^we  might  be  all 
"We  dream  of  happy,  high,  majesticaL 

Where  is  the  love,  beauty  and  truth  we  seek 
"  But  in  our  mind  ?*  and  if  we  were  not  weak  175 

"  Should  we  be  less  in  deed  than  in  desire  ? " 
Aye,  if  we*  were  not  weak — and  we  aspire 
How  vainly  to  be  strong ! "   said  Maddalo : 
You  talk  Utopia."*    "It  remains  to  know,"^ 
I  then  rejoined,  "and  those  who  try  may  find  iso 

"How  strong  the  chains  are  which  our  spirit  bind; 
"  Brittle  perchance  as  straw .  . .  We  are  assured 
"Much  may  be  conquered,  much  may  be  endured 
"  Of  what  degrades  and  crushes  us.     We  know 
"That  we  have  power  over  ourselves  to  do  iss 

"And  suffer — ^what,®  we  know  not  tiU  we  try; 
"But  something  nobler  than  to  live  and  die — 

So  taught  those®  kings  of  old  philosophy 
"Who  reigned,  before  Religion  made  men  blind; 
^Vnd  those  who  suffer  with  their  suffering  kind  loo 


« 


u 


tt 
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^  ^  The  original  reading  in  the  MS.       in  aU  editions. 

ii  At  you  deterihed  ;  but  this  is  struck  '  The  word  we  is  omitted  from  the 

tboogh,  and  the  reading  of  the  text      MS.     It  is  supplied  in  aU  editions. 

*  You  talk  Utopia  is  in  the  MS.  and 


iQpplied. 
^Soin 


in  the  MS.,  but  Which  in  all  in  the  Posthumous  Poems  ;  and  this  is 

editions  known  to  me.  of  course  right,  but  in  Mrs.  Shelley's 

^  *  In  all  editions  known  to  me  there  collected  editions  we  read  Utopian  / 
^  a  comma  after  of;  but  there  is  none  '  In  the  MS.  this  line  ends  with 

k  the  MS.,  and  the  construction  with-  see  instead  of  know  ;  but  know  is  in  aU 

9aiit,wefU{/htbeaUofhappif  ike,  that  editions. 

kr  dream,  is  more  characteristic  than  ^  The  word  what  is  italicized  in  all 

tbe  oonatruction  with  it,  we  might  be  editions,  but  not  in  the  MS. 
«a  we  dream  of, — happy  «kc,  '  So  io  the  MS.,  but  the  iasH  pre* 

*  Mind   in  Shellf yV  MS., — minds  vious  editions. 

VOU  IIL  I 
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"Yet  feel  their^  faith,  religion."    "My  dear  friend," 
Said  Maddalo,  "  my  judgment  will  not  bend 
"To  your  opinion,  tho'  I  think  you  might 
"Make  such  a  system  refutation-tight 
"As  far  as  words  go.    I  knew  one  like  you 
"Wlio  to  this  city  came  some  months  ago, 
"With  whom  I  argued  in  this  sort,  and  he 
"  Is  now  gone  mad, — and  so  he  answered  me, — 
"  Poor  fellow !  but  if  you  would  like  to  go 
"We'll  visit  him,  and  his  wild  talk  will  shew 
"How  vain  are  such  aspiring  theories." 
"I  hope  to  prove  the  induction  otherwise, 
"  And  that  a  want  of  that  true  theory,  still, 
"Which  seeks  a  *soiil  of  goodness'*  in  things  ill, 
"  Or  in  himself  or  others,  has  thus  bowed 
"His  being — there  are  some  by  nature  proud, 
"Wlio  patient  in  all  else  demand  but  this: 
"  To  love  and  be  beloved  with  gentleness ; 
"  And  being  scorned,  what  wonder  if  tliey  die 
"  Some  living  death  ?  this  is  not  destiny 
"But  man's  own  wilful  iU." 

As  thus  I  spoke* 
Servants  announced  the  gondola,  and  we 
Through  the  fast-falling  rain  and  high-wrought  sea 
Sailed  to  the  island  where  the  madhouse  stands. 
We  disembarked.    The  clap  of  tortured  hands. 
Fierce  yells  and  bowlings  and  lamentings  keen. 
And  laughter  where  complaint  had  merrier  been. 
Moans,  shrieks,  and  curses,  and  blaspheming  prayers* 

'  So  in  the  MS.  ;  but  in  all  editions  tions  known  to  me. 

known  to  me  this  stands  in  the  place  '  The  MS.  supplies  no  rhyme  h 

of  ^eir.  and  I  presume  that  this  line  stt 

•  In  SheUey*B  MS.  soul  of  goodmu  rhymeless    through    Shelley's    c 

is  in  inverted  commas  ;  but  this  ac-  sight. 

knowledgment  of   his  obligation   to  ^  This  line  has  never  appeare 

Shakespeare,  is  omitted  from  all  edi-  print  till  now  :  it  is  in  the  MS., 
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id  U8.    We  dimbed  the  oozy  stairs 

1  old  court  yard.     I  heard  on  high,  220 

lagments  of  most  touching  melody, 

)king  up  saw  not  the  singer  there — 

h  the  black  bars  in  the  tempestuous  air 

like  weeds  on  a  wrecked  palace  growing, 

angled  locks  flung  wildly  forth,  and  flowing,      225 

30  who  on  a  sudden  were  beguiled 

range  silence,  and  looked  forth  and  smiled 

y  sweet  sounds. — ^Then  I :  "  Methinks  there  were 

re  of  these  with  patience  and  kind  care, 

isic  can  thus  move  . . .  but  what  is  he  aso 

a  we  seek  here  ?"    "  Of  his  sad  history 

>w  but  this,"  said  Maddalo,  "he  came 

enice  a  dejected  man,  and  fame 

he  was  wealthy,  or  he  had  been  so; 

thought  the  loss  of  fortune  wrought  him  woe; 
le  was  ever  talking  in  such  sort  220 

)u  do — ^fiar^  more  sadly — ^he  seemed  hurt, 

as  a  man  with  his  peculiar  wrong, 
jar  but  of  the  oppression  of  the  strong, 
lose  absurd  deceits  (I  think  with  you  240 

me  respects  you  know)  which  carry  through 
3xcellent  impostors  of  this  earth 
1  they  outface  detection — ^lie  had  worth, 

fellow!  but  a  humourist  in  his  way" — 

what  drove  him  mad ?"    "I  cannot  say  ;  215 

ly  came  with  him  from  France,  and  when 
[eft  liim  and  returned,  he  wandered  then 
t  yon  lonely  isles  of  desart  sand 
le  grew  wild — ^he  had  no  cash  or  land 


from  the  tale  of  Shelley^B  '  In  all  previous  editions  we  rea<l 

It  is  easy  to  see  how  it  but  more  acMly,    In  the  MS.  the  read- 

•opped  out  in  transcription,  ing  is  far  more  tadli/f — a  manifest  im- 

being  complete  without  it.  provement,  avoiding  the  two  butt, 
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"Eemaining, — the  police  had  brought  him  here — 
"Some  fancy  took  him  and  he  would  not  bear 
"  Removal ;   so  I  fitted  up  for  liim 
"Those  rooms  beside  the  sea,  to  please  his  whim, 
"And  sent  him  busts  and  books  and  urns  for  flowei 
"Wliich  had  adorned  liis  life  in  happier  hours, 
"  And  instruments  of  music — you  may  guess 
"A  stranger  coidd  do  little  more  or  less 
"  For  one  so  gentle  and  unfortimate, 
"  And  those  are  his  sweet  strains  which  charm  the  we 
"From  madmen's  chains,  and  make  this  Hell  appear 
"A  heaven  of  sacred  silence,  hushed  to  hear." — 
"Nay,  this  was  kind  of  you — he  had  no  claim, 
As  the  world  says" — ^"None — ^but  the  very  same 
"Which  I  on  all  mankind  were  I  as  he 
"Fallen  to  such  deep  reverse; — ^his  melody 
"Is  interrupted — now  we  hear  the  din 
"  Of  madmen,  shriek  on  shriek  again  begin ; 
"Let  us  now  visit  him;   after  this  strain 
"  He  ever  communes  with  himself  again, 
"  And  sees  nor*  hears  not  any."    Having  said 
These  words  we  called  the  keeper,  and  he  led 
To  an  apartment  opening  on  the  sea- 
There  the  poor  wretch  was  sitting  mournfully 
Near  a  piaoo,  his  pale  fingers  twined 
One  with  the  other,  and  the  ooze  and  wind 
Rushed  thro'  an  open  casement,  and  did  sway 
His  hair,  and  starred  it  with  the  brackish  spray; 
His  head  was  leaning  on  a  music  book, 
And  he  was  muttering,  and  his  lean  limbs  shook; 
His  lips  were  pressed  against  a  folded  leaf 

'  Tills  dash  occurs  in  the  MS.     Its  the  MS.  we  have  the  double  ii«gi 

omission  from  all  previous  editions  is  of  the   text,— doubtless  a  delist 

a  decided  weakening  of  the  sense.  use  of  this  effective  piece  of  obK 

'  In  all  editions  known  to  me  we  grammar, 
read  Anil  ue$  and  hears  not ;  but  in 
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In  hue  too  beautiful  for  health,  and  grief 

Smiled  in  their  motions  as  they  lay  apart — 

As  one  who  wrought  from  his  own  fervid  heart 

The  eloquence  of  passion,  soon  he  raised^ 

His  sad  meek  face  and  eyes  lustrous  and  glazed 

And  spoke — sometimes  as  one  who  wrote  and  thought 

His  words  might  move  some  heart  that  heeded  not 

K  sent  to  distant  lands:  and  then  as  one 

Eeproaching  deeds  never  to  be  undone 

With  wondering  self-compassion;  then  his  speech 

Was  lost  in  grief,  and  then  his  words  came  each 

Unmodulated,  cold,  expressionless;* 

But  that  from  one  jarred  accent  you  might  guess 

It  was  despair  made  them  so  uniform : 

And  all  the  while  the  loud  and  gusty  storm 

Hissed  thro'  the  window,  and  we  stood  behind 

Stealing  his  accents  from  the  envious  wind 

Unseen.     I  yet  remember  what  he  said 

Distinctly:    such  impression  his  words  made. 


285 
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'  Month  after  month,'  he  cried,  '  to  bear  this  load 
And  as  a  jade  urged  by  the  whip  and  goad 
To  drag  life  on,  which  like  a  heavy  chain 
Lengthens  behind  with  many  a  link  of  pain ! — 
And  not  to  speak  my  grief — 0  not  to  dare 
To  give  a  human  voice  to  my  despair, 
But  live  and  move,  and  wretched  thing !  smile  on 


801 


305 


*  TboBe  lines  in  the  MS.  are  punc* 

tuated  as  above,— bo  as  to  convey  the 

KtLse  that  the  maniac  raised  his  face 

"to  one  who  wrought,"  &c. ;  but  in 

.  Hn.  Shelley's   editions  of  1824  and 

onwards,  there  ia  only  a  comma  after 

sjparf,  and  a  colon  after  patHun, — 

I  nakiog  the  sense  that  '*  his  lips  were 

I  IfOMd  against  a  folded  leaf,  as  one 

■  *bo  wrought,"  Ac.  Mr.  Rossetti  inten- 

i   "ifieg  this  wrong  sense  by  putting  a 

I   full-Btop  after  ftataion.    As  used  by 


Shelley,  the  dash  was  certainly  a  very 
elastic  item  of  punctuation ;  but  I 
have  not  the  remotest  doubt  that  in 
this  instance  it  is  used  after  apart  as 
an  equivalent  for  at  least  a  semicolon. 
'  This  variation  is  from  the  MS. 
Hitherto  the  passage  has  been  printed 
thus : 

Unmodulated  and  ezpreMionlets, — 

No  one  will,  I  think,  question  that  it 
is  infinitely  finer  as  now  printed. 
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As  if  I  never  went  aside  to  groan, 

And  wear  this  mask  of  falsehood  even  to  those 

Who  are  most  dear — ^not  for  my  own  repose — 

Alas  no  scorn  or  pain  or  hate  could  be  n^ 

So  lieavy  as  that  falsehood  is  to  me — 

But  that  I  cannot  bear  more  altered  faces 

Than  needs  must  be,  more  changed  and  cold  embraces, 

More  misery,  disappointment  and  mistrust 

To  own  me  for  their  father . . .  Would  the  dust  sis 

Were  covered  in  upon  my  body  now! 

That  the  life  ceased  to  toil  within  my  brow! 

And  then  these  thoughts  would  at  the  least^  be  fled; 

Let  us  not  fear  such  pain  can  vex  the  dead. 

*  What  Power  delights  to  torture  us  ?     I  know        s» 
That  to  myself  I  do  not  wholly  owe 
What  now  I  suffer,  tho*  in  part  I  may. 
Alas  none  strewed  sweet*  flowers  upon  the  way 
Wliere  wandering  heedlessly,  I  met  pale  Pain 
My  shadow,  which  will  leave  me  not  again —  si* 

If  I  have  erred,  there  was  no  joy  in  error. 
But  pain  and  insult  and  imrest  and  terror; 
I  have  not  as  some  do,  bought  penitence 
With  pleasure,  and  a  dark  yet  sweet  offence. 
For  then, — if  love  and  tenderness  and  truth  ^ 

Had  overlived  hope's  momentary  youth, 
My  creed  should  have  redeemed  me  from  repenting. 
But  loathfed  scorn  and  outrage  unrelenting 
Met  love  excited  by  far  other  seeming 
Until  the  end  was  gained  ...  as  one  from  dreaming     » 
Of  sweetest  peace,  I  woke,  and  found  my  state 
Such  as  it  is. 

^  The  word  here^  the  MS.  is  least ;  ^  So  iu  the  MS.     In  all  printed  ed 

but  it  in  latt  ill  all  editions  known  to       tione  we  read  fresh  for  9weel, 
mo. 
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'0  Thou,  my  spirit's  mate 
Who,  for  thou  art  compassionate  and  wise, 
Wouldst  pity  me  from  thy  most  gentle  eyes 
If  this  sad  writing  thou  shouldst  ever  see—  sw 

My  secret  groans  must  be  unheard  by  thee, 
Thou  wouldst  weep  tears  bitter  as  blood  to  know 
Thy  lost  friend's  incommimicable  woe. 

'Te  few  by  whom  my  nature  has  been  weighed 
In  friendship,  let  me  not  that  name  degrade  345 

By  placing  on  your  hearts  the  secret  load 
Which  crushes  mine  to  dust.     There  is  one  road 
To  peace  and  that  is  truth,  which  follow  ye ! 
Love  sometimes  leads  astray  to  misery. 
Yet  think  not  tho'  subdued — and  I  may  well  350 

Say  that  I  am  subdued — ^that  the  full^  Hell 
Within  me  would  infect  the  imtainted  breast 
Of  sacred  nature  with  its  own  unrest ; 
As  some  perverted  beings  think  to  find 
In  scorn  or  hate  a  medicine  for  the  mind  355 

"Which  scorn  or  hate  have^  wounded — 0  how  vain! 
The  dagger  heals  not  but  may  rend  again  .... 
Believe  that  I  am  ever  still  the  same 
In  creed  as  in  resolve,  and  what  may  tame 
My  heart,  must  leave  the  understanding  free,  -mo 

Or  all  would  sink  in  this  keen  agony  ^ — 
Nor  dream  that  I  will  join  the  vulgar  cry,* 


^  In  the  MS.  the  adjective  here  was 
originally  deep,  which  is  cancelled  in 
favour  of  fulL  It  is  very  plainly 
written,  and  leaves  no  room  for  con- 
iddering  Mr.  Rosaetti's  suggestion  to 
read  foul  for  full. 

*  We  read  hath  for  have  in  all  edi- 
tions ;  but  have  is  in  the  MS. ;  and  I 
do  not  think  Shelley  would  have 
altered  it. 

'  In  all  editions  we  have  under  tltt» 


agony  instead  of  in  tltis  keen  agony, — 
the  far  finer  reading  of  the  MS. 

^  In  Mrs.  Shelley's  first  three  edi- 
tions  (and  doubtless  others)  this  word 
id  eye, — whatever  meaning  may  have 
been  attached  to  that  reading.  In 
some  of  the  later  editions  lie  is 
substituted.  This  was  a  happy  con- 
jecture, as  it  made  sense  ;  but  the 
word  in  the  MS.  is  cry,  making  better 
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Or  with  my  silence  sanction  tyranny, 
Or  seek  a  moment's  shelter  from  my  pain 
In  any  madness  which  the  world  calls  gain. 
Ambition  or  revenge  or  thoughts  as  stem 
As  those  which  make  me  what  I  am,  or  turn 
To  avarice  or  misanthropy  or  lust .... 
Heap  on  me  soon  0  grave,  thy  welcome  dust! 
Till  then  the  dungeon  may  demand  its  prey, 
And  Poverty  and  Shame^  may  meet  and  say — 
Halting  beside  me  on*  the  public  way — 
That  love-devoted  youth  is  our's — diet's  sit 
Beside  him — ^he  may  live  some  six  months  yet 
Or  the  red  scaffold,  as  our  country  bends. 
May  ask  some  willing  victim,  or  ye  friends 
May  fall  under  some  sorrow  which  this  heart 
Or  hand  may  share  or  vanquish  or  avert; 
I  am  prepared :  in  truth  with  no  proud  joy 
To  do  or  suffer  aught,  as  when  a  boy 
I  did  devote  to  justice  and  to  love 
My  nature,  worthless  now  !  .  .  . 

'I  must  remove 
A  veil  from  my  pent  mind.     Tis  torn  aside! 
0,  pallid  as  Death's'  dedicated  bride. 
Thou  mockery  which  art  sitting  by  my  side. 
Am  I  not  wan  like  thee  ?  at  the  grave's  call 
I  haste,  invited  to  thy  wedding-baU 
To  greet*  the  ghastly  paramour,  for  whom 
Thou  hast  deserted  me . . .  and  made  the  tomb 
Thy  bridal  bed  .  . .  but  I  beside  your*  feet 

^  Poverty  and  Shame  have  no  capi-  aware, 
tals  in  the  MS.  ^  In  the  MS.  we  read  betiie 

'  In  the  MS.  on;  but  in  in  aU  edi-  feet :  in  all  editions  thy  is  printe 

tions  known  to  me.  stead  of  your.    It  is  possible  that 

'  Death* 8  has  no  capital  in  the  MS.  Shelley  made  the  change  to  assii 

^  ^o  in  the  MS.,   but  meet  in  all  the  person  to  the  thy  at  the  begv 

previous  editions,  as    far   as   I  am  of  the  line,  and  omitted  to  notio 
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Will  lie  and  watch  ye  from  my  winding  sheet — 
Thus  . .  .  wide  awake  tho'  dead  . . .  yet  stay  0  stay ! 
Go  not  so  soon — I  know  not  what  I  say — 
Hear  but  my  reasons . .  1  am  mad,  1  fear. 
My  fancy  is  o'erwrought . .  thou  art  not  here  . . . 
Pale  art  thou,  'tis  most  true  . .  but  thou  art  gone, 
Thy  work  is  finished  ...  I  am  left  alone  !^ — 


805 


'Nay,  was  it  I  who  wooed  thee  to  this  breast 
Which,  like  a  serpent  thou  envenomest 
As  in  repayment  of  the  warmth  it  lent  ?  400 

Didst  thou  not  seek  me  for  thine  own  content  ? 
Did  not  thy  love  awaken  mine?    I  thought 
That  thou  wert  she  who  said  "You  kiss  me  not 
Ever,  I  fear  you  do  not  love  me  now" — 
In  truth  I  loved  even  to  my  overthrow  406 

Her,  who  would  fain  forget  these  words :  but  they 
Cling  to  her  mind,  and  cannot  pass  away. 


*You  say  that  I  am  proud — that  when  I  speak 
My  lip  is  tortured  with  the  wrongs  which  break 
The  spirit  it  expresses  . .  .  Never  one 
Humbled  himself  before,  as  I  have  done ! 
Even  the  instinctive  worm  on  which  we  tread 
Turns,  tho'  it  wound  not — ^then  with  prostrate  head 


410 


ye  was  left  in  the  next  line.  Doubt- 
len  your  ia  right  ;  for  though  he 
speaks  of  the  bridal  bed  as  the  lady's, 
h6  ooiild  not  lie  at  her  feet  without 
lying  also  at  those  of  the  "  ghastly 
panunour." 

^  The  asterisks  which  occur  in 
other  editions  here  and  in  several 
other  plaoee,  Mr.  Roesetti  sees  fit  to 
drop,  with  the  remark  that ''  they  sug- 
gest tliat  the  poem  is  fragmentary"  ; 


but  surely  they  are  meant  to  indicate 
the  places  where  the  madman's  "speech 
was  lost  in  grief"  Oines  290-1).  At 
all  events,  they  are  very  dearly  and 
carefully  inserted  in  Shelley's  MS.  in 
all  the  places  in  which  I  have  given 
them  ;  and  it  is  to  be  borne  in  mind 
that  that  was  the  MS.  sent  to  Leigh 
Hunt  for  Mr.  Oilier  with  instructions 
to  print  the  poem  exactly  as  there 
written. 
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Sinks  in  the  dust  and  writhes  like  me — and  dies  V 

No :  wears  a  living  death  of  agonies ! 

As  the  slow  shadows  of  the  pointed  grass 

Mark  the  eternal  periods,  his^  pangs  pass 

Slow,  ever-moving, — making  moments  be 

As  mine  seem — each  an  immortality! 


415 


'That  you  had  never  seen  me — ^never  heard  420 

My  voice,  and  more  than  all  had  ne'er  endured 
The  deep  pollution  of  my  loathed  embrace — 
That  your  eyes  ne'er  had  lied  love  in  my  face — 
That,  like  some  maniac  monk,  I  had  torn  out 
The  nerves  of  manhood  by  their  bleeding  root  425 

With  mine  own  quivering  fingers,  so  that  ne'er 
Our  hearts  had  for  a  moment  mingled  there 
To  disunite  in  horror — ^these  were  not 
With  thee,  like  some  suppressed  and  hideous  thought 
Which  flits  athwart  our  musings,  but  can  find  4:jo 

No  rest  within  a  pure  and  gentle  mind  .  .  . 
Tliou  sealedst  them  with  many  a  bare  broad  word 
And  searedst  my  memory  o'er  them, — for  I  heard 
And  can  forget  not ....  they  were  ministered 
One  after  one,  those  curses.     Mix  them  up  435 

Like  self-destroying  poisons  in  one  cup. 
And  they  will  make  one  blessing  which  thou  ne  er 
Didst  imprecate  for,  on  me, — death.* 


^  There  is  a  note  of  interrogation 
here  in  the  MS.  In  all  proyioiis  edi- 
tions known  to  me  there  is  a  colon 
instead. 

'  In  all  editions  we  read  its  instead 
of  hiSf  which  is  the  word  in  the  MS. 

'  This  important  passage  from  line 
420  to  line  488  has  never  till  now  been 


given  in  the  full  force  of  its  gluistliness. 
I  now  give  it  with  the  exact  punctua- 
tion of  the  MS. ;  and  it  becomes  per- 
fectly clear  that  these  several  dreadful 
aspirations  were  the  "curses"  adminis- 
tered by  the  lady.  Heretofore  the  inser- 
tion of  a  series  of  notes  of  exclamation, 
Bo  as  to  break  the  speech  up  into  inde 
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'It  were 
A  cruel  punishinent  for  one  most  cruel 
If  sach  can  love,  to  make  that  love  the  fuel  440 

Of  the  mind's  hell ;  hate,  scorn,  remorse,  despair : 
But  me — ^whose  heart  a  stranger's  tear  might  wear 
As  water-drops  the  sandy  fountain-stone, 
Who  loved  and  pitied  all  things,  and  could  moan 
For  woes  which  others  hear  not,  and  could  see  445 

The  absent  with  the  glance^  of  phantasy. 
And  with^  the  poor  and  trampled  sit  and  weep. 
Following  the  captive  to  his  dungeon  deep; 
Me — ^who  am  as  a  nerve  o'er  which  do  creep 
The  else  unfelt  oppressions  of  this  earth,  450 

And  was  to  thee  the  flame  upon  thy  hearth. 
When  all  beside  was  cold — that  thou  on  me 
Shouldst  rain  these  plagues  of  blistering  agony — 
Such  curses  are  from  Ups  once  eloquent 
With  love's  too  partial  praise — ^let  none  relent  455 

Who  intend  deeds  too  dreadful  for  a  name 
Henceforth,  if  an  example  for  the  same 
Tliey  seek ...  for  thou  on  me  lookedst  so,  and  so — 
And  didst  speak  thus . .  and  thus  ...  I  live  to  shew 
How  much  men  bear  and  die  not! 


'Thou  wilt  tell 
With  the  grimace  of  hate  how  horrible 


460 


pendent  exdamatoiy  phrases,  baa  left 
it  doubtful  wbetber  the  maniac  were 
not  expressing  all  these  wishes  on  his 
own  account,  at  the  time  of  utterance. 
Indeed,  I  presume  Mr.  Rossetti  was 
not  even  doubtful ;  for  he  says  "  the 
oontext  does  not  supply  any  true 
aateoedenttotAeie[inline  428].  We  are 
apparently  to  imderstand  the  antece- 
dent '  thoughts  of  love,'  '  the  im- 
pulses of  passion/  or  the  like."  This 
might  be  so,  with  the  old  punctuation ; 


but  with  Shelley's  own,  the  meaning 
is  "  these  thoughts  [the  thoughts 
described  in  the  preceding  eight  Imes] 
were  not  with  thee  like  some  sup- 
pressed and  hideous  thought." 

^  So  in  the  MS.,  but  misprinted 
glass  in  Mrs.  Shelley's  and  Mr. 
Koesetti's  editions. 

'  In  all  editions  known  to  me  we 
read  near  instead  of  with,  which  is  the 
word  in  the  MS. 
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It  was  to  meet  my  love  when  thine  grew  less;  i 

Thou  wilt  admire  how  I  could  e'er  address 

Such  features  to  love's  work . . .  this  taunt,  tho'  true, 

(For  indeed  nature  nor  in  form  nor  hue  m 

Bestowed  on  me  her  choicest  workmanship) 

Shall  not  be  thy  defence ...  for  since  thy  lip  ^ 

Met   mine  first,  years  long  past,  since  thine  eye  kindled 

With  soft  fire  under  mine,  I  have  not  dwindled 

Nor  changed  in  mind  or  body,  or  in  aught  470 

But  as  love  changes  what  it  loveth  not 

After  long  years  and  many  trials. 

'How  vain 
Are  words!    I  thought  never  to  speak  again. 
Not  even  in  secret, — not  to  my  own  heart — 
But  fix)m  my  lips  the  unwilling  accents  start,  475   - 

And  from  my  pen  the  words  flow  as  I  write. 
Dazzling  my  eyes  with  scalding  tears  . .  .  my  sight       / 
Is  dim  to  see  that  charactered  in  vain 
On  this  unfeeling  leaf  which  bums  the  brain 
And  eats  into  it. .  .  blotting  all  things  fair  4so 

And  wise  and  good  which  time  had  written  there. 

'  Those  who  inflict  must  suffer,  for  they  see 
The  work  of  their  own  hearts  and  this^  must  be 
Our  chastisement  or  recompense — 0  child  1 
I  would  that  thine  were  like  to  be  more  mild  4S5 

For  both  our  wretched  sakes. .  .  for  thine  the  most 
Who  feelest  already  all  that  thou  hast  lost 
Without  the  power  to  wish  it  thine  again; 
And  as  slow  years  pass,  a  funereal  train 


^  In  Mn.  Shelley's  edidons  of  1824  '  The  word  here  is  tAtf  in  the  US^ 

and  1839  Hfe  is  misprinted  for  lip;  but   that    in    all    previous    editiom 

but  lipf  which  is  the  word  in  the  MS.,  known  to  me. 
ooours  in  some  of  the  later  editions. 
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Each  with  the  ghost  of  some  lost^  hope  or  friend 
Following  it  like  its  shadow,  wilt  thou  bend 
No  thought  on  my  dead  memory  ? 


480 


'  Alas,  love ! 
Fear  me  not . . .  against  thee  I  would*  not  move 
A  finger  in  despite.    Do  I  not  live 
That  thou  mayst  have  less  bitter  cause  to  grieve  ?       405 
I  give  thee  tears  for  scorn  and  love  for  hate; 
And  that  thy  lot  may  be  less  desolate 
Than  his  on  whom  thou  tramplest,  I  refrain 
From  that  sweet  sleep  which  medicines  all  pain. 
Then,  when  thou  speakest  of  me,  never  say  500 

He  could  forgive  not.     Here  I  cast  away 
All  human  passions,  all  revenge,  all  pride; 
I  think,  speak,  act  no  ill ;   I  do  but  hide 
Under  these  words  like  embers,  every  spark 
Of  that  which  has  consumed  me — quick  and  dark        605 
The  grave  is  yawning  ...  as  its  roof  shall  cover 
My  limbs  with  dust  and  worms  imder  and  over 
So  let  Oblivion  hide  this  grief . . .  the  air 
Closes  upon  my  accents,  as  despair 
Upon  my  heart — ^let  death  upon  despair  1*'  610 

He  ceased,  and  overcome  leant  back  awhile, 
Then  rising,  with  a  melancholy  smile 
Went  to  a  sofa,  and  lay  down,  and  slept 
A  heavy  sleep,  and  in  Ms  dreams  he  wept 


^  In  the  MS.  the  original  word  was 
€lead  ;  but  lo9t  is  written  over  it. 

'  In  all  previous  editions  this  line 
has  lacked  a  syllable  through  the  con- 
traction of  /  toouZd  into  I'd.  In  the 
MS.  the  word  wndd  is  abbreviated 
according  to  Shelley's  frequent  prac- 
tice of  writing  vod.  for  would  and  cd. 
for  could.  The  same  thing  happens 
in  line  818. 


'  So  in  the  MS.  and  in  the  Posthu- 
mous Poems;  but  in  Mrs.  Shelley's 
editions  of  1839  and  onwards  we  rrad 
my  care  instead  of  despair.  1  quite 
agree  with  Mr.  Ilossetti  that  this  has 
"rather  a  make-rhyme  sound,"  and 
should  be  very  slow  to  think  it  had 
any  better  authoritv  than  that  of 
some  one  of  Mrs.  Shelley's  adTisers. 
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And  muttered  some  familiax  name,  and  we  sis 

Wept  without  shame  in  his  society. 

I  think  I  never  was  impressed  so  much ; 

The  man  who  were  not,^  must  have  lacked  a  touch 

Of  human  nature  .  .  .  then  we  lingered  not, 

Although  our  argument  was  quite  forgot, 

But  calling  the  attendants,  went  to  dine 

At  Maddalo's;  yet  neither  cheer  nor  wine 

Could  give  us  spirits,  for  we  talked  of  him 

And  nothing  else,  till  daylight  made  stars  dim; 

And  we  agreed  his*  was  some  dreadful  ill  525 

Wrought  on  him  boldly,  yet  unspeakable. 

By  a  dear  friend;  some  deadly  change  in  love 

Of  one  vowed  deeply  which  he  dreamed  not  of; 

For  whose  sake  he,  it  seemed,  had  fixed  a  blot 

Of  falsehood  on^  Hs  mind  which  flourished  not  sso 

But  in  the  light  of  all-beholding  truth. 

And  having  stamped  this  canker  on  his  youth 

She  had  abandoned  him — and  how  much  more 

Might  be  his  woe,  we  guessed  not — ^he  had  store 

Of  friends  and  fortune  once,  as  we  could  guess  la^ 

From  his  nice  habits  and  his  gentleness; 

These  were  now*  lost ...  it  were  a  grief  indeed 

If  he  had  changed  one  unsustaining  reed 

For  all  that  such  a  man  might  else  adorn. 

The  colours  of  his  mind  seemed  yet  imworn ;  r^^ 

For  the  wild  language  of  his  grief  was  high. 

Such  as  in  measure  were  called  poetry. 

And  I  remember  one  remark  which  then 

Maddalo  made.     He  said :  "  Most  wretched  men 

^  In  the  Posthumous  Poems  this  was  I  am  acquainted, 
printed  according    to    the    MS.    as  "  In  all  previous  editions  the  prepo 

aboTe,  but  in  the  editions  of  1839  we  sition  here  is  in  ;  it  is  on  in  the  MS. 
read  the  man,  who  teas  not.  *  In  the  MS.,  were  now :  in  all  pre- 

•  So  in  the  MS.  but  it  instead  of  vious  editions  now  were 
Ail  in  all  previous  editions  with  which 
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Are  cradled  into  poetry  by  wrong,  545 

They  learn  in  suflFering  what  they  teach  in  song." 

K  I  had  been  an  unconnected  man 

I,  &om  this  moment,  should  have  formed  some  plan 

Never  to  leave  sweet  Venice, — for  to  me 

It  was  delight  to  ride  by  the  lone  sea;  660 

And  then,  the  town  is  silent— one  may  write 

Or  read  in  gondolas  by  day  or  night, 

Having  the  little  brazen  lamp  alight. 

Unseen,  uninterrupted;  books  are  there. 

Pictures,  and  casts  £rom  all  those  statues  fair  655 

Which  were  twin-bom  with  poetry,  and  all 

We  seek  in  towns,  with  little  to  recall 

Eegrets^  for  the  green  coimtry.     I  might  sit 

In  Maddalo's  great  palace,  and  his  wit 

And  subtle  talk  would  cheer  the  winter  night  seo 

And  make  me  know  myself,  and  the  firelight 

Would  flash  upon  our  faces,  till  the  day 

Might  dawn  and  make  me  wonder  at  my  stay: 

But  I  had  friends  in  London  too :   the  chief 

Attraction  here,  was  that  1  sought  relief  ses 

From  the  deep  tenderness  that  maniac  wrought 

Within  me — 'twas  perhaps  an  idle  thought — 

But  I  imagined  that  if  day  by  day 

I  watched  him,  and  but^  seldom  went  away. 

And  studied  all  the  beatings  of  his  heart  cro 

^Vith  zeal,  as  men  study  some  stubborn  art 

ior  their  own  good,  and  could  by  patience  find 

An  entrance  to  the  caverns  of  liis  mind, 

I  might  reclaim  him  from  this^  dark  estate : 

In  all  previous  etlitionB,  Regret ;  word  but.    Mr.  Kossetti  got  over  the 

^^  the  word  is  plural  in  the  MS.  difficulty  of  the  miBBing  syllable  by 

Here  afain  the  MS.   reHtores  the  accenting  the  ed  of  watched, 
lost  perfection  of  the  work.    Hitherto  •  In    previous    editions  the  word 

^^e  line  has  halted  for  want  of  the  here  is  hU ;  but  I  believe  the  word  in 
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In  friendships  I  had  been  most  foitonate — 

Yet  never  saw  I  one  whom  I  would  call 

More  willingly  my  Mend;  and  this  was  all 

Accomplished  not;  such  dreams  of  baseless  good  ;~: 

Oft  come  and  go  in  crowds  and  solitude 

And  leave  no  trace — ^but  what  I  now  desi^med  «•  *il 

Made  for  long  years  impression  on  my  mind.  L  ^ 

The  following  morning  urged  by  my  afifairs  : 

I  left  bright  Venice.  -^ 


After  many  years 
And  many  changes^  I  returned;  the  name 
Of  Venice,  and  it's  aspect  was  the  same ;  as 

But  Maddalo  was  travelling  far  away 
Among  the  moimtains  of  Armenia. 
His  dog  was  dead.    His  child  had  now  become 
A  woman;  such  as  it  has  been  my  doom 
To  meet  with  few,  a  wonder  of  this  earth  5» 

Where  there  is  little  of  transcendant  worth, 
Like  one  of  Shakespeare's  women:  kindly  she. 
And  with  a  manner  beyond  courtesy, 
Eeceived  her  father's  friend;  and  when  I  asked 
Of  the  lorn  maniac,  she  her  memory  tasked  .'^9s 

And  told  as  she  had  heard  the  mournful  tale. 
"That  the  jKwr  sufferer's  health  began  to  fail 
"Two  years  from  my  departure,  but  that  then 
"The  lady  who  had  left  him,  came  again. 
"Her  mien  had  been  imperious,  but  she  now  goo 

"Looked  meek — ^perhaps  remorse  had  brought  her  low. 
"  Her  coming  made  him  better,  and  they  stayed 
"Together  at  my  father's — for  I  played 


1 


tha  MS.  to  be  meAnt  for  thxM.    It  is  ia  imperfectly  written  in  either  case, 

the  only  word  in  the  whole  MS.  about  ^  In  the  MS.  the  original  word  here 

which  there  is  any  doubt :  it  might  was  icafu2ertn^«,  which  is  canceUed,  and 

powdbly  be  either  Ail  or  tAti ;  but  it  the  word  changes  is  written  above  it. 
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"As  I  remember  with  the  lady's  shawl — 

"I  might  be  six  years  old — ^but  after  all  eos 

"She  left  him"  . . .  "Why,  her  heart  must  have  been  tough  : 

"  How  did  it  end  f   "  And  was  not  this  enough  ? 

"They  met — they  i)arted" — "Child,  is  there  no  more?" 

"Something  within  that  interval  which  bore 

"The  stamp  of  why  they  parted,  how  they  met:  eio 

Tet^  if  thine  agtd  eyes  disdain  to  wet 

"Those  wrinkled  cheeks  with  youth's  remembered  tears, 

"Ask  me  no  more,  but  let  the  silent  years 

"Be  closed  and  cered  over  their  memory 

"As  yon  mute  marble  where  their  corpses  lie."  ois 

I  urged  and  questioned  still,  she  told  me  how 

All  happened — ^but  the  cold  world  shall  not  know. 

^  In  the  MS.  But  stood  originally  in  this  place  :  Yet  is  written  over  it. 


VOL.  in. 
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CANCELLED  PASSAGES  OF  JULIAN  AND 

MADDALO. 

What  thiiik  you  the  dead  are  ? 

Why,  dust  and  clay^ 
Wliat  should  they  be  ? 

Tis  the  last  hour  of  day. 
Look  on  the  west,  how  beautiful  it  is 
Vaulted  with  radiant  vapours!    The  deep  bliss 
Of  that  unutterable  light  has  made 
The  edges  of  that  cloud  fade 

Into  a  hue,  like  some  harmonious  thought, 
Wasting  itself  on  that  which  it  had  wrought. 
Till  it  dies  and  between 

The  light  hues  of  the  tender,  pure,  serene, 
And  infinite  tranquility  of  heaven. 
Aye,  beautiful !  but  when  not .... 

Perhaps  the  only  comfort  which  remains 
Is  the  unheeded  clanking  of  my  chains. 
The  which  I  make,  and  call  it  melody. 

(Qabnett's  Itelici  of  ShdUy,  pp.  78  and  79.) 
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[In  addition  to  the  Fragment  of  Prinee  AthaviMe  there  was  a  selection  of 
smaller   poems  which  Shelley  meant  to  have  published  with  Julian  and 
Maddalo.    In  a  letter  to  Mr.   OlUer,  dated  '<Pisa,  November  10th,   1820,* 
printed  in  the  ShdUy  MemoriaU  (pp.  189  and  140),  he  sajs :  "  I  send  8ome 
poems  to  be  added  to  the  pamphlet  of  JuUan  and  Maddalo,    I  think  yoa 
have  some  other  smaller  poems  belonging  to  that  collection  ....  The  /u/ion 
and  Maddaio,  and   the  accompanying  poems,  are  all   my  saddest  venei' 
raked  up  into  one  heap.    I  mean  to  mingle  more  smiles  with  my  tears  in 
future.*'    These  remarks  may  not  afford  a  sufficient  key  to  the  poems  which 
were  intended ;  but  we  cannot  be  far  wrong  in  selecting  from  the  Potthunumt 
Poenu  all  the  saddest  lyrics  written  before  the  end  of  1820  and  not  published 
till  they  appeared  in  that  volume  in  1824.    It  will  be  remembered  that 
Mrs.  Shelley  recovered  from  Mr.  Oilier  a  quantity  of  MSS.  for  the  purpoees 
of  that  volume  (eventually  issued  by  John  and  Henry   L.  Hunt);  and  it 
is  but  natural  to  assume  that  the  lyrics  for  the  Julian  and  Maddalo  c(^ectiun 
were  among  them.    I  do  not  pretend  to  infallibility  in  the  selection  which, 
on  these  data,  I  have  made  from  the  Potthumou*  Poems,  and  placed  after 
Prince  Athanaee ;  but  it  seems  to  me  that  the  arrangement  must  be  accord- 
ing to  the  spirit  of  Shelley's  intention.--H.  B.  F.] 
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A  FEAGMENT. 


PAET  I. 

There  was  a  youth,  who,  as  with  toil  and  travel. 
Had  growii  quite  weak  and  grey  before  his  time; 
Nor  any  could  the  restless  griefs  unravel 

Which  burned  within  him,  withering  up  his  prime 
And  goading  him,  like  fiends,  &om  land  to  land.  5 

Not  his  the  load  of  any  secret  crime. 

For  nought  of  ill  his  heart  could  understand. 
But  pity  and  wild  sorrow  for  the  same; — 
Not  his  the  thirst  for  glory  or  command 

Baffled  with  blast  of  hope-consuming  shame ;  10 

Nor  evil  joys  which  fire  the  vulgar  breast 
And  quench  in  speedy  smoke  its  feeble  flame. 

Had  left  within  his  soul  their  dark  unrest: 

Nor  what  religion  fables  of  the  grave 

Feared  he, — Philosophy's  accepted  guest.  15 

^  Mrs.  Shelley  places  this  fragment  mous  Poemt, — and  **  Mnrlow,  1817," 

among  poems  written  in  1817.    The  at  the  eod  of  the  Fragments  of  Part 

date  "  December,  1817,"  was  printed  II. 
at  the  end  of  Part  I.  in  the  Posthu- 
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For  none  than  he  a  purer  heart  could  have, 

Or  that  loved  good  more  for  itself  alone; 

Of  nought  in  heaven  or  earth  was  he  the  slave. 

What  sorrow  strange,*  and  shadowy,  and  unknown, 
Sent  him,  a  hopeless  wanderer,  through  mankind  ? —     so 
If  with  a  human  sadness  he  did  groan, 

He  had  a  gentle  yet  aspiring  mind; 
Just,  innocent,  with  varied  learning  fed. 
And  such  a  glorious  consolation  find 

In  others'  joy,  when  aU  their  own  is  dead:  ss 

He  loved,  and  laboured  for  his  kind  in  grief. 
And  yet,  imlike  all  others,  it  is  said. 

That  from  such  toil  he  never  foimd  relief; 

Although  a  child  of  fortune  and  of  power. 

Of  an  ancestral  name  the  orphan  chiel^  30 

His  soul  had  wedded  wisdom,  and  her  dower 
Is  love  and  justice,  clothed  in  which  he  sate 
Apart  from  men,  as  in  a  lonely  tower, 

Pitying  the  timiult  of  their  dark  estate — 

Yet  even  in  youth  did  he  not  e'er  abuse  s5 

The  strength  of  wealth  or  thought,  to  consecrate 

Those  false  opinions  which  the  harsh  rich  use 
To  blind  the  world  they  famish  for  their  pride; 
Nor  did  he  hold  from  any  man  his  dues, 

^  In    the    Posthum/ms   Poems    the  comma    placed    at    chirf.      I   thinly 

adjective    here    is    €Uep :  atrange   is  this  emendation,  which  Mr.  Rossetti 

given  in  the  collected  editions.  adopts,  is  wrong.     The  antithesis  ^ 

'  In  the  Posthumous  Poems  the  full-  tween  wealrh  and  work  is  naturalf" 

stop  is  here ;  but  in  the  later  editions  that    between    wealth    and  wisdi^ 

it  IS  shifted  back  to  rdief,  and  a  stnuned  to  the  last  degree. 
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But  like  a  steward  in  honest  dealings  tried  4o 

With  those  who  toiled  and  wept,  the  poor  and  wise, 
His  riches  and  Ms  cares  he  did  divide. 

Fearless  he  was,  and  scorning  all  disguise. 

What  he  dared  do  or  think,  though  men  might  start, 

He  spoke  with  mild  yet  unaverted  eyes;  46 

Liberal  he  was  of  soul,  and  firank  of  heart, 
And  to  his  many  friends — aU  loved  him  well — 
Whate'er  he  knew  or  felt  he  would  impart, 

If  words  he  found  those  inmost  thoughts  to  teU ; 

K  not,  he  smiled  or  wept ;  and  his  weak  foes  ro 

He  neither  spumed  nor  hated,  though  with  fell 

And  mortal  hate  their  thousand  voices  rose. 
They  past  like  aimless  arrows  from  his  ear — 
Nor  did  his  heart  or  mind  its  portal  close 

To  those,  or  them,  or  any  ^om  life's  sphere  65 

May  comprehend  within  its  wide  array. 
What  sadness  made  that  vernal  spirit  sere? 

He  knew  not.    Though  his  life,  day  after  day. 

Was  failing  like  an  unreplemshed  stream. 

Though  in  his  eyes  a  cloud  and  burthen  lay,  co 

Through  which  his  soul,  like  Vesper's  serene  beam 
Piercing  the  chasms  of  ever  rising  clouds, 
Shone,  softly  burning;  though  his  lips  did  seem 

Like  reeds  which  quiver  in  impetuous  floods; 

And  through  his  sleep,  and  o'er  each  waking  hour,       66 

Thoughts  after  thoughts,  unresting  midtitudes, 
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Were  driven  within  him,  by  some  seciet  power, 
Which  bade  them  blaze,  and  live,  and  roll  afar. 
Like  lights  and  sounds,  &om  haunted  tower  to  tower 

O'er  castled  mountains  borne,  when  tempest's  war 

Is  levied  by  the  night-contending  winds, 

And  the  pale  dalesmen  watch  with  eager  ear; — 

Tliough  such  were  in  his  spirit,  as  the  fiends 
Which  wake  and  feed  on  overliving  woe, — 
What  was  this  grief,  which  ne'er  in  other  minds 

A  mirror  found, — ^lie  knew  not — ^none  could  know; 
But  on  whoe'er  might  question  him  he  turned 
The  light  of  his  frank  eyes,  as  if  to  show, 

He  knew  not  of  the  grief  within  Uiat  burned. 
But  asked  forbearance  with  a  mournful  look; 
Or  spoke  in  words  from  which  none  ever  learned 

The  cause  of  his  disquietude ;  or  shook 

With  spasms  of  silent  passion;  or  turned  pale: 

So  that  his  friends  soon  rarely  undertook 

To  stir  his  secret  pain  without  avail; — 

For  all  who  knew  and  loved  him  then  perceived 

That  there  was  drawn  an  adamantine  veil 

Between  his  heart  and  mind, — ^both  unrelieved 
Wrought  in  his  brain  and  bosom  separate  strife. 
Some  said  that  he  was  mad,  others  believed 

That  memories  of  «an  antenatal  life 

Made  this,  where  now  he  dwelt,  a  penal  hell ; 

And  others  said  that  such  mysterious  grief 
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From  Grod's  displeasure,  like  a  darkness,  fell 

On  souls  like  liis  which  owned  no  higher  law  95 

Than  love ;  love  calm,  steadfast^  invincible 

By  mortal  fear  or  supernatural  awe ; 

And  others, — '*  'Tis  the  shadow  of  a  dream 

Which  the  veiled  eye  of  memory  never  saw  09 

"But  through  the  soul's  abyss,  like  some  dark  stream 
Through  shattered  mines  and  caverns  underground 
Soils,  shaking  its  foundations;  and  no  beam 

"  Of  joy  may  rise,  but  it  is  quenched  and  drowned 

In  the  dim  whirlpools  of  this  dream  obscure, 

Soon  its  exhausted  waters  will  have  found  105 

"  A  lair  of  rest  beneath  thy  spirit  pure, 
0  Athanase! — ^in  one  so  good  and  great, 
Evil  or  timiult  cannot  long  endure." 

50  spake  they:  idly  of  another's  state 

Babbling  vain  words  and  fond  philosophy;  110 

This  was  their  consolation;  such  debate 

Men  held  with  one  another;  nor  did  he 
Like  one  who  labours  with  a  human  woe 
Decline  this  talk :  as  if  its  theme  might  be 

Another,  not  himself,  he  to  and  fro  115 

[Questioned  and  canvassed  it  with  subtlest  wit. 

And  none  but  those  who  loved  him  best  could  know  • 

That  which  he  knew  not,  how  it  galled  and  bit 

His  weary  mind,  this  converse  vain  and  cold; 

For  like  an  eyeless  night-mare  grief  did  sit  i» 
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Upon  his  beiiog;  a  snake  which  fold  by  fold 
Pressed  out  the  life  of  life,  a  clinging  fiend  J: 

Which  clenched  him  if  he  stirred  with  deadlier  hold;— ^ 
And  so  his  grief  remained — ^let  it  remain — ^untold  ^ 


PAET  II. 

FRAGMENT  L 

Prince  Athanase  had  one  belovfed  friend,* 

An  old,  old  man,  with  hair  of  silver  white, 

And  lips  where  heavenly  smiles  would  hang  and  blend 

"With  his  wise  words;  and  eyes  whose  arrowy  light 
Shone  like  the  reflex  of  a  thousand  minds.  s 

He  was  the  last  whom  superstition's  blight 

Had  spared  in  Greece — the  blight  that  cramps  and  blinds,— 

And  in  his  olive  bower  at  (Enoe 

Had  sate  from  earliest  youtL    Like  one  who  finds 

A  fertile  island  in  the  barren  sea,  lo 

One  mariner  who  has  survived  his  mates 
Many  a  drear  month  in  a  great  ship — so  he 

With  soul-sustaining  songs, — and  sweet  debates 

Of  ancient  lore,  there  fed  his  lonely  being : — 

"The  mind  becomes  that  which  it  contemplates," —      is 

^  The  Author  waa  pursuing  a  fuller  development  of  the  ideal  character  of 
AthanaBe,  when  it  struck  him  that  in  an  attempt  at  extreme  refinement  and 
analysiB,  his  conceptionB  might  be  betrayed  into  the  assuming  a  morbid 
character.  The  reader  will  judge  whether  he  is  a  loser  or  gainer  by  this 
difference.— [Sekllet's  Note.] 

'  Said  by  Ifrs.  Shelley  to  be  in-      original  of  the  hermit  in  Loon  and 
tended  for  Dr.  Lind,  Shelley's  friend       Cythna, 
at  Eton,  who  is  also  stated  to  be  the 


;    And  thus  Zonoras,  by  forever  seeing 

Their  bright  creations,  grew  like  wisest  men; 
And  when  he  heard  the  crash  of  nations  fleeing 


A  bloodier  power  than  ruled  thy  ruins  then, 

0  sacred  Hellas!  many  weary  years  20 

He  wandered,  till  the  path  of  Laian's  glen 

Was  grass-grown — and  the  unremembered  tears 
Were  dry  in  Laian  for  their  honoured  chief. 
Who  fell  in  Byzant,  pierced  by  Moslem  spears: — 

And  as  the  lady  looked  with  faithful  grief  25 

From  her  high  lattice  o'er  the  rugged  path, 
Where  she  once  saw  that  horseman  toil,  with  brief 

And  blighting  hope,  who  with  the  news  of  death 

Struck  body  and  soul  as  with  a  mortal  blight, 

She  saw  beneath  the  chesnuts,  far  beneath,  so 

An  old  man  toiling  up,  a  weary  wight; 

And  soon  within  her  hospitable  haU 

She  saw  his  white  hairs  glittering  in  the  light 

Of  the  wood  fire,  and  round  his  shoulders  faU ; 

And  his  wan  visage  and  his  withered  mien  as 

Yet  calm  and  gentle  and  majesticaL 

And  Athanase,  her  child,  who  must  have  been 
Then  three  years  old,  sate  opposite  and  gazed 
In  patient  silence. 
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FRAGMENT  IL 

Such  was  Zonoras;  and  as  daylight  finds 
One^  amaranth  glittering  on  the  path  of  frost, 
When  autumn  nights  have  nipt  aU  weaker  kinds. 

Thus  through*  his  age,  dark,  cold,  and  tempest-tost, 
Shone  truth  upon  Zonoras;  and  he  filled  5 

From  fountains  pure,  nigh  overgrown  and  lost, 

The  spirit  of  Prince  Athanase,  a  child, 
"With  soul-sustaioing  songs  of  ancient  lore 
And  philosophic  wisdom,  clear  and  mild. 

And  sweet  and  subtle  talk  they*  evermore,  10 

The  pupil  and  the  master  shared;  until. 
Sharing  that*  undiminishable  store, 

The  youth,  as  shadows  on  a  grassy  hill 

Outrun  the  winds  that  chase  them,  soon  outran 

His  teacher,  and  did  teach  with  native  skill  15 

Strange  truths  and  new  to  that  experienced  man; 
Still  they  were  friends,  as  few  have  ever  been 
Who  mark  the  extremes  of  life's  discordant  span. 

So^  in  the  caverns  of  the  forest  green. 

Or  by  the  rocks  of  echoing  ocean  hoar,  20 

Zonoras  and  Prince  Athanase  were  seen 


^  In  the  Potthumcus  Poenu,  An;  but  they  ;  but  I  Btrongly  suspect  they  is 

One  in  the  coUected  editions.  the  right  reading. 

'  In  the  collected  editions,  through :  ^  So  in  the  collected  editions  ;  but 

in  the  Potthumout  Poems,  had.  the  in  the  Posthumous  Poems. 

*  So  in  the  Posthumous  Poems;  in  ^  And  in  the  Posthumous  Poems, — 

Mrs.  Shelley's  other  editions,  and  in  ^  in  later  editions. 
Ifr.  Roosetti's,  now  is  substituted  for 
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By  summeT  woodmen;  and  when  winter's  roar 
Sounded  o'er  earth  and  sea  its  blast  of  war, 
The  Balearic  fisher,  driven  from  shore, 

Hanging  upon  the  peaked  wave  af$ur,  25 

Then  saw  their  lamp  from  Laian's  turret  gleam, 
Piercing  the  stormy  darkness  like  a  star, 

Which  pours  beyond  the  sea  one  steadfast  beam, 

Whilst  all  the  constellations  of  the  sky 

Seemed  reeling  through  the  storm.    They  did  but  seem — 

For,  lo !  the  wintry  clouds  are  all  gone  by,  si 

And  bright  Arcturus  through  yon  pines  is  glowing, 
And  far  o'er  southern  waves,  immovably 

Belted  Orion  hangs— warm  Ught  is  flowing 

From  the  young  moon  into  the  sunset's  chasm. —  as 

"  O,  summer  eve  !^  with  power  divine,  bestowing 

"  On  thine  own  bird  the  sweet  enthusiasm 
Which  overflows  in  notes  of  liquid  gladness. 
Filling  the  sky  like  light!   How  many  a  spasm 

"  Of  fevered  brains,  oppressed  with  grief  and  madness. 
Were  lulled  by  thee,  delightful  nightingale!  41 

And  these  soft  waves,  murmuring  a  gentle  sadness, 

**  And  the  far  sighings  of  yon  piny  dale 

Made  vocal  by  some  wind,  we  feel  not  here, — 

I  bear  alone  what  nothing  may  avail  45 

^  In  the  Potthumout  Poenu,  night;  in  kter  editions,  eve. 
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"To  lighten — a  strange  load!" — ITo  human  ear 
Heard  this  lament;  but  o'er  the  visage  wan 
Of  Athanase,  a  ruffling  atmosphere 

Of  dark  emotion,  a  swift  shadow  ran. 
Like  wind  upon  some  forest-bosomed  lake. 
Glassy  and  dark. — ^And  that  divine  old  man 

Beheld  his  mystic  friend's  whole  being  shake. 
Even  where  its  inmost  depths  were  gloomiest — 
And  with  a  calm  and  measured  voice  he  spake, 

And  with  a  soft  and  equal  pressure,  prest 

That  cold  lean  hand: — "Dost  thou  remember  yet 

When  the  curved  moon  then  lingering  in  the  west 

"Paused  in  yon  waves  her  mighty  horns  to  wet. 
How  in  those  beams  we  walked,  half  resting  on  the  se 
'Tis  just  one  year — sure  thou  dost  not  forget — 

"  Then  Plato's  words  of  light  in  thee  and  me 
Lingered  like  moonlight  in  the  moonless  east. 
For  we  had  just  then  read — ^thy  memory 

"  Is  faithful  now — ^the  story  of  the  feast ; 

And  Agathon  and  Diotima  seemed 

From  death  and  dark  forgetfulness  released. 


FRAGMENT  IH 


'TwAS  at  the  season  when  the  Earth  upspnngs 
From  slumber,  as  a  sphered  angel's  child. 
Shadowing  its  eyes  with  green  and  golden  wings. 
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Stands  up  before  its  mother  bright  and  mild, 

Of  whose  soft  voice  the  air  expectant  seems —  6 

So  stood  before  the  sun,  which  shone  and  smiled 

To  see  it  rise  thus  joyous  from  its  dreams. 
The  fresh  and  radiant  Earth.    The  hoary  grove 
Waxed  green — ^and  flowers  burst  forth  like  starry  beams; — 

The  grass  in  the  warm  sun  did  start  and  move,  lo 

And  sea-buds  burst  beneath^  the  waves  serene: — 
How  many  a  one,  though  none  be  near  to  love. 

Loves  then  the  shade  of  his  own  soul,  half  seen 

In  any  mirror — or  the  spring's  young  minions. 

The  wingM  leaves  amid  the  copses  green; —  is 

How  many  a  spirit  then  puts  on  the  pinions 
Of  fancy,  and  outstrips  the  lagging  blast, 
And  lus  own  steps — ^and  over  wide  dominions 

Sweeps  in  his  dream-drawn  chariot,  far  and  fast. 

More  fleet  than  storms — ^the  wide  world  shrinks  below,  20 

When  winter  and  despondency  are  past. 

Twas  at  this  season  that  Prince  Athanase 

Past  the  white  Alps — ^those  eagle-baffling  mountains 

Slept  in  their  shrouds  of  snow ; — ^beside  the  ways 

The  waterfalls  were  voiceless — for  their  fountains  «» 

Were  changed  to  mines  of  sunless  crystal  now. 
Or  by  the  curdling  winds — like  brazen  wings 

*  In  the  Poilhumoui  Poemt,  under, — in  the  coUected  editions,  benecUh, 
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Which  clanged  along  the  mountain's  marble  brow, 
Warped  into  adamantine  fretwork,  hung 
And  filled  with  frozen  light  the  chasm  below. 

FRAGMENT  IV. 

Thou  art  the  wine  whose  drunkenness  is  aU 
We  can  desire,  0  Love!  and  happy  souls. 
Ere  from  thy  vine  the  leaves  of  autumn  fall. 

Catch  thee,  and  feed  from  their  o'erflowing  bowls 
Thousands  who  thirst  for  thy  ambrosial  dew;—  & 

Thou  art  the  radiance  which  where  ocean  rolls 

Investest^  it;  and  when  the  heavens  are  blue 
Thou  fillest  them;  and  when  the  earth  is  fair 
The  shadow*  of  thy  moving  wings  imbue 

Its  desarts  and  its  mountains,  till  they  wear  lo 

Beauty  like  some  bright  robe; — ^thou  ever  soarest 
Among  the  towers  of  men,  and  as  soft  air 

In  spring,  which  moves  the  unawakened  forest, 
Clothing  with  leaves  its  branches  bare  and  bleak, 
Thou  fioatest  among  men ;  and  aye  implorest  n 

That  which  from  thee  they  should  implore : — the  weak 

Alone  kneel  to  thee,  offering  up  the  hearts 

The  strong  have  broken — yet  where  shall  any  seek 

A  garment  whom  thou  clothest  not  ? 


\ 


^  In  the  Potthunums  Poemi  thiB  line  '  Mr.   Rossetti  reftda    shadowt,    I 

stands  thus,  a  foot  short, —  know  of  no  authority  for  this,  and  do 

Inresto  it ;  and  when  heavens  an  blue—  not  believe  Shelley  did  or  would  sacri* 

but  in  the  coUected  editions  it  is  given  fi<»  sound  to  grammar  bytheintro- 

as  in  the  text.     Mr.  Rossetti  substi-  duction  of  the  «.      The  grammar  is 

tutes  invateth  for  invetteit,  ^^  quite  characteristic  without  it 


1 

J 


PRINCE  JLTHANASK. 


145 


FRAGMENT  OF  A  LATER  FART.^ 

Her  hair  was  brown,  her  sphered  eyes  were  brown, 
And  in  their  dark  and  liquid  moisture  swam, 
Like  the  dim  orb  of  the  eclipsed  moon ; 

Yet  when  the  spirit  flashed  beneath,  there  came 
The  light  from  them,  as  when  tears  of  delight 
Double  the  western  planet's  serene  flame.* 


^  Kn.  Shelley  sajB  the  idea  Shelley 
ad  fonned  of  Prince  Athaiuue  was 
a  good  deal  modelled  on  Alattor." 
he  adds,  "  In  the  first  sketch  of  the 
oem  he  Darned  it  Pandemot  and 
rania.  Athanase  seeks  through  the 
ivld  the  One  whom  he  may  love, 
e  meets,  in  the  ship  in  which  he  is 
ibarked,  a  lady,  who  appears  to  him 
embody  his  ideal  of  love  and  beauty. 
It  she  proves  to  be  Pandemos,  or  the 
rthly  and  unworthy  Venus,  who. 


after  disappointing  his  cherished 
dreams  and  hopes,  deserts  him."  The 
six  lines  above  are  descriptive  of  "  the 
lady  who  can  really  reply  to  his  soul," 
and  who,  on  his  death-bed,  "  comes 
and  kisses  his  lips."  In  this  scheme 
will  be  traced  a  resemblance  to  i^ipjy- 
chidion  as  well  as  to  AUuior, 

'  This  last  word  is  framt  in  previous 
editions  :  it  iBjlame  in  the  MS.,  which 
is  in  the  possession  of  Sir  Percy  Shel- 
ley. 


VOL.  ni. 
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>9 


LINES.  1 


I. 


(( 


The  cold  earth  slept  below ; 
Above  the  cold  sky  shone; 
And  all  around, 
With  a  chilling  sound, 
From  caves  of  ice  and  fields  of  snow, 
The  breath  of  night  like  death  did  flow 
Beneath  the  sinking  moon. 

IL 

The  wintry  hedge  was  black, 
The  green  grass  was  not  seen, 
The  birds  did  rest 
On  the  bare  thorn's  breast. 
Whose  roots,  beside  the  pathway  track, 
Had  bound  their  folds  o*er  many  a  crack 
Which  the  frost  had  made  between. 


III. 

Thine  eyes  glowed  in  the  glare 
Of  the  moon's  dying  light; 
As  a  fen-fire's  beam. 
On  a  sluggish  stream. 


^  Placed  by  Mrs.  Shelley  among  the      vember,  1815,"  inBcribed  at  th' 
Early  Poems,"  with  the  date  "  No- 
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Gleams  dimly — so  the  moon  shone  there, 
And  it  yellowed  the  strings  of  thy  tangled  hair 
That  shook  in  the  wind  of  night. 

IV. 

The  moon  made  thy  lips  pale,  beloved;- 
The  wind  made  thy  bosom  cliill; 
The  night  did  shed 
On  thy  dear  head 
Its  frozen  dew,  and  thou  didst  lie 
Where  the  bitter  breath  of  the  naked  sky 
Might  visit  thee  at  wilL 


DEATH.  1 

I. 

Death  is  here  and  death  is  there, 
Death  is  busy  everywhere. 
All  around,  within,  beneath, 
Above  is  death — and  we  are  death. 

n. 

Death  has  set  his  mark  and  seal 
On  all  we  are  and  all  we  feel. 
On  all  we  know  and  all  we  fear. 


III. 

First  our  pleasures  die — ^and  then 

Our  hopes,  and  then  our  fears — ^and  when 

^  lira.  Shelley  placet  this  poem  among  thoae  ol  18S0. 

L  2 
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These  are  dead,  the  debt  is  due, 
Dust  claiins  dust — and  we  die  too. 

IV. 

All  things  that  we  love  and  cherish, 
Like  ourselves  must  fade  and  perish^ 
Such  is  our  rude  mortal  lot — 
Love  itself  would,  did  they  not. 


LINES.  1 

I. 

That  time  is  dead  for  ever,  child. 
Drowned,  frozen,  dead  for  ever! 

We  look  on  the  past 

And  stare  aghast 
At  the  spectres  wailing,  pale  and  ghast. 
Of  hopes  which  thou  and  I  beguiled 

To  death  on  life's  dark  river. 

II. 

The  stream  we  gazed  on  then,  rolled  by; 
Its  waves  are  unreturning; 

But  we  yet  stand 

In  a  lone  land. 
Like  tombs  to  mark  the  memory 
Of  hopes  and  fears,  which  fade  and  flee* 
In  the  light  of  life's  dim  morning. 


^  Mre.  Shelley  places  this    among      ber  6th,  1817." 
poems  of   1817  :   in  the  Posthumous  *  In  Mr.  Rossetti's  edition 

PotmM  it  is  dated  at  the  end, "  Novem-      changed  to  fiy. 
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DEATH.  1 


I. 


They  die — the  dead  return  not — Misery 

Sits  near  an  open  grave  and  calls  them  over, 
A  Youth  with  hoary  hair  and  haggard  eye — 

They  are  the*  names  of  kindred,  friend  and  lover. 
Which  he  so  feebly  calls^ — ^they  all  are  gone! 
Fond  wretch,  all  dead,  those  vacant  names  alone, 
This  most  familiar  scene,  my  pain — 
These  tombs  alone  remain. 


II. 

Misery,  my  sweetest  friend — oh !   weep  no  more ! 

Thou  wilt  not  be  consoled — I  wonder  not! 
For  I  have  seen  thee  from  thy  dwelling's  door 

Watch  the  calm  sunset  with  them,  and  this  spot 
Was  even  as  bright  and  calm,  but  transitory. 
And  now  thy  hopes  are  gone,  thy  hair  is  hoary; 
Tliis  most  familiar  scene,  my  pain — 
These  tombs  alone  remain. 


'  ClaBsed  by  Mrs.  Shelley  among  sary,  is  omitted  in  Mrs.  Shelley*8  edi- 

the  poems  of  1817.  tions  of  1839  and  onward. 

'  The  word  the,  which  stands  here  *In  the  PotthuinoutPoemt,caUedf — 

in  thePotthumoui  Poemi,  and  is  neces-  in  the  collected  editions,  colli. 
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SONG, 

ON  A  FADED  VIOLET.^ 

I. 

The  odour  £rom  the  flower  is  gone. 
Which  like  thy  kisses  breathed  on  me; 

The  colour  from  the  flower  is  flown. 
Which  glowed  of  thee,  and  only  thee  !* 

a 

A  shrivelled,'  lifeless,  vacant  form, 
It  lies  on  my  abandoned  breast^ 

And  mocks  the  heart  which  yet  is  warm 
With  cold  and  silent  rest. 

III. 

I  weep — ^my  tears  revive  it  not! 

I  sigh — ^it  breathes  no  more  on  me ; 
Its  mute  and  imcomplaining  lot 

Is  such  as  mine  should  be. 


^'Mn.    Shelley  '"clmwoo    this    Bong  *  This  stann  is  prtnte 

among  poeoui  written  in  1818.    In  Potthumoui  Poemi:  Mr.  1 

the  Potikumout  Poena,  it  is  headed  it  is  the  same  in  the  M& 

Song,  on  a  Faded   VioUL    In  Mn.  lected  editions  it  reads  Uii 

Shelley's  later  editions,  the  word  Song  xbe  colour  fttnn  the  flower  i 

is  dropped ;  and  in  Mr.  Rossetti's,  Dead  Which  like  thy  sweet  eyes 

is  substituted  for  Faded.    In  an  auto-  ''''Slrf^'^^™  *?®J?r"  ^ 

graph  MS.  of  the  poem  described  by  ^^  breathed  of  thee  ai 

Mr.  Roesetti,  the  heading  is  To  Mite  It  is  quite  possible  that  I 

.    This  Ma  was  sent  to  Miss  are  Shelley's,  but  not  imi 

Sophia  Staoey  on  the  7th  of  March  Mrs.  Shelley  altered  the  sti 

1820,  as  *'  a  few  old  stanzas,"  and  was  *  In  the  Poethumoue  Pi 

communicated    to    Mr.   Roesetti    by  led, — in  Mrs.  Shelley's  la 

Lieutenant  Colonel  C.  Parker  Catty  withered, 
and  his  brother,  Mr.  C.  S.  Catty. 


**  TIDE  SUK  IS  WABM,  THE  SKY  IS  GLEAB." 
/ 
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STANZAS.^ 

WRITTEN  IK  DEJECTION,  NEAB  NAPLES. 

I. 

The  stm  is  wann,  the  sky  is  clear, 

The  waves  are  dancing  fast  and  bright, 
Blue  isles  and  snowy  mountains  wear 
The  purple  noon's  transparent  might, 
The  breath  of  the  moist  earth  is  light,^ 
Around  its  unexpanded  buds; 

Like  many  a  voice  of  one  delight, 
The  winds,  the  birds,  the  ocean  floods. 
The  City's  voice  itself  is  soft  like  Solitude's. 

II. 

I  see  the  Deep's  untrampled  floor 

With  green  and  purple  seaweeds  strown; 

I  see  the  waves  upon  the  shore, 

like  light  dissolved  in  star-showers,  thrown 


^  These  stazuEas  are  given  by  Hn. 
Shelley  among  the  poems  of  1818  in 
tiie  collected  editions  ;  and  in  the  Pott' 
humoui  Poems  the  date  "December, 
1818,"  is  printed  at  the  end. 

'  In  the  Potthumout  Poena  this  line 
does  not  occur ;  but  in  that  and  Mrs. 
Shelley's  other  editions  the  line  before 
eods  with  light, — probably  owing  to 
transcriber  or  printer  haying  run  two 
linesinto  one.  When  the  missing  line 
was  restored,  the  word  air  was  printed 
where  earth  is  given  in  the  text.  The 
words  earth  and  might  rest  on  Mr. 
Ckimett's  authority :  he  has  seen 
them  in  Shelley's  writing ;  and  in  the 
absence  of  any  second  copy  of  equal 
authority,   that  evidence  is  decisive. 


Medwin's  desperate  inaccuracy  in  quo- 
tation &a  makes  his  evidence  of 
little  account ;  but  he,  in  pointing  out 
Mrs.  Shelley's  omission  of  the  line, 
gives 

The  purple  noon's  tnmporent  m«0JU,— 
The  breath  of  the  WMf  wind  ii  U^t> 

and  he  says  he  copied  the  poem  from 
Shelley's  MS.  into  a  commonplace 
book.  Those  who  care  to  follow  up 
any  thread,  however  frail,  in  unravel- 
ling the  growth  of  Shelley's  verse, 
should  ret^  for  what  it  is  worth. 
Medwin's  account  of  the  genesis  of 
this  poem  (Hfe  of  Shelley,  VoL  I,  p. 
824  et  teq.), — said  to  have  been  called 
forth  by  the  tragic  end  of  an  unknown 
adorer  of  the  poet's. 
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I  sit  upon  the  sands  alone, 
The  lightning  of  the  noon-tide  ocean 

Is  flashing  round  me,  and  a  tone 
Arises  fix)m  its  measured^  motion, 
How  sweet !  did  any  heart  now  share  in  my  emotion. 

ni. 
Alas!  I  have  nor  hope  nor  health, 

Nor  peace  within  nor  calm  around. 
Nor  that  content  surpassing  wealth 

The  sage  in  meditation  foimd. 

And  walked  with  inward  glory  crowned — 
Nor  fame,  nor  power,  nor  love,  nor  leisure. 

Others  I  see  whom  these  surround — 
Smiling  they  live  and  call  life  pleasure; — 
To  me  that  cup  has  been  dealt  in  another  measure. 

IV. 

Yet  now  despair  itself  is  mild, 

Even  as  the  winds  and  waters  are; 
I  could  lie  down  like  a  tired  child. 

And  weep  away  the  life  of  care 

Which  I  liave  borne  and  yet  must  bear, 
Till  death  like  sleep  might  steal  on  me. 

And  I  might  feel  in  the  warm  air 
My  cheek  grow  cold,  and  hear  the  sea 
Breathe  o'er  my  dying*  brain  its  last  monotony. 

V. 

Some  might  lament  that  I  were  cold. 
As  I,  when  this  sweet  day  is  gone, 

^  Medwin  reads  lus  evidence  in  favour  of  the  authei 

AxiaeB  from  its  mingled  moUon,  ^^  o^  ^  transcripts.     The   epit 

How  tweet  I  if  any  heart  cotUd  than  inmy  is  Shelley-like,  and  yet  titd  the  1 

«™o**<M^  imperfectly,  so  that  it  would  be  lik 

'  Medwin  reads  outworn  for  dying.  to  be  removed  after  Medwin  had 

This  variation  commends  itself  to  me  pied  the  poem. 
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WMch  my  lost  hearty  too  soon  grown  old, 

Insults  with  this  untimely  moan; 

They  might  lament — for  I  am  one 
Whom  men  love  not, — and  yet  r^ret, 

Unlike  this  day,  which,  when  the  sim 
Shall  on  its  stainless  glory  set. 
Will  linger,  though  enjoyed,  like  joy  in  memory  yet 


AUTUMN  :i 


A  DIRGE. 


I. 

The  warm  sim  is  failing,  the  bleak  wind  is  wailing, 
The  bare  boughs  are  sighing,  the  pale  flowers  are  dying, 

And  the  year 
On  the  earth  her  death-bed,  in  a  shroud  of  leaves  dead, 

Is  lying. 

Come,  months,  come  away, 

From  November  to  May, 

In  your  saddest  array; 

Follow  the  bier 

Of  the  dead  cold  year, 
And  like  dim  shadows  watch  by  her  sepulchre. 

II. 

The  chill  rain  is  falling,  the  nipt  worm  is  crawling, 
The  rivers  are  swelling,  the  thunder  is  knelling 

For  the  year; 

^  Mrs.  Shelley  places  this  among  poems  written  in  1820. 
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The  blithe  swallows  are  flown,  and  the  lizaids  each  ( 

To  his  dwelling; 

Come,  months,  come  away ; 

Put  on  white,  black,  and  grey; 

Let  yonr  light  sisters  play — 

Ye,  follow  the  bier 

Of  the  dead  cold  year. 
And  make  her  grave  green  with  tear  on  tear. 


THE    MASK    OF    ANARCHY. 


[The  Mtuk  of  Anarchy  was  written  in  1819  on  the  oocudon  of  the  in&mous 

Peterloo  afiair,  and  was  sent  to  Leigh  Hunt^  for  publication  in  The  Examiner, 

before  November,  1819.    Hunt  did  not  publish  it  then,  but  issued  it  in 

1882  in  a  little  volume,  with  a  preface  of   considerable  interest,  reprinted 

in  the  appendix  to  the  present  volume.     The  title  of  this  volume  runs  as 

follows  :   "  The  Masque  of  Anarchy.     A  PoeuL    By  Percy  Byssbe  Shelley. 

Now  first  published,  with  a  Preface  by  Leigh  Hunti"    There  is  a  motto  from 

Loon  and  Cythna, — 

"Bape  iB  strong  ; 
JnstiM  and  Truth  their  winged  child  have  foand. 

The  imprint  is  "  London  :  Edward  Moxon,  64,  New  Bond  Street^  1883."  The 
MS.  from  which  the  poem  is  now  given  is  that  sent  to  Leigh  Hunt ;  and  it 
is  headed,  in  Shelley's  writing,  The  Matk  of  Anarchy  written  on  the  oceaHon  of 
the  MoMocre  at  Manchester.  It  is  mainly  in  Mrs.  Shelley's  handwriting  ;  and  I 
am  strongly  under  the  impression  that  it  was  dictated  by  Shelley  from  his 
rough  notes ; — for  there  are  lines  filled  in  in  his  writing,  as  if  he  had,  in 
the  ardour  of  recomposition,  told  his  amanuensis  not  to  wait  when  there 
was  any  hitch,  but  to  go  on  and  leave  blanks  for  him  to  fill.  The  insertions 
and  oorrectioDS  in  his  writing  are  made  with  a  much  broader  pen  (or 
heavier  pressure)  than  was  used  by  Mrs.  Shelley;  and  this  fact  is  valuable 
in  proving  that  he  went  over  the  whole  MS.  very  carefully  after  her.  The 
corrections  in  pimctuation  and  minor  detail,  with  the  heavier  pen,  are  very 
numerous.  Some  of  them  are  specified  in  my  notes;  and  Mr.  G.  I.  F. 
Tupper  has  produced  a  fac-simile  (inserted  opposite)  of  some  of  the  altered 
stanzas.  I  am  indebted  to  Mr.  Townshend  Mayer  for  the  use  of  this  most 
valuable  MS.— H.  B.  F.] 


^/^^^^^^^/n*-/^  A/^"W^. 


^^ 


/^A^t^ 


>7/  /^  /\  I  ^ 
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THE    MASK    OF    ANARCHY 


OlITTEN  ON  THE  OCCASION  OF  THE  MASSACEE 

AT  MANCHESTER^ 


I. 

As  I  lay  asleep  in  Italy 
There  came  a  voice  firom  over  the  Sea, 
And  with  great  power  it  forth  led  mo 
To  walk  in  the  visions  of  Poesy. 

11. 

I  met  Murder  on  the  way — 
He  had  a  mask  like  Castlereagh — 
Very  smooth  he  looked,  yet  grim; 
Seven  blood-hounds  followed  him: 

III. 

All  were  fat ;   and  well  they  might 

Be  in  admirable  plight, 

For  one  by  one,  and  two  by  two. 

He  tossed  them  human  hearts  to  chew 

"Which  from  his  wide  cloak  he  drew. 

^  Am  this  poem  is  distinctly  headed  now  unusual,  is  his,  and  unimpetch- 

n  SheUey's  writing  I  see  no  reason  able  ;  and  there  can  be  no  use  in  any 

or  suppressing  any  part  of  the  title.  longer  dropping  the  word  mauacre. 
rhe  spiking  of  the  word  Maskf  though 
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IV. 


Next  came  Fraud,  and  he  had  on, 
like  Eldon,^  an  ermined'  gown; 
His  big  tears,  for  he  wept  well. 
Turned  to  mill-stones  as  they  feU. 


V. 


And  the  little  children,  who 

Bound  his  feet  played  to  and  fro, 

Thinking  every  tear  a  gem. 

Had  their  brains  knocked  out  by  them.' 


VL 


Clothed  with  the  Bible,  as  with  light,* 
And  the  shadows*  of  the  night, 
like  Sidmouth,  next,  H}rpocrisy 
On  a  crocodile  rode  by. 


VII. 


And  many  more  Destructions  played 
In  this  ghastly  masquerade. 
All  disguised,  even  to  the  eyes, 
like  Bishops,  lawyers,  peers  or  spies. 


^  In  all  previous  editions  we  read 
Like  Lord  Eldon;  and  so  the  line 
originally  stood  in  the  MS. ;  but  Lord 
is  carefully  obliterated  with  the  broad 
pen  (Shelley's) ;  and  I  presume  Hunt 
restored  it  on  his  own  authority  for 
the  sake  of  the  rhythm, — not  noticing 
that  the  omission  of  the  title  corres- 
ponds with  the  manner  of  mentioning 
CasUereagh  and  Sidmouth,  and  with 
the  democratic  spirit  of  the  poem. 
To  my  mind,  the  rhythm  also  is  bet- 
tered by  the  omission ;  but  in  a  ques- 
tion of  prosody  one  ought  perhaps  to 
defer  to  Leigh  Hunt.  This,  however, 
is  a  question  of  intention  ;  and  I  can- 
not doubt  that  it  was  Shelley's  deli- 


berate intention  to  cancel  the  word 
Lord, 

'  So  in  the  MS.,  and  in  Hunt's 
edition,  but  ermine  in  Mrs.  Shelley's 
editions. 

*  I  have  referred  in  Vol  II  (p.  SiO) 
to  the  repetition  of  this  idea  in  SweU' 
foot  tht  TyranL  The  student  of  Shel- 
ley's mind  will  doubtless  turn  back 
and  compare  the  passages. 

^  It  would  seem  that  Shelley  meant 
to  write  a  note  on  this  line  ;  for  there 
is  an  asterisk  here  in  the  MS.,  and  a 
space  left  at  the  foot  of  the  paper. 

"  So  in  the  MS.,  and  in  Hunt's 
edition,  but  ihadow  in  Mrs.  ShaQ^s 
editions. 
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VIIL 

Last  came  Anarchy:  he  rode 

On  a  white  horse,  splashed  with  blood ; 

He  was  pale  even  to  the  lips, 

Like  Death  in  the  Apocalypse.^ 

IX, 

And  he  wore  a  kingly  crown; 
And  in  his  grasp'  a  sceptre  shone; 
On  his  brow  this  mark  I  saw — 
"  I  AM  God,  and  King,  and  Law!"^ 

X. 

With  a  pace  stately  and  fast. 
Over  English  land  he  past, 
TrampUng  to  a  mire  of  blood 
The  adoring  multitude. 

XI. 

And  a  mighty  troop  around. 

With  their  trampling  shook  the  ground. 

Waving  each  a  bloody  sword, 

For  the  service  of  their  Lord. 

XII. 
And  with  glorious  triumph,  they 
Eode  thro'  England  proud  and  gay,* 
Drunk  as  with  intoxication 
Of  the  wine  of  desolation. 


^  Mr.  Roflsetti  is  right  in  surmising 
hst  the  confusion  between  Death  and 
is  hone  is  not  attributable  to  print- 
Ks  error.  The  passage  stands  in  the 
f  S.  as  above. 

'  The  original  word  here  was  hand  ; 
at  gratp  is  substituted  in  Shelley's 
Titing ;  and  so  Leigh  Hunt  printed 
^  Mn.  Shelley  gives  the  second  line 
lus: 

Tn  hi«  hantl  a  M^tro  ahoiie  ; 


and  Mr.  Rossetti  follows  this  reading. 
Hunt  makes  the  third  line  begin  with 
A  ndf  but  without  the  authority  of  the 
MS. 

s  This  Une  is  doubly  underlined, — 
I  presume  to  indicate  small  oapitaJs ; 
and  the  capitals  for  Ood^  King,  and 
Law  are  supplied  with  SheUey*s  pen, 
the  words  having  been  written  without 
capitals  by  Mrs.  Shelley. 

^  This  comma  is  wanting  in  the  MS. 
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XIII. 

O'er^  fields  and  towns,  &om  sea  to  sea, 
Past  the  Pageant  swift  and  free, 
Tearing  up,  and  trampling  down; 
Till  they  came  to  London  town. 

XIV. 

And  each  dweller,  panic-stricken. 
Felt  his  heart  with  terror  sicken 
Hearing  the  tempestuous*  cry 
Of  the  triumph  of  Anarchy. 

XV. 

For  with  pomp  to  meet  him  came,' 
Clothed  in  arms  like  blood  and  flame. 
The  hired  murderers,  who  did  sing 
"Thou  art  God,  and  Law,  and  King. 

XVI. 

"We  have  waited,  weak  and  lone 

"For  thy  coming.  Mighty  One! 

"Our  purses  are  empty,  our  swords  are  cold, 

"Give  us  glory,  and  blood,  and  gold." 

xvn. 

Lawyers  and  priests,  a  motley  crowd. 
To  the  earth  their  pale  brows  bowed ; 
Like  a  bad  prayer  not  over  loud, 
Whispering — "Thou  art  Law  and  God." — 


^  Over  origiiudly  in  the  MS.,— cor-  *  This  is  one  of  the  UncB  writte 

rected  bj  Shelley  to  O'er,  by  Shelley,  and  it  has  no  oomm 

'  So  in  the  MS.,  and  in  the  editions  the  end.    As  originally  written 

of  Hunt  and  Mr.  Roaaetti ;  but  in  Mrs.  Mrs.  Shellev,  the  Une  oonsiata  ol 

Shelley'a  editions  trtmendow.  words  For  f rem  and  a  blank. 


THE  MASK   OF  ANARGUr.  161 

XVIII. 

Then  all  cried  with  one  accord, 
"  Thou  art  King,  and  God,  and  Lord  ;  ^ 
"Anarchy,  to  thee  we  bow. 
Be  thy  name  made  holy  now!" 


(( 


XIX. 

And  Anarchy,  the  Skeleton, 
Bowed  and  grinned  to  every  one, 
As  well  as  if  his  education 
Had  cost  ten  millions  to  the  nation. 


XX. 

For  he  knew  the  Palaces 
Of  our  Kings  were  nightly  liis ; 
His  the  sceptre,  crown,  and  globe. 
And  the  gdd-inwoven  robe. 

XXI. 

So  he  sent  his  slaves  before 
To  seize  upon  the  Bank  and  Tower, 
And  was  proceeding  with  intent 
To  meet  his  pensioned  Parliament 

XXII. 

When  one  fled  past,^  a  maniac  maid. 
And  her  name  was  Hope,  she  said: 
But  she  looked  more  like  Despair, 
And  she  cried  out  in  the  air: 


^  So  in  the  MS.  and  Hunt's  edition,  '  Whm  onepoiMediB  the  original  read- 
but  JTtn^,  and  Law  and  Lord,  in  Mrs.  ing  in  Mrs.  Shelley's  WTiting :  JUdpa$t 
SheUey's  and  Mr.  Roesetti's.  is  subttitated  for  paued  in  Shelley's. 

VOL.  m.  M 
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it 


It 


"My  father  Time  is  weak  and  grey 
"  With  waiting  for  a  better  day ; 

See  how  idiot-like  he  stands, 
Tumbling^  with  his  palsied  bands! 

XXIV. 

He  has  had  child  aflber  child, 
"  And  the  dust  of  death  is  piled 
"Over  every  one  but  me — 
"  Misery,  oh,  Misery !" 

XXV. 

Then  she  lay  down  in  the  street. 
Eight  before  the  horses*  feet, 
Expecting,  with  a  patient  eye. 
Murder,  Fraud  and  Anarchy. 

XXVI. 

When  between  her  and  her  foes 
A  mist,  a  light,  an  image  rose. 
Small  at  first,  and  weak,  and  frail 
Like  the  vapour*  of  a  vale: 

XXVII. 

Till  as  clouds  grow  on  the  blast, 
Like  tower-crowned  giants  striding  fast. 
And  glare  with  lightnings  as  they  fly. 
And  speak  in  thunder  to  the  sky. 


'  So  in  the  MS.,  and  in  the  editions  rapoun;  but  the  «  is  strudL  out  with 

of  Hunt  and  Mr.  Rossetti,  but  Tremb'  the  broad  pen.     In  the  MS.  it  is  a, 

Una  in  those  of  Mrs.  Shelley.  not  the  vale, 

'The  original  word  in  the  MS.  was 
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xxvni. 

It  grew — a  Shape  arrayed  in  mail 
Brighter  than  the  viper's  scale, 
And  upborne  on  wings  whose  grain 
Was  as  the  light  of  sonny  rain. 

XXIX. 

On  its  helm,  seen  far  away, 
A  planet,  like  the  Morning's,  lay; 
And  those  plumes  its^  light  rained  thro' 
like  a  shower  of  crimson  dew. 

With  step  as  soft  as  wind  it  past 
O'er  the  heads  of  men — so  fast 
That  they  knew  the  presence  there. 
And  looked, — and  all  was  empty  air. 

XXXI. 

As  flowers  beneath  May's  ^  footstep  waken, 
As  stars  from  Night's  loose  hair  are  shaken, 
As  waves  arise  when  loud  winds  call. 
Thoughts  sprung  where'er  that  step  did  fall.' 

XXXII. 

And  the  prostrate  multitude 
Looked — and  ankle-deep  in  blood, 
Hope,  that  maiden  most  serene, 
Was  walking  with  a  quiet  mien: 


^  This  word  was  printed  t«  instead  tione,   May't  foGUtep9:   in    the   MS. 

ofitt  inall  editions  till  Mr.  Roesetti  3fo/« /oo^tep,  which  correspondfl  with 

corrected  it  on  surmise.     The  correc-  tUp  in  the  last  line  of  the  stanza, 

tion  is  confirmed  by  the  MS.  '  This  full-point  is  the  only  stop  in 

*  In  Hunt's  edition,  thefootttep  :  in  this  stanza  in  the  MS. 
Mm.  Shelley's  and  Mr.  Roeaetti's  edi- 

M  2 
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XXXUL 

And  Anarchy,  the  ghastly  birth. 

Lay  dead  earth  upon  the  earth ; 

The  Horse  of  Death  tameless  as  wind 

Fled,  and  with  his  hoofs  did  grind 

To  dust,  the  murderers  thronged  behind.^ 

xxxiv. 

A  rushing  light  of  clouds  and  splendour, 
A  sense  awakening  and  yet  tender 
Was  heard  and  felt — and  at  its  close 
These  words  of  joy  and  fear  arose 

XXXV. 

As  if  their  own  indignant  Earth 
Which  gave  the  sons  of  England  birtli 
Had  felt  their^  blood  upon  her  brow. 
And  shuddering  with  a  mother's  throe 

XXXVI. 

Had  turned  every  drop  of  blood 
By  which  her  face  had  been  bedewed 
To  an  accent  unwithstood, — 
As  if  lier  heart  had  cried  aloud  : 

XXXVII. 

"  Men  of  England,  heirs  of  Glory, 
Heroes  of  unwritten  story. 
Nurslings  of  one  mighty  Mother, 
Hopes  of  her,  and  one  another ; 


^  The  last  three  lines  of  this  stanza      at  earth,  in  the  second  line, 
are  in  Shelley's  writing,  punctuated  as  '  Mrs.  Shelley    had  wri 

above.    There  is  no  stop  in  the  MS.       Shelley  chcmged  it  to  their. 
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XXXVIII. 

"Rise  like  lions  after  slumber 
In  nnvanquishable  number/ 
Sliake  your  chains  to  earth  like  dew 
Which  in  sleep  had  fallen  on  you — 
Ye  are  many — they  are  few.^ 

XXXIX. 

"  What  is  Freedom  ? — ^ye  can  tell 
That  which  slavery  is,  too  well — 
For  its  very  name  has  grown 
To  an  echo  of  your  own. 

XL. 

"*Tis  to  work  and  have  such  pay 
As  just  keeps  life  from  day  to  day 
In  your  limbs,  as  in  a  cell 
For  the  tyrants*  use  to  dwelP 

XLI. 

"So  that  ye  for  them  are  made 
Loom,  and  plough,  and  sword,  and  spade, 
With  or  without  your  own  will  bent 
To  their  defence  and  nourishment. 

XLII. 

"'Tis  to  see  your  children  weak 
With  their  mothers  pine  and  peak. 
When  the  winter  winds  are  bleak, — 
They  are  dying  whilst  I  speak. 


'  This  comma  is  not  in  the  MS.  in  the  MS. ;   and  I  think  the  next 

^  Hunt  omitted  this  line.  stanzais  meant  tobe  readoontinuoualy 

'  This  line  is  generally  printed  with  with  this, 
colon  at  the  end  :  there  is  no  8top 
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XLIIL 

"'Tis  to  hunger  for  such  diet 
As  the  rich  man  in  his  riot 
Casts  to  the  fat  dogs  that  lie 
Surfeiting  beneath  his  eye; 

XLIV. 

"  Tis  to  let  the  Ghost  of  Gold 
Take  from  Toil  a  thousandfold 
More  than  e'er^  its  substance  could 
In  the  tyrannies  of  old. 

XLV. 

"  Paper  coin — that  forgery 
Of  the  title  deeds,  which  ye 
Hold  to  sometliing  of  the  worth 
Of  the  inheritance  of  Earth. 

XLVI. 

"Tis  to  be  a  slave  in  soul 
And  to  hold  no  strong  controul 
Over  your  own  wills,  but  be 
All  that  others  make  of  ye. 

XLVII. 

"And  at  length  when  ye  complain 
With  a  murmur  weak  and  vain 
'Tis  to  see  the  Tyrant's  crew 
Hide  over  your  wives  and  you — 
Blood  is  on  the  grass  like  dew. 

'  In  the  MS.,  ere 
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XLVin. 

it  is  to  feel  revenge 
[y  thirsting  to  exchange 
for  blood — ^and  wrong  for  wrong — 
t  thus  when  ye  are  strong. 

xux. 

I  find  rest,  in  narrow  nest 
weary  of  their  wingid  quest; 
find  fare,  in  woody  lair 
storm  and  snow  are  in  the  air.^ 

;,  swine,  have  litter  spread 
dth  fitting  food  are  fed; 
ings  have  a  home  but  one — 


Oh,  Englishman,  liast  none ! 

LI. 

is  Slavery — savage  men, 
d  beasts  within  a  den 
endure  not  as  ye  do — 
ich  ills  they  never  knew. 

LII. 

i  art  thou  Freedom  ?  0 !  could  slaves 
r  from  their  living  graves 
emand — tyrants  would  flee 
dream's  dim  imagery: 


alley's  editions  (followed  But  as  this  stanza  does  not  occur  in 

i  in  tbii*  reaixjct),  there  the  MS.  reviaed  for  press  by  SheUey, 

:weeu  XLIX  aud  L,  as  I  presume  it  was  deliberately  (and  I 

think  wisely)  rejected  by  him.     If  so, 

.  have  M  home,  it  WES   probably   recovered  from  his 

aUy  toU  they  erne ;  rough  notes.     Hunt  reads  the  for  their 

.gB,  Mrhen  the  wind  ro:.; ;,  •     i?       „  ,,r  -tanza  XLIX 

within  vfAnu  iUH.vH.  ^  ""^  Z  OX  SWinza  AijlA. 
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un. 

"Thou  art  not,  as  impostors  say, 
A  shadow  soon  to  pass  away, 
A  superstition,  and  a  name 
Echoing  from  the  cave*  of  Fame. 

LTvr. 

"For  the  labourer  thou  art  bread. 
And  a  comely  table  spread 
From  his  daily  labour  come 
To*  a  neat  and  happy  home. 

LV. 

"Thou  art  clothes,  and  fire,  and  food 
For  the  trampled  midtitude — 
No— in  countries  that  are  free 
Such  starvation  cannot  be 
As  in  England  now  we  see. 

LVI. 

"To  the  rich  thou  art  a  check, 
When  liis  foot  is  on  the  neck 
Of  his  victim,  thou  dost  make 
That  he  treads  upon  a  snake. 

LVII. 

"  Thou  art  Justice — ne'er  for  gold 
May  thy  righteous  laws  be  sold 
As  laws  are  in  England — thou 
Shield'st®  alike  the  high  and  low. 


^  In  the  MS.  caves  originally ;  but  editions, 
the  s  is  struck  through  with  the  broad  ^  So  in  the  MS.,  and  in  Hunt 

pen  :  nevertheless  Hunt  printed  cares.  Mr.  Rossetti's  editions,  but  Sh 

Mrs.  Shelley  and  Mr.  Rossetti  give  cave.  in  Mrs.  Shelley's. 

•  So  in  the  MS. :   In  in   previoiis 
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LVIII. 

*'Thou  art  Wisdom — ^Freemen  never 
Dream  that  God  will  damn^  for  ever 
All  who  think  those  things  untrue 
Of  which  Priests  make  such  ado. 

LIX. 

"Thou  art  Peace — ^never  by  thee 
Would  blood  and  treasure  wasted  be 
As  tyrants  wasted  them,*  when  all 
Leagued  to  quench  thy  flame  in  Graul. 

LX. 

'*  What  if  English  toil  and  blood 
Was  poured  forth,  even  as  a  flood? 
It  availed,  Oh,  Liberty ! 
To  dim,  but  not  extinguish  thee. 

LXI. 

"Thou  art  Love — the  rich  have  kist 
Thy  feet,  and  like  him  following  Christ, 
Give*  their  substance  to  the  free 
And  thro'  the  rough  world  follow  thee 

LXII. 

"  Or*  turn  their  wealth  to  arms,  and  make 
War  for  thy  beloved  sake 


'  Hunt  printed  these  words  as  Frtt' 
n  never  dreams  that  Ood  wiU  damn : 
8.  Shelley  substituted /reem«n  never 
nm  that  God  will  doom.  Mr.  Ros- 
ti,  striking  a  balance  between  the 
0  texts,  arrived  at  the  right  read- 
;, — ^that  given  above,  which  is  the 
"sion  of  the  MS. 

•  In  the  MS.  those  in  Mrs.  Shelley's 

iting  is  altered  to  them  in  Shelley's. 

Oire  in  Hunt's  edition, — Given  in 

?.  Shelley's  and  Mr.  Rossetti's.     In 


the  MS.  the  word  is  written  Given ; 
but  the  n  is  canceUed  by  Shelley.  In 
the  next  line  the  MS.  and  Hunt's  edi- 
tion read  follow ;  Mrs.  Shelley's  and 
Mr.  Rossetti's /o22oire(2. 

^  In  all  editions  known  to  me  this 
word  is  Oh  ;  and  there  is  a  full-stop  at 
the  end  of  stanza  LXI.  The  MS. 
furnishes  the  reading  I  have  given  ; 
and  indeed  the  old  reading  is  barely 
sense. 
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On  wealth,  and  war,  and  fraud — ^whence  they 
Drew  the  power  which  is  their  prey. 

LXUI. 

"  Science,*  Poetry  and  Thought 
Are  thy  lamps;  they  make  the  lot 
Of  the  dwellers  in  a  cot 
So  serene,  they  curse'  it  not 

LXIV. 

"Spirit,  Patience,  Gentleness, 

All  that  can  adorn  and  bless 

Art  thou — ^let^  deeds  not  words  express 

Thine  exceeding  loveliness. 

LXV. 

"Let  a  great  Assembly  be 
Of  the  fearless  and  the  free^ 
On  some  spot  of  English  ground 
Where  the  plains  stretch  wide  around. 

LXVI. 

"Let  the  blue  sky  overhead, 
The  green  earth  on  which  ye  tread, 
All  that  must  eternal  be 
Witness  the  solemnity. 


^  In  aU  editioDB  known  to  me  the 
word  and  is  inserted  between  Science 
and  Poetry :  it  is  not  in  the  MS. ;  but 
Mrs.  Shelley  had  begun  to  spell  Poetry 
with  a  small  p,  which  is  cancelled  in 
such  a  manner  as  to  look  something 
like  the  sign  <£;. 

•  '  In  the  MS.  originally  curtt,  but 
altered  to  eurte.  "Mjb,  Shelley  and  Mr. 
RoBsetti  give  this  line  as  "  Such  they 


curse  their  Maker  not";  but  in  the 
MS.  and  Hunt's  edition  it  is  aa  above. 

'In    the  MS.,  InU  was    originally 
written  here ;  but  let  is  substituted. 

^  Hunt  printed  this  line  thus  : 
Of  the  fearless,  of  the  free, 
but  that  reading  is  not  in  the  MS. 
nor  in  any  edition  known  tome 
Hunt's. 
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LXVIL 

IFrom  the  comers  uttermost 
^f  the  bounds  of  English  coast; 
•Vom  every  hut,  village  and  town 
VTiere  those  who  live  and  suffer  moan 
''or  others'  misery  or^  their  own, 

LXVIIL 

JVom  the  workhouse  and  the  prison 
Vhere  pale  as  corpses  newly  risen, 
Vomen,  children,  young  and  old 
rroan  for  pain,  and  weep  for  cold — 

LXIX. 

^From  the  haunts  of  daily  life 

iVTiere  is  waged  the  daily  strife 

With  common  wants  and  common  cares 

Which  sows*  the  human  heart  with  tares — 

LXX. 

'Lastly  from  the  palaces 
Where  the  murmur  of  distress 
Echoes,  like  the  distant  sound 
Of  a  wind  alive  around' 

LXXI. 

'Those  prison  halls  of  wealth  and  fashion 
Where  some  few  feel  such  compassion 
For  those  who  groan,  and  toil,  and  wail 
ka  must  make  their  brethren  pale — 

nt  printed  and  for  ar:  all  other  the  MS. ;  and  there  should  be  none. 

B  known  to  me  follow  the  MS.  Hunt  and  Mrs.  Shelley  introduced  a 

)g  or.  semicolon  :  Mr.  Rossetti  substitutes  a 

the  MS.  tawt:  in  previous  edi-  dash  ;  but  the  meaning  is  clearly  "a 

ow.  wind  around  those  prison  balls.*' 
ire  is  no  stop  after  ai'aund  in 
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LXXII. 

"Ye  who  suflFer  woes  untold. 
Or  to  feel,  or  to  behold 
Your  lost  country  bought  and  sold 
With  a  price  of  blood  and  gold — 

LXXIII. 

"  Let  a  vast  assembly  be, 

And  with  great  solemnity 

Declare  with  measured  words  that  ye 

Are,  as  God  has  made  ye,  free — 

LXXIV. 

"Be  your  strong  and  simple  words 
Keen  to  woimd  as  sharpened  swords. 
And  wide  as  targes  let  them  be. 
With  their  shade  to  cover  ye. 

LXXV. 

"Let  the  tyrants  pour  around 
With  a  quick  and  startling  sound, 
like  the  loosening  of  a  sea, 
Troops  of  armed  emblazonry. 

LXXVI. 

"Let  the  charged  artillery  drive 
Till  the  dead  air  seems  alive 
With  the  clash  of  clanging  wheels. 
And  the  tramp  of  horses'  heels. 

LXXVII. 

"I^et  the  fixfed  bayonet 
Gleam  with  sharp  desire  to  wet 
Its  bright  i)oint  in  English  blood 
Looking  keen  as  one  for  food. 
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"  Let  the  horsemen's  scTinitars 
Wheel  and  flash,  like  sphereleas  stars 
Thirsting  to  eclipse  their  hunung 
In  a  sea  of  death  and  mourning. 

"  Stand  je  calm  and  resolute. 

Like  a  forest  close  and  mute. 

With  folded  arms  and  looks  which  are 

Weapons  of  an  unvanquished  war, 

l.TfKlf 

"And  let  Panic,  who  outspeeds 
The  career  of  anuM  steeds 
Pass,  a  disiegarded  shade 
Thro'  your  phalanx  undismayed. 


"  Let  the  laws  of  your  own  land. 
Good  or  ill,  between  ye  stand 
Hand  to  hand,  and  foot  to  foot, 
Arbiters  of  the  dispute, 

LXXxn. 
"  The  old  laws  of  England — they 
Whose  reverend  heads  with  age  are  grey, 


'  Hunt  printed  stukzaa  J,TCTTT  to  innoTabir.     '  Pauita    cbedimet '    be 

XXXIII  initaIici,withthefnllowiiig  certainl;  had  Dot ;  but  hare  foIlowBa 

ite: — "The  three  rtauzas  Deit  enau-  picture   uid    ■    TscomnuiiidfttioD    of 

g  are  printed  in  italics,  not  because  iton-rauUnux,'  in  all  its  glotj.   The 

ley  are  better,  or  indeed  so  well  writ-  mingled  emotion  and  dignity  of  it  is 

D.as  KomeoftherrBtjbutasmarking  admiisbly   eipreaaed  in    the   second 

ittheaober,  lawful,  and  diaritable  lineofstaozaeightj-fiTe.  Letchurchea 

ode  of  proceeding  advocated  and  militant  read  it,  and  bluoh  to  call  the 

ticipated  b;  this  suppcmd  recklvs  author  no  Christiwi  1 " 
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Children  of  a  wiser  day ; 

And  whose  solemn  voice  must  be 

Thine  own  echo — Liberty! 

LXXXIIL 

"  On  those  who  first  should  violate 
Such  sacred  heralds  in  their  state 
Rest  the  blood  that  must  ensue. 
And  it  will  not  rest  on  you. 

LXXXIV. 

"And  if  then  the  tyrants  dare 
Let  them  ride  among  you  there, 
Slash,  and  stab,  and  maim,  and  hew, — 
Wliat  they  like,  that  let  them  do. 

LXXIV. 

"With  folded  arms  and  steady  eyes, 
And  little  fear,  and  less  surprise 
Look  ui)on  them  as  they  slay^ 
TiU  their  rage  has  died  away. 

LXXXVL 

"Then  they  will  return  with  shame 
To  the  place  from  which  they  came, 
And  the  blood  thus  shed  will  speak 
In  hot  blushes  on  their  cheek. 

LXXXVIL 

"Every  woman  in  the  land 
Will  point  at  them  as  they  stand — 
They  will  hardly  dare  to  greet 
Their  acquaintance  in  the  street 

^  Hunt  printed  «toy  for  tiay ;  but      thero  in  some  excnae  for  takin 
day  is  in   all  other  editions  which  I      for  a  t 
have  connulted,  and  in  the  MS.,  though 
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(( 


LXXXVIII. 

And  the  bold,  true  warriors 
Who  have  hugged  Danger  in  wars^ 
Will  turn  to  those  who  would  be  free 
Ashamed  of  such  base  company. 

LXXXIX. 

"And  that  slaughter  to  the  Nation 
Shall  steam  up  like  inspiration, 
Eloquent,  oracular; 
A  volcano  heard  afar. 

xc. 

"And  these  words  shall  then  become* 
Like  oppression's  thundered  doom 
Binging  thro'  each  heart  and  brain. 
Heard  again — again — again — 

xci. 

"Eise  like  lions  after  slumber 
In  imvanquishable  nimiber — 
Shake  your  chains  to  earth  like  dew 
Which  in  sleep  had  fallen  on  you — 
Ye  are  many — ^they  are  few." 


'  So  in  the  MS.  and  in  Hunt's  edi-  stood  thus — 
;ion  ;  but  in  the  vjars  in  Mrs.  Shelley's  And  these  worda  ahall  be  the  besoon ; 

md    Mr.   Bossetti's  :  the  change  is  but  that  reading  is    cancelled,  and 

ipecious,  and  may  be  from  Shc^ey's  another  start  made  below,  still  in  Mrs. 

notes ;  but  I  doubt  it  Shellev's  writing,  wiUi  the  reading 

*  In  the  MS.  this  line  originally  given  m  the  text. 
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VOL.   III.  N 


[Peter  Bdt  the  Third  was  written  some  time  between  May  and  NoTember, 

1819 ;   for  we  learn  from  Mrs.  Shelley  that  the  suggeation  of  it  arose  from  the 

Examiner* »  review  of  Reynolds's  and  Wordsworth's  poems  entitled  Pettt  BA^ 

which  review  appeared  in  the  numbers  for  the  26th  of  April  and  3rd  of  May; 

and  on  the  2nd   of  November  the  ix>em  was  sent  from  Florence  to  Leigh 

Hunt  for  publication,  in  a  letter  of  which  a  portion  is  printed  opposite  by 

way  of  preface.    The  dedication,  however,  bears  the  date  "  December  Ist^  1819/' 

and   was  therefore,   probably,  an   afterthought  :   it  may  have   been  sent  m    \ 

the  letter  to   Mr.  Oilier  dated  "December  15th,    1819,"  {SheOe^  Mmorick    f 

lip.  122^8)  wherein  we  read — "Pray  what  have  you  done  with  Peter  BJlt     ^ 

Ask  Mr.  Hunt  for  it^  and  for  some  other  pieces  of  a  similar  character  I  Mot 

him   to   give   you   to   publish.     I   think    Peter  not   bad   in   his   way;  hot 

perhaps  no  one  will  believe  in  anything  in  the  shape  of   a  joke  from  me." 

The  dedication  may  have  gone  to  Hunt   with  those  "  other  pieces " :  what 

they  were  I  know  not;  nor  do  I  know  why  the  projected  volume  wis  w^     ! 

published  as  directed  by  Shelley, — ^unless  Mr.  Oilier  decided  that  it  wooU 

not   sell,  and   acted  on  the  possibly  implied   withdrawal  of  the  order  to 

print  contained  in  Shelley's  letter  to  him  of  the  14th  of  May,  1820  (SkeBff 

MemoriaU,  pp.  138 — 9),  wherein  we  read — "you  can   best  judge  if  it  inll 

sell  or  no,  and  there  would  be   no  other  reason  for  printing  such  a  trifle." 

It   appeared   for  the  first   time  in   Mrs.    Shelley's  second  collected  edition. 

The   origin  of  it  was  very   curious.      While   Wordsworth's   Peter  Bdl  m* 

imder  announcement.  John  Hamilton  Reynolds,  afterwards  Hood's  coadjutor 

in  Odes  and  Addresses   to   Cheat  People^   issued  a   pamphlet   entitled  Pdtr 

BeU,   a  LyriccU  Ballad,  of  which   no  less  than  three   editions  were  printed 

In  the  year  1819,  and  which  I  give  in  the  appendix,  because  it  is  not  only 

extremely  good,   but  almost  necessary  to  a  fuU  understanding  of  Pfttr  Bdl 

the  Third,    I  have  also  added  a  few  stanzas  on  this  subject  from  another 

of  Reynolds's   books.  The  Fancy.    1  am  not  aware  that  any  complete  HS. 

of  Peter  BeU  the  Third  exists  :   Mr.  Qamett  tells  me  he  has  seen  a  rough 

draft  of  a  portion   of  it  among  Sir  Percy  Shelley's  M8S.,  but  that  it  ii 

too  immature  to  authorize  alterations  of  the  text. — H.  B.  F.] 


EXTEACT  FROM 
IHELLErS  LETTER!  TO  LEIGH  HUNT  ENCLOSING 

PETER  BELL  THE  THIRD. 

t 

Tow,  I  only  send  you  a  very  heroic  poem,  which  I  wish 
ou  to  give  to  OUier,  and  desire  him  to  print  and  publish 
umediately,  you  being  kind  enough  to  take  upon  yourself 
16  correction  of  the  press — ^not,  however,  with  my  name ; 
id  you  must  tell  OUier  that  the  author  is  to  be  kept  a 
cret,  and  that  I  confide  in  him  for  this  object  as  I  would 
tnfide  in  a  physician  or  lawyer,  or  any  other  man  whose 
rofessional  situation  renders  the  betraying  of  what  is  en- 
usted  a  dishonour.^  My  motive  in  this  is  solely  not  to 
:ejudge  myself  in  the  present  moment,  as  I  have  only 
cpended  a  few  days  in  this  party  squib,  and,  of  course, 
ken  little  pains.  The  verses  and  language  I  have  let 
)me  as  they  would,  and  I  am  about  to  publish  more 
jrious  things  this  winter ;  afterwards,  that  is  next  year,  if 
le  thing  should  bo  remembered  so  long,  I  have  no  objec- 
on  to  the  author  being  known,  but  Tiot  now.  I  should 
ke  well  enough  that  it  should  both  go  to  press  and  be 
rinted  very  quickly ;  as  more  serious  things  are  on  the 
re  of  engaging  both  the  public  attention  and  mine. 
Next  post  day  you  will  liear  from  me  again,  as  I  have 
lany  things  to  say,  and  expect  to  have  to  announce  Mary's 

1  Thid  letter,  datocl "  Florence,  Nov.  1820  (ShdJiey  Memondfs,  pp.  188—9) 

1819,"  u  printed  in  Mr.  Garnett's  wherein  wo  read    ''If  Peter  Bell  be 

dic$  of  Shillci/y  pp.  103 — 4.  printed . . . ,  attend,  I  pray  you,  i>ar- 

^  Tlii?  caution  is  re|)eatod  in  Shcllcy*.s  ticularly  to  completely  concealing  the 

bterto  Mr.  Oilier,  dated  May  14th,  author." 


I  •-    1 


> 
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neta  work,  now  in  the  press.  She  has  written  out,  as  you 
will  observe,  my  Peter,  and  this  is,  I  suspect,  the  last  thing 
she  wiU  do  before  the  new  birth. 

Affectionately  yours. 

My  Dear  Friend, 
P.  B.  S. 


I 


»*• 


[It  ought  not  to  be  necessary  to  inform  the  reader  that  the  stanza  gircD 
EB  a  motto  on  the  opposite  page  is  really  by  Wordsworth ;  but  as  Mr.  RoBsett* 
states  that  it  is  "  not  to  be  found  **  in  Wordsworth's  Peter  Bell,  and  presume* 
"that  the  real  author's  name  is  *P.  B.  Shelley,'"  I  am  constrained  to  dea*" 
Shelley  of  that  charge  by  recording  that  the  stanza  tf  to  be  f  otmd  in  Word0' 
worth's  poem,  if  we  look  in  the  editions  which,  alone,  Shelley  can  have  seeo 
when  he  wrote  his  poem, — namely  the  first  and  second.  I  do  not  think  i^ 
reappeared  in  later  editions.  The  only  important  liberty  Shelley  seems  io 
have  taken  with  it  is  the  suppression  of  a  note  of  interrogation  at  the  end 
of  the  first  line,  and  the  introduction  of  the  long  pause  before  damned.  The 
impression  of  drollery  made  on  Shelley's  mind  by  Wordsworth's  Poem  does 
not  seem  to  have  worn  ofif  immediately  ;  for  after  the  composition  of  Thi 
WUch  of  Atlas  in  August,  1820,  we  find  him,  in  his  Lines  "  to  Mary,"  con- 
ceming  that  poem,  again  jocular  at  the  expense  of  Wordsworth. — H.  B.  F.] 


PETER  BELL  THE  THIRD. 

BY 

MICHING  MALLECHO,  ESQ. 


Ih  it  a  party  in  a  (tarlour, 

Crammed  just  as  they  on  earth  were  crammed, 

Some  tupping  punch — Bome  sipping  tea ; 

But,  SB  you  by  their  faces  see, 

All  silent,  and  all damned  ! 

Peter  Bell,  by  W.  Wordsworth.^ 


Ofhslia. — What  means  this,  my  lord  ? 

Hamlet. — Marry,  this  is  Miching  Mallecho ;  it  means  mischief. 

Shaksfeare. 


DEDICATION. 
TO  THOMAS  BROWN,  ESQ.,  THE  YOUNGER, i  H.F. 

Dear  Tom, 

Allow  me  to  request  you  to  introduce  Mr. 
Peter  BeU  to  the  respectable  family  of  the  Fudges; 
although    he    may   fall    short   of  those   very   considerable 

^  The  nom  de  plume  under  which  that  "  H.  F. "  is  meant  to  stand  for 

Tom  Moore  published  The  Ttcopenvy  ffittcrian  of  the  Fudgei,    This 

Poet-Bag  and  The  Fudge  Family,    V^v.  liicly. 
Gamctt    suggested    to  Mr.    Rossetti 
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personages  in  the  more  active  pmperties  which  charac- 
terize the  Eat  and  the  Apostate,  I  suspect  that  even  you, 
their  historian,  will  confess  that  he  surpasses  them  in  the 
more  peculiarly  legitimate  qualification  of  intolerahle  dul- 
ness. 

You   know  Mr.    Examiner  Hunt;   well — it  was   he  who    1 
l)rcsente(i  me  to  two  of  the  Mr.  Bells.    My  intimacy  with    J 
the  younger  Mr.  Bell  naturally  sprung  from  this  introduc-    j 
tion   to   his  brothers.     And    in    presenting  him   to  you,  I 
have  the   satisfaction  of  being  able   to  assure  you  that  he 
is  considerably  the  dullest  of  the  three.  > 

There  is  this  particular  advantage  in  an  acquaintance  V 
with  any  one  of  the  Peter  Bells,  that  if  you  know  one 
Peter  Bell,  you  know  three  Peter  Bells ;  they  are  not  one, 
but  three;  not  three,  but  one.  An  awful  mystery,  which, 
after  having  caused  torrents  of  blood,  and  having  been 
hymned  by  groans  enough  to  deafen  the  music  of  the 
spheres,  is  at  length  illustrated  to  the  satisfaction  of  all 
parties  in  the  theological  world,  by  the  nature  of  Mr. 
Peter  BelL 

Peter  is  a  polyhedric  Peter,  or  a  Peter  with  many  sides. 
He  changes  colours  like  a  cameleon,  and  his  coat  like  a 
snake.  He  is  a  Proteus  of  a  Peter.  He  was  at  first  sub- 
lime, pathetic,  impressive,  profound;  then  dull;  then  prosy 
and  dull;  and  now  dull — 0,  so  very  dull!  it  is  an  ultra- 
legitimate  dulness. 

You  will  perceive  that  it  is  not  necessary  to  consider 
Hell  and  the  Devil  as  supernatural  machinery.  The  whole 
scene  of  my  epic  is  in  "this  world  which  is" — so  Peter 
informed  us  before  his  conversion  to   White  Obi — 

— The  world  of  all  of  us,  and  where 
We  find  our  happiness^  or  not  at  all. 

Let  me  observe  that  I  have  spent  six  or  seven  days  in 
composing   this   sublime   piece ;   the   orb  of  my  moon-like 
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genius  has  made  the  fourth  part  of  its  revolution  round 
the  dull  earth  which  you  inhabit,  driving  you  mad,  while 
it  has  retained  its  calmness  and  its  splendour,  and  I  have 
heen  fitting  this  its  last  phase  ''to  occupy  a  permanent 
station  in  the  literature  of  my  country."^ 

Your  works,  indeed,  dear  Tom,  sell  better ;  but  mine  are 
far  superior.  The  public  is  no  judge;  posterity  sets  all  to 
rights. 

AUow  me  to  observe  that  so  much  has  been  written  of 
Peter  Bell,  that  the  present  history  can  be  considered  only, 
like  the  Iliad,  as  a  continuation  of  that  series  of  cycUc 
poems,  which  have  already  been  candidates  for  bestowing 
immortality  upon,  at  the  same  time  that  they  receive  it 
from,  his  character  and  adventures.  In  this  point  of  view, 
I  have  violated  no  rule  of  syntax  in  beginning  my  com- 
position with  a  conjunction ;  the  full  stop  which  closes  the 
poem  continued  by  me,  being  like  the  full  stops  at  the 
end  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey,  a  fuU  stop  of  a  very 
qualified  import. 

Hoping  that  the  immortality  which  you  have  given  to 
the  Fudges,  you  wiU  receive  firom  them;  and  in  the  firm 
expectation,  that  when  London  shall  be  an  habitation  of 
bitterns,  when  St.  Paul's  and  Westminster  Abbey  shall 
stand,  shapeless  and  nameless  ruins^  in  the  midst  of  an 
unpeopled  marsh ;  when  the  piers  of  Waterloo-Bridge  shall 
become  the  nuclei  of  islets  of  reeds  and  osiers,  and  cast 
the  jagged  shadows  of  their  broken  arches  on  the  solitary 


^  There  ib  far  more  point  in  this 
paragraph  than  the  mere  quotation 
(or  mia-quotation)  of  Wordsworth's 
words  alx>ut  a  "  permanent  station  " 
&c.  The  real  joke  is  that  Shelley  has 
been  but  uix  or  seven  days  in  making 
good  his  claim  to  immortality,  while 
Wordsworth  owns  to  a  lapse  of  nine- 
teen years  between  the  first  and  final 
prc[>aration  of  his  Peter.  In  the  dedi- 
cation  of  it  to  Southey  he  says  : 

"  The  Tale  of  Peter  BeU,  which  I 


now  introduce  to  your  notice,  and  to 
that  of  the  Public,  has,  in  its  Manu- 
script state,  nearly  survived  its 
minority; — for  it  first  saw  the  light  in 
the  summer  of  1798.  During  this 
long  interval,  pains  have  been  tuen  at 
different  times  to  render  the  produc- 
tion less  unworthy  of  a  favourable 
reception  ;  or,  rather,  to  fit  it  for 
filling  permanently  a  station,  however 
humble,  in  the  Literature  of  my 
Country." 
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stream,  some  transatlantic  commentator  will  be  weighing 
in  the  scales  of  some  new  and  now  imimagined  system  of 
criticism,  the  respective  merits  of  the  Bells  and  the  Fudges, 
and  their  historians, 

I  remain,  dear  Tom, 

Yours  sincerely 

MiCHING  MaLLECHO. 

December  1,  1819. 

P.S. — ^Pray  excuse    the    date    of   place;    so  soon  as  the 
profits  of  the  publication  come  in,  I  mean  to  hire  lodgingse* 
in  a  more  respectable  street. 
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PEOLOGUE. 

Peter  Bells,  one,  two  and  three, 

O'er  the  wide  world  wandering  be. — 

First,  the  antenatal  Peter,^ 

"Wrapt  in  weeds  of  the  same  metre. 

The  so  long  predestined  raiment 

Clothed*  in  which  to  walk  his  way  meant 

The  second  Peter;   whose  ambition 

Is  to  link  the  proposition, 

As  the  mean  of  two  extremes — 

(This  was  learnt  firom  Aldric's'  themes) 

Shielding  from  the  guilt  of  schism 

The  orthodoxal  syllogism; 

The  First  Peter — he  who  was 

Like  the  shadow  in  the  glass 

Of  the  second,  yet  unripe, 

His  substantial  antitjrpe. — 

Then  came  Peter  Bell  the  Second, 

Who  henceforward  must  be  reckoned 

The  body  of  a  double  soul, 

And  tliat  portion  of  the  whole 

Without  which  the  rest  would  seem 

Ends  of  a  disjointed  dream. — 

And  the  Third  is  ho  who  has 

O'er  the  grave  been  forced  to  pass 


^  PHct  Bell,  a  Lyrical  Ballad  (by  J. 
*  Reynolds).     See  ApiKjndix. 

'  In  Mrs.  Shelley's  edition  there  is 
^^onma  after  Clothed, 

'  I  doubt  whether  Mr.  Kopsetti  \a 
Mht  in  correcting  this  name.  Al- 
f^ch  is  doubtless  the  author  referred 
-» ;  but  it  is  possible  that  Shelley  had 


been  in  the  habit  of  pronouncing  the 
name  as  if  sjielt  without  the  fimd  h, 
and  BO  came  to  forget  the  existence  of 
that  hy  the  introduction  of  which 
spoils  the  line,  as  one  naturally  pro- 
nounces  the  name  in  the  orthodox 
way  (AldrUch)f  if  spelt  as  usual. 
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To  the  other  side,  which  is, — 
(}o  and  try  else, — just  like  this. 

Peter  Bell  the  First  was  Peter 
Smugger,  milder,  softer,  neater, 
like  the  soul  before  it  is 
Bom  from  that  world  into  this. 
The  next  Peter  Bell  was  he, 
Predevote,  like  you  and  me. 
To  good  or  evil  as  may  come; 
His  was  the  severer  doom, — 
For  he  was  an  evil  Cotter, 
And  a  polygamic  Potter.^ 
And  the  last  is  Peter  Bell, 
Damned  since  our  first  parents  fell, 
Damned  eternally  to  Hell — 
Surely  he  deserves  it  well! 


^  The  oldest  Bcholiasts  read — 

A  dodeeaffomie  Potter. 
This  is  at  onoe  more  descriptive  and  more  megalophonous, — but  the  alliten 
of  the  text  had  captivated  the  vulgar  ear  of  the  herd  of  later  oommenta 

[Shkllst'b  Non 
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DEATH. 
L 

And  Peter  Bell,  when  he  had  been 
With  fresh-imported  Hell-fire  warmed, 

Grew  serious — from  his  dress  and  mien 

'Twas  very  plainly  to  be  seen 
Peter  was  quite  reformed. 

II. 

His  eyes  turned  up,  his  mouth  turned  down; 

His  accent  caught  a  nasal  twang; 
He  oiled  his  hair,^  there  might  be  heard 
The  grace  of  God  in  every  word 

Which  Peter  said  or  sang. 

III. 

But  Peter  now  grew  old,  and  had 

An  ill  no  doctor  could  unravel; 
His  torments  almost  drove  him  mad; — 
Some  said  it  was  a  fever  bad — 

Some  swore  it  was  the  gravel 

rv. 

His  holy  friends  then  came  about. 
And  with  long  preaching  and  persuasion, 

^  To  those  who  have  not  duly  appreciated  the  difltinctiozi  between  Whale 
d  Ruuia  oil,  this  attribute  might  rather  seem  to  belong  to  the  Dandy 
in  the  Evangelic.  The  effect,  when  to  the  windward,  ia  indeed  to  limflar, 
*t  it  requires  a  subtle  naturalist  to  discriminate  the  animals.  They  belongs 
>weTer,  to  distinct  genera.    [Shellby'b  Note.] 
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Convinced  the  patient  that,  without 
The  smallest  shadow  of  a  doubt, 
He  was  predestined  to  damnation. 

V. 

They  said — ^''Thy  name  is  Peter  Bell; 

Thy  skin  is  of  a  brimstone  hue ; 
Alive  or  dead — aye,  sick  or  well — 
The  one  God  made  to  rhyme  with  hell; 

The  other,  I  think,  rhymes  with  you." 

VL 

Then  Peter  set  up  such  a  yell! — 

The  nurse,  who  with  some  water  gruel 
Was  climbing  up  the  stairs,  as  well 
As  her  old  legs  could  climb  them — ^fell, 
And  broke  them  both — the  fall  was  cruel 

VIL 

The  Parson  from  the  casement  leapt 

Into  the  lake  of  Windermere — 
And  many  an  eel — though  no  adept 
In  God's  right  reason  for  it — ^kept 
Gnawing  Ids  kidneys  half  a  year. 

VIIL 

And  all  the  rest  rushed  through  the  door, 

And  tumbled  over  one  another. 
And  broke  their  skuUs. — Upon  the  floor 
Meanwhile  sat  Peter  Bell,  and  swore, 
And  cursed  his  father  and  his  mother; 

IX. 

And  raved  of  Gi)d,  and  sin,  and  death. 
Blaspheming  like  an  infidel; 
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A.nd  said,  that  with  his  denchM  teeth, 
!He'd  seize  the  earth  from  underneath, 
And  drag  it  with  him  down  to  hell. 

X. 

As  he  was  speaking  came  a  spasm, 

And  wrenched  his  gnashing  teeth  asunder; 

like  one  who  sees  a  strange  phantasm 

He  lay, — there  was  a  silent  chasm 
Between  his  upper  jaw  and  under. 

XI. 

And  yellow  death  lay  on  his  face ; 

And  a  fixed  smile  that  was  not  human 
Told,  as  I  understand  the  case. 
That  he  was  gone  to  the  wrong  place: — 

1  heard  all  this  from  the  old  woman. 

XII. 

Then  there  came  down  firom  Langdale  Pike 
A  cloud,  with  lightning,  wind  and  hail; 

It  swept  over  the  mountains  like 

An  ocean, — and  I  heard  it  strike 
The  woods  and  crags  of  Grasmere  vale. 

XIII. 

And  I  saw  the  black  stonn  come 

Nearer,  minute  after  minute; 
Its  thimder  made  the  cataracts  dumb; 
With  hiss,  and  clash,  and  hollow  hum, 

It  neared  as  if  the  Devil  was  in  it. 

XIV. 

The  Devil  was  in  it : — he  had  bought 
Peter  for  half-a-crown ;  and  when 
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The  storm  which  bore  him  vanished,  nought 
That  in  the  house  that  storm  had  caught 
Was  ever  seen  again. 

XV. 

The  gaping  neighbours  came  next  day — 

They  found  all  vanished  from  the  shore: 
The  Bible,  whence  he  used  to  pray, 
Half  scorched  under  a  hen-coop  lay ; 
Smashed  glass — and  nothing  more! 


PAET  THE  SECOND. 


THE  DEVIL. 


I. 

The  Devil,  I  safely  can  aver, 
Has  neither  hoof,  nor  tail,  nor  sting; 

Nor  is  he,  as  some  sages  swear, 

A  spirit,  neither  here  nor  there. 
In  nothing— yet  in  everything. 

IL 

He  is — ^what  we  are;  for  sometimes 

The  Devil  is  a  gentleman; 
At  others  a  bard  bartering  rhymes 
For  sack;  a  statesman  spinning  crimes; 

A  swindler,  living  as  he  can; 

IIL 

A  thief,  who  cometh  in  the  night. 

With  whole  boots  and  net  pantaloons. 
Like  some  one  whom  it  were  not  right 
To  mention;— or  the  luckless  wight. 
From  whom  he  steals  nine  silver  spoons. 

IV. 

But  in  this  case  he  did  appear 

Like  a  slop-merchant  from  Wapping, 
And  with  smug  face,  and  eye  severe, 
On  every  side  did  perk  and  peer 
Till  he  saw  Peter  dead  or  napping. 
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V. 

He  had  on  an  upper  Benjamin 

(For  he  was  of  the  driving  schism) 
In  the  which  he  wrapt  his  skin 
From  the  storm  he  travelled  in, 
For  fear  of  rheumatism. 

VI. 

He  called  the  ghost  out  of  the  corse ; — 

It  was  exceedingly  like  Peter, — 
Only  its  voice  was  hollow  and  hoarse — 
It  had  a  queerish  look  of  course — 
Its  dress  too  was  a  little  neater. 

VIL 

The  Devil  knew  not  his  name  and  lot; 

Peter  knew  not  that  he  was  BeU: 
Each  had  an  upper  stream  of  thought, 
Which  made  all  seem  as  it  was  not ; 

Fitting  itself  to  all  things  well 

VIII. 

Peter  thought  he  had  parents  dear, 
Brothers,  sisters,  cousins,  cronies, 

In  the  fens  of  Lincolnshire ; 

He  perhaps  had  found  them  there 
Had  he  gone  and  boldly  shown  his 

IX. 

Solemn  phiz  in  his  own  village ; 

Where  he  thought  oft  when  a  boy 
He'd  clomb  the  orchard  walls  to  pillage 
The  produce  of  his  neighbour's  tillage. 

With  marvellous  pride  and  joy. 
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X. 

And  the  Devil  thought  he  had, 

'Mid  the  misery  and  confusion 
Of  an  unjust  war,  just  made 
A  fortune  by  the  gainful  trade 
Of  giving  soldiers  rations  bad — 

The  world  is  full  of  strange  delusion. 

XI. 

That  he  had  a  mansion  planned 

In  a  square  like  Grosvenor-square, 
That  he  was  aping  fashion,  and 
That  he  now  came  to  Westmoreland 

To  see  what  was  romantic  there. 

XII. 

And  all  this,  though  quite  ideal, — 

Eeady  at  a  breath  to  vanish, — 
Was  a  state  not  more  unreal 
Than  the  peace  he  could  not  feel, 

Or  the  care  he  could  not  banish. 

xin. 

After  a  little  conversation. 

The  Devil  told  Peter,  if  he  chose. 
He'd  bring  him  to  the  world  of  fashion 
By  giving  liim  a  situation 

In  his  own  service — and  new  clothes. 

xrv. 

And  Peter  bowed,  quite  pleased  and  proud. 

And  after  waiting  some  few  days 
For  a  new  livery — dirty  yellow 
Turned  up  with  black — the  wretched  fellow 
Was  bowled  to  Hell  in  the  Devil's  chaise. 
VOL.  in.  0 


PART  THE  THIRD. 

HELL. 
I, 

Hell  is  a  city  much  like  London — 

A  populous  and  a  smoky  city; 
There  are  all  sorts  of  people  undone. 
And  there  is  little  or  no  fun  done; 

Small  justice  shown,  and  still  less  pity. 

IL 

There  is  a  Castles,^  and  a  Canning, 

A  Cobbett,  and  a  Castlereagh; 
All  sorts  of  caitiff  corpses  planning* 
All  sorts  of  cozening  for  trepanning 

Corpses  less  comipt  than  they. 

III. 

There  is  a  ♦  ♦  ♦,  who  has  lost 

His  wits,  or  sold  them,  none  knows  which; 
He  walks  about  a  double  ghost, 
And  though  as  thin  as  Fraud  almost — 

Ever  grows  more  grim  and  rich. 

IV. 

There  is  a  Chancery  Court ;  a  King ; 

A  manufacturing  mob;  a  set 
Of  thieves  who  by  themselves  are  sent 

'  Mr.  Ro&setti  says  "  Castle«  was  a      those  days." 
government    spy,    much  loathed   in  '  Mrs.  Shelley  places  a  comma 
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Similar  thieves  to  Tepresent; 
An  army;  and  a  public  debt. 

V. 

Which  last  is  a  scheme  of  paper  money, 

And  means — ^being  interpreted — 
"Bees,^  keep  your  wax — give  us  the  honey, 
And  we  will  plant,  while  skies  are  sunny. 

Flowers,  which  in  winter  serve  instead." 

VI. 

There  is  great  talk  of  revolution — 

And  a  great  chance  of  despotism — 
German  soldiers— camps— confusion- 
Tumults — ^lotteries — ^rage— delusion — 

Gin — ^suicide — and  methodism. 

VII. 

Taxes  too,  on  wine  and  bread. 
And  meat,  and  beer,  and  tea,  and  cheese, 

From  which  those  patriots  pure  are  fed. 

Who  gorge  before  they  reel  to  bed 
The  tenfold  essence  of  all  these. 

VIII. 

There  are  mincing  women,  mewing, 
(Like  cats,  who  amant  miseri*) 

*  One  of  the  attributes  in  Linnseua's  description  of  the  Cat.  To  a  similar 
ise  the  caterwauling  of  more  than  one  species  of  this  genus  is  to  be 
'erred  ; — except,  indeed,  that  the  poor  quadruped  is  compelled  to  quarrel 
th  its  own  pleasures,  whilst  the  biped  is  supposed  only  to  quarrel  with 
38e  of  others.    [Shelley's  Note.] 

^  T  have  followed  Mr.  Roesetti  in  BetB :  in  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions  they 
icing  the  inverted  commas  before      are  before  heep, 

()2 
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Of  their  own  virtue,  and  pursuing 
Their  gentler  sisters  to  that  ruin, 
Without^  which — ^what  were  chastity?* 

IX. 

Lawyers — judges — old  hobnobbers 

Are  there — ^bailiffs — chancellors — 
Bishops — great  and  little  robbers — 
Rhymesters — ^pamphleteers — stock-jobbers — 

Men  of  glory  in  the  wars, — 

X. 

Things  whose  trade  is,  over  ladies 

To  lean,  and  flirt,  and  stare,  and  simper, 
Till  all  that  is  divine  in  woman 
Grows  cniel,  courteous,  smooth,  inhuman. 
Crucified  'twixt  a  smile  and  whimper. 

XL 

Thrusting,  toiling,  wailing,  moiling, 

Frowning,  preaching— such  a  riot ! 
Each  with  never-ceasing  labour. 
Whilst  he  thinks  he  cheats  his  neighbour, 
Cheating  liis  own  heart  of  quiet. 

xn. 

And  all  these  meet  at  levees; — 
Dinners  convivial  and  political; — 

*  "What  would  this  husk  and  excuse  for  a  virtue  be  without  ita 
prostitution,  or  the  kernel  prostitution  without  this  husk  of  a  virti 
wonder  the  women  of  the  town  do  not  form  an  association,  like  the  I 
for  the  Suppression  of  Vice,  for  the  supiK)rt  of  what  may  be  call 
"  King,  Church,  and  Constitution "  of  their  order.  But  this  sub 
almost  too  horrible  for  a  joko.    [Shelley's  Note.] 

^  I  have  followed  Mr.  Rossetti  in  in-      note  of   interrogation,    not    i 
lerting,  at  the  end  of  this  line,  the      SheUoy's  editions. 
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Suppers  of  epic  poets; — ^teas, 
Where  small  talk  dies  in  agonies; — 
Breakfasts  professional  and  critical; 

xni. 

Lunches  and  snacks  so  aldermanic 
That  one  would  furnish  forth  ten  dinners. 

Where  reigns  a  Cretan-tonguM  panic, 

Lest  news  Russ,  Dutch,  or  Alemannic 
Should  make  some  losers,  and  some  winners; — ^ 

XIV. 

At  conversazioni — ^balls — 

Conventicles — and  drawing-rooms — 
Courts  of  law — committees — calls 
Of  a  morning — clubs — ^book-staUs — 

Churches — ^masquerades — and  tombs. 

XV. 

And  this  is  Hell — and  in  this  smother 

All  are  damnable  and  damned; 
Each  one  damning,  damns  the  other; 
They  are  damned  by  one  another. 

By  none  other  are  they  damned. 

XVI. 

Tis  a  lie  to  say,  "God  damns!"* 
Where  was  Heaven's  Attorney  General 

When  they  first  gave  out  such  flams? 

Let  there  be  an  end  of  shams, 

They  are  mines  of  poisonous  mineral. 

*  There  is  no  stop  here  in  Mra.  Shelley's  editions. 

'  This  libel  on  our  national  oath,  and  this  accusation  of  all  our  country- 
!n  of  being  in  the  daily  practice  of  solemnly  asseyerating  the  most 
jrmous  fakehood,  I  fear  deserves  the  notice  of  a  more  active  Attorney 
neral  than  that  hero  alluded  to.     [Shullst'b  Notk.] 
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XVIL 

Statesmen  damn  themselyes  to  be 

Cursed;  and  lawyers  damn  their  souls 

To  the  auction  of  a  fee; 

Churchmen  damn  themselves  to  see 
God's  sweet  love  in  burning  coals. 

XVIII. 

The  rich  are  damned,  beyond  all  cure, 
To  taunt,  and  starve,  and  trample  on 
The  weak  and  wretched;  and  the  poor 
Damn  their  broken  hearts  to  endure 
Stripe  on  stripe,  with  groan  on  groan. 

XIX. 

Sometimes  the  poor  are  damned  indeed 

To  take, — not  means  for  being  blest, — 
But  Cobbett*s  snuff,  revenge ;  that  weed 
From  which  the  worms  that  it  doth  feed 
Squeeze  less  than  they  before  possessed. 

XX. 

And  some  few,  like  we  know  wlio, 

Damned — ^but  God  alone  knows  why — 
To  believe  their  minds  are  given 
To  make  tliis  ugly  HeU  a  Heaven ; 
In  which  faith  they  live  and  die. 

XXI. 

ThuLS,  as  in  a  town,  plague-stricken. 
Each  man  be  he  sound  or  no 

Must  indifferently  sicken; 

As  when  day  begins  to  thicken. 

None  knows  a  pigeon  from  a  crow,— 
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XXII. 

So  good  and  bad,  sane  and  mad, 

The  oppressor  and  the  oppressed; 
Those  who  weep  to  see  what  others 
Smile  to  inflict  upon  their  brothers; 

Lovers,  haters,  worst  and  best; 

XXIII. 

All  are  damned — ^they  breathe  an  air. 

Thick,  infected,  joy-dispelling : 
Each  pursues  what  seems  most  fair, 
Mining  like  moles,  through  mind,  and  there 
Scoop  palace-caverns  vast,  where  Care 

In  thronM  state  is  ever  dwelling. 


i 

1 


TART  THE  FOXJETH. 


SIN. 


I. 

L'J,  Peter  ia  Hell's  Grosvenor-square, 

A  footman  in  the  devil's  service ! 
And  the  misjudging  world  would  swear 
That  every  man  in  service  there 
To  virtue  would  prefer  vice. 

II. 

But  Peter,  though  now  damned,  was  not 

What  Peter  was  before  damnation. 
Men  oftentimes  prepare  a  lot 
Which  ere  it  finds  them,  is  not  what 
Suits  with  their  genuine  station. 

III. 

All  things  that  Peter  saw  and  felt 

Had  a  peculiar  aspect  to  him; 
And  when  they  came  within  the  belt 
Of  liis  own  nature,  seemed  to  melt, 
Like  I'loud  to  cloud,  into  him. 

IV. 

And  so  the  outward  world  uniting 
To  that  within  him,  he  became 

Considerably  uninviting 

To  those,  who  meditation  slighting, 
Were  moulded  in  a  different  frame. 
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V. 

And  he  scorned  them,  and  they  scorned  him; 

And  he  scorned  all  they  did;  and  they 
Did  aU  that  men  of  their  own  trim 
Are  wont  to  do  to  please  their  whim, 

Drinking,  lying,  swearing,  play. 

VI. 

Such  were  his  fellow-servants;  thus 

His  virtue,  like  our  own,  was  bmlt 
Too  much  on  that  indignant  fuss 
Hypocrite  Pride  stirs  up  in  us 

To  bully  one^  another's  guilt 

VIL 

He  had  a  mind  which  was  somehow 

At  once  circumference  and  centre 
Of  all  he  might  or  feel  or  know; 
Nothing  went  ever  out,  although 

Something  did  ever  enter. 

VIII. 

He  had  as  much  imagination 

As  a  pint-pot; — ^he  never  could 
Fancy  another  situation, 
From  which  to  dart  his  contemplation. 

Than  that  wherein  he  stood. 

IX. 

Yet  liis  was  individual  mind. 

And  new  created  all  he  saw 
In  a  new  manner,  and  refined 


In  pre\'iou8  editions  out  stands  in      have  made    the  emendation  had  it 
ce  of  one.     Unquestionably  one  is      been  suggested  to  him  in  time. 
bt :   Mr.  Rossetti  says  he   would 
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Those  new  creations,  and  combined 
Them,  by  a  master-spirit's  law. 

X. 

Thus — ^thougy  unimaginative — 


An  apprehension  clear,  intense. 
Of  his  mind's  work,  had  made  alive 
The  things  it  wrought  on;  I  believe 

Wakening  a  sort  of  thought  in  sense. 

XI. 

But  from  the  first  'twas  Peter's  drift 

To  be  a  kind  of  moral  eimuch, 
He  touched  the  hem  of  Nature's*  shift, 
Felt  faint — ^and  never  dared  uplift 
The  closest,  all-concealing  tunic. 

XII. 

She  laughed  the  while,  with  an  arch  smile. 
And  kissed  him  with  a  sister's  kiss, 

And  said — "My  best  Diogenes, 

I  love  you  well — ^but,  if  you  please, 
Tempt  not  again  my  deepest  bliss. 

.     XIII. 

"'Tis  you  are  cold — ^for  I,  not  coy. 

Yield  love  for  love,  frank,  warm  and  true; 

And  Burns,  a  Scottish  peasant  boy — 

His  errors  prove  it — ^knew  my  joy 
More,  learned  friend,  than  you. 

^  Mr.  Ro886tti  Bubfititutes  although  and  was  probably  left  so  purpose 

for  though,  "  ooDceiying  that  the  metre  Shelley. 

requu^  this  change."    I  think  the  •  In  Mrs.  Shelley's  editiona,  tu 

line  is  better  with  the  syllable  missing,  with  a  small  n. 
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XIV. 

''  Bocca  hacciata  non  perde  ventura 

Ami  rinmujva  come  fa  la  luna : — 
So  thought  Boccaccio,  whose  sweet  words  might  cure  a 
Male  prude,  like  you,  from  what  you   now  endures^  a 

Low-tide  iu  soul,  like  a  stagnant  laguna." 

XV. 

Then  Peter  rubbed  his  eyes  severe, 
And  smoothed  his  spacious  forehead  down, 

With  his  broad  palm; — 'twixt  love  and  fear. 

He  looked,  as  he  no  doubt  felt,  queer, 
And  in  his  dream  sate  down. 

XVI. 

The  Devil  was  no  imcommon  creature; 

A  leaden-witted  thief— just  huddled 
Out  of  the  dross  and  scum  of  nature ; 
A  toad-like  lump  of  limb  and  feature, 

With  mind,  and  heart,  and  fancy  muddled. 

XVII. 

He  was  that  heavy,  dull,  cold  thing, 

The  spirit  of  evil  well  may  be: 
A  drone  too  base  to  have  a  sting; 
Wlio  gluts,  and  grimes  his  lazy  wing. 

And  calls  lust,  luxury. 

XVIII. 

Now  he  was  quite  the  kind  of  wight 

Eoimd  whom  coUect,  at  a  fixed  aera, 
Venison,  turtle,  hock,  and  claret, — 
Good  cheer — and  those  who  come  to  share  it — 

And  best  East  Indian  madeira! 
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XIX. 

It  was  his  fancy  to  invite 
Men  of  science,  wit,  and  learning. 

Who  came  to  lend  each  other  light; 

He  proudly  thought  that  his  gold's  might 
Had  set  those  spirits  burning. 

XX. 

And  men  of  learning,  science,  wit^ 
Considered  him  as  you  and  I 

Think  of  some  rotten  tree,  and  sit 

Lounging  and  dining  under  it. 
Exposed  to  the  wide  sky. 

A  A  l» 

And  all  the  while,  with  loose  fat  snule. 
The  willing  wretch  sat  winking  there, 
Believing  'twas  his  power  that  made 
That  jovial  scene — and  that  all  paid 
Homage  to  his  imnoticed  chair. 

XXII. 

Though  to  be  sure  this  place  was  Hell; 

He  was  the  Devil — and  all  they — 
What  though  the  claret  circled  well. 
And  wit,  like  ocean,  rose  and  fell? — 

Were  damned  eternally. 


PAET  THE  FIFTH. 


GRACE. 


I. 

Among  the  guests  who  often  staid 

Till  the  Devil's  petits-soupers, 
A  man  there  came,  fair  as  a  maid, 
And  Peter  noted  what  he  said, 

Standing  behind  his  master's  chair. 

II. 

He  was  a  mighty  poet — and 

A  subtle-sonled  psychologist; 
All  things  he  seemed  to  understand, 
Of  old  or  new — of  sea  or  land — 

But  his  own  mind— which  was  a  mist. 

III. 

This  was  a  man  who  might  have  turned 
Hell  into  Heaven — and  so  in  gladness 

A  Heaven  unto  himself  have  earned; 

But  he  in  shadows  undiscemed 

Trusted, — and  damned  himself  to  madness. 

rv. 

He  spoke  of  poetry,  and  how 

"Divine  it  was — a  licht — a  love — 


A  spirit  which  like  wind  doth  blow 
As  it  listeth,  to  and  fro; 

A  dew  rained  down  from  God  above. 
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V. 

"  A  power  wiiich  comes  and  goes  like  dream, 

And  which  none  can  ever  trace — 
Heaven's  light  on  earth — ^Truth's  brightest  beam." 
And  when  he  ceased  there  lay  the  gleam 
Of  those  words  upon  his  face. 

VI. 

Now  Peter,  when  he  heard  such  talk, 

Would,  heedless  of  a  broken  pate, 
Stand  like  a  man  asleep,  or  baulk 
Some  wishing  guest  of  knife  or  fork. 
Or  drop  and  break  his  master's  plate. 

VIL 

At  night  he  oft  would  start  and  wake 

Like  a  lover,  and  began 
In  a  wild  measure  songs  to  make 
On  moor,  and  glen,  and  rocky  lake, 

And  on  the  heart  of  man — ^ 

VIIL 

And  on  the  universal  skv — 

And  the  wide  earth's  bosom  green, — 
And  the  sweet,  strange  mystery 
Of  what  beyond  these  things  may  lie. 
And  yet  remain  unseen. 

IX. 

For  in  his  thought  he  visited 

The  spots  in  which,  ere  dead  and  damned. 
He  liis  wajnvard  life  had  led; 
Yet  knew  not  whence  the  thoughts  were  fed. 

Which  thus  his  fancy  crammed. 

'  In  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions  there  is  a  fuU-stop  here. 
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X. 

And  these  obscure  remembrances 

Stirred  such  harmony  in  Peter, 
That  whensoever  he  should  please, 
He  could  speak  of  rocks  and  trees 

In  poetic  metre. 

XI. 

For  though  it  was  without  a  sense 

Of  memory,  yet  he  remembered  well 
Many  a  ditch  and  quick-set  fence ; 
Of  lakes  he  had  intelligence, 

He  knew  something  of  heath,  and  fell. 

XII. 

He  had  also  dim  recollections 

Of  pedlars  tramping  on  their  rounds ; 
Milk-pans  and  pails;   and  odd  collections 
Of  saws,  and  proverbs ;  and  reflections 

Old  parsons  make  in  burying-groimds. 

XIII. 

But  Peter's  verse  was  clear,  and  came 

Announcing  from  the  frozen  hearth 
Of  a  cold  age,  that  none  might  tame 
The  soul  of  that  diviner  flame 

It  augured  to  the  Earth. 

XIV. 

Like  gentle  rains,  on  the  dry  plains, 
Making  that  green  which  late  was  grey, 

Or  like  the  sudden  moon,  that  stains 

Some  gloomy  chamber's  window  panes 
With  a  broad  light  Like  day. 
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XV. 

For  language  was  in  Peter's  hand, 

Like  clay,  while  he  was  yet  a  potter; 
And  he  made  songs  for  all  the  land. 
Sweet  both  to  feel  and  understand, 
As  pipkms  late  to^  mountain  Cotter. 


XVI. 

,*  the  bookseller. 


And  Mr.  — 

Guve  twenty  pounds  for  some; — ^then  scorning 
A  footman's  yellow  coat  to  wear, 
Peter,  too  proud  of  heart,  I  fear, 

Instantly  gave  the  Devil  warning. 

xvn. 

Whereat  the  Devil  took  offence. 

And  swore  in  his  soul  a  great  oath  then, 
"That  for  his  damned  impertinence. 
He'd  bring  him  to  a  proper  sense 

Of  what  was  due  to  gentlemen !" — 


^  Mr.  Rossetti  suggests  the  substitu- 
tion  of  for  for  to,  so  as  to  bring  for 
mowniUkin  CUter  "  in  apposition  witii " 
for  all  the  land ;  but  I  am  convinced 
that  no  such  change  should  be  made, 
and  that  no  such  apposition  is  meant : 
the  signification  seems  to  me  to  be 
that  Peter  made  songs,  not  that  were 
sweet  to  all  the  land,  but  that  were 
simply  sweet, — sweet  to  the  heart  and 
understanding, — sweet  as  late  pipkins 
to  a  mountain  Cotter, — and  that  those 
songs  were /or  all  the  land  I  should 
have  thought  it  impossible  to  mis- 
understand the  phrase  as  an  inver- 
sion of  ''songs  as  sweet  for  all  the 


land,  both  to  feel  and  to  und 
as  late  pipkins  to  a  mountain  ( 
and  in  no  other  way  can  there 
question  of  such  an  appositioi 
Rossetti  suggests. 

^  Wordsworth's  publishers 
time  were  the  Longman  fim 
Longman,  Hurst,  Rees,  Or 
Brown.  I  think  with  Mr. 
that  the  missing  name  if  an 
monosyllable ;  and  it  may  ha 
one  of  the  monosyllabic  name 
firm.  It  is,  however,  quite  coi 
that  Shelley  meant  us  to  re 
Dash,  the  bookseller." 


PART  THE   SIXTH. 


DAMNATION. 


I. 

"0  THAT  mine  enemy  had  written 
A  book !" — cried  Job : — a  fearful  curse  ; 

If  to  the  Arab,  as  the  Briton, 

Twas  galling  to  be  critic-bitten: — 
The  Devil  to  Peter  wished  no  worse. 

II. 

When  Peter's  next  new  book  found  vent, 

The  Devil  to  aU  the  first  Reviews 
A  copy  of  it  slily  sent. 
With  five-pound  note  as  compliment, 

And  this  short  notice — "  Pray  abuse." 

III. 
Then  seriatim,  month  and  quarter, 

Appeared  such  mad  tirades. — One  said — 
"  Peter  seduced  Mrs.  Toy's  daughter, 
Tlien  drowned  the  mother  in  Ullswater, 

The  last  tiling  as  he  went  to  bed." 

IV. 
Another — "Let  him  shave  his  head!^ 
Where's  Dr.  Willis  ? — Or  is  he  joking  ? 

Mr.   Roswetti  says  there   u   "  no  agreeable  variation  that  head  rhymes 

rme  "  to  headj  and  suggests  top  or  with  bed  in  the  last  line  of  the  pro- 

p  a?    an    emendation.     I   protest  ceding    stanza.     Similarly    I    should 

inst  such  a  change.     It  is  rather  an  strongly  object  to  the  introductiou  of 

VOL.  III.  r 
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Wliat  does  the  rascal  mean  or  hope, 
No  longer  imitating  Pope, 

In  that  barbarian  Shakespeare^  poking  ? 


»f 


V. 

One  more,  "  Is  incest  not  enough  ? 

And  must  there  be  adultery  too  ? 
Grace  after  meat  ?   Miscreant  and  Liar ! 
Thief!   Blackguard!   Scoundrel!   Fool!   Hell-fire 

Is  twenty  times  too  good  for  you. 

VI. 

"  By  that  last  book  of  yours  we  think 

You've  double  damned  yourself  to  scorn ; 
We  warned  you  whilst  yet  on  the  brink 
You  stood.     From  your  black  name  will  shrink 
The  babe  that  is  unborn." 

VIL 

All  these  Reviews  the  Devil  made 

Up  in  a  parcel,  which  he  had 
Safely  to  Peter's  house  conveyed. 
For  carriage,  ten-pence  Peter  paid — 

Untied  them — read  them — went  half  mad. 

VIII. 

"  What !"   cried  he,  "  this  is  my  reward 
For  nights  of  thought,  and  days  of  toil  ? 

Do  poets,  but  to  be  abhorred 

By  men  of  whom  they  never  heard, 
Consume  their  spirits'  oil? 

enow  instead  of  enough,  in  tho  next  deed  in  the  letter  to  Leigh  Hunt  of 

Btanza,  in  order  to  get  a  bad  rhyme  which  an  extract  is  given  at  p.  179, 

for  too  and  you.     I  do  not  imagine  Shelley  says  "the  versea  and  language 

Shelley  would  have  dreamed  of  per-  I  have  let  come  as  they  would. ** 
fecting  in  these  details  a  composition  ^  Shaktpeare  (without  the  central  e) 

of  which  he  thought  bo  slightly.     In-  in  Mrs.  Snelley'a  editions. 
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IX. 

"  What  have  I  done  to  them  ? — and  who 

Is  Mrs.  Foy  ?    'Tis  very  cruel 
To  speak  of  me  and  Betty^  so ! 
Adultery  !  Gk)d  defend  me !   Oh ! 

I've  half  a  mind  to  fight  a  duel. 

X. 

"Or,"  cried  he,  a  grave  look  collecting, 

"  Is  it  my  genius,  like  the  moon, 
Sets  those  who  stand  her  face  inspecting, 
That  face  within  their  brain  reflecting. 

Like  a  crazed  beU-chime,  out  of  tune  ?" 

XI. 

For  Peter  did  not  know  the  town. 

But  thought,  as  coimtry  readers  do. 
For  half  a  guinea  or  a  crown. 
He  bought  oblivion  or  renown 

From  God's  own  voice*  in  a  review. 

XII. 

All  Peter  did  on  this  occasion 

Was,  writing  some  sad  stuff  in  prose. 
It  is  a  dangerous  invasion 
When  poets  criticize;  their  station 

Is  to  delight,  not  pose. 


'  Vox  populif  vox  dei.  As  Mr.  Godwin  truly  obeervea  of  a  more  famous 
dug,  of  tome  merit  a$  a  popular  maxim,  but  totally  dettitute  of  philoso- 
leal  accuracy.     [Shillet's  Note.] 

In  editions  earlier  than  Mr.  Ros-  the  subject, — **  for  Emma  read  Betty, 

ti's  we  read  Emma  for  Betty :  but  as  the  name  of  Peter's  sister — Emma, 

Shelley's  letter  to  Mr.  Oilier,  dated  I  recollect^  is  the  real  name  of  the 

y  14th,  1820   (Shelley  Memorials,  sister  of  a  great  poet  who  might  bo 

188 — 9)  there  is  an  instniction  on  mistaken  for  Peter. 

p  2 
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XIIL 

Tlie  Devil  then  sent  to  Leipsic  fair. 

For  Bom's  translation  of  Kant's  book ; 
A  world  of  words,  tail  foremost,  where 
Eight — wrong — false — true — and  foul — and  fair, 
As  in  a  lottery-wheel  are  shook. 

XIV. 

Five  thousand  crammed  octavo  pages 

Of  German  psychologies, — ^he 
Who  liis  fuTOT  verborum  assuages 
Thereon,  deserves  just  seven  months*  wages 

More  than  will  e'er  be  due  to  me. 


XV. 

I  looked  on  them  nine  several  days, 

And  then  I  saw  that  they  were  bad; 
A  friend,  too,  spoke  in  their  dispraise, — 
He  never  read  them ; — with  amaze 
I  found  Sir  William  Dniramond  had. 


XVI. 

When  the  book  came,  the  De\'il  sent 

It  to  r.  Vcrbovale,^  Esquire, 
With  a  brief  note  of  compliment. 
By  that  night's  Carlisle  mail.     It  went. 
And  set  his  soul  on  fire. 


*  Quasi,  Qui  vcdet  verba  : — i.e.  all  the  wonU  which  have  been,  are,  or 
be  expended  by,  for,  against,  with,  or  on  him.  A  sufficient  proof  of 
utility  of  this  history.  Peter's  progenitor  who  selected  this  name  seei 
have  possessed  a  ^re  anticipated  cognition  of  the  nature  and  modesty  o; 
ornament  of  his  posterity.    [Shelley's  Note.] 
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XVII. 

Fire,  which  ex  luce  prcebe7is  fumum, 

Made  him  beyond  the  bottom  see 
Of  truth's  clear  well — when  I  and  you  Ma'am, 
Go,  as  we  shall  do,  sybter  humum, 

We  may  know  more  than  he. 

XVIII. 

Now  Peter  ran  to  seed  in  soul 

Into  a  walking  paradox; 
For  he  was  neither  part  nor  whole. 
Nor  good,  nor  bad — nor  knave  nor  fool, 

— ^Among  the  woods  and  rocks. 

XIX. 

Furious  he  rode,  where  late  he  ran. 
Lashing  and  spurring  his  tame  hobby; 

Turned  to  a  formal  puritan, 

A  solemn  and  unsexual  man, — 
He  half  believed   White  Obi. 

XX. 

This  steed  in  vision  he  would  ride. 

High  trotting  over  nine-inch  bridges. 
With  Flibbertigibbet,  imp  of  pride, 
Mocking  and  mowing  by  his  side — 
A  mad-brained  goblin  for  a  guide- 


Over  corn-fields,  gates,  and  hedges. 

XXI. 

After  these  ghastly  rides,  he  came 

Home  to  his  heart,  and  found  from  thence 

Much  stolen  of  its  accustomed  flame ; 

His  thoughts  grew  weak,  drowsy,  and  lame 
Of  their  intelli|^ence. 
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XXIL 

To  Peter's  view,  all  seemed  one  hue; 

He  was  no  whig,  he  was  no  toiy; 
No  Deist  and  no  Christian  he; — 
He  got  so  subtle,  that  to  be 

Nothing,  was  all  his  glory. 

XXIIL 

One  single  point  in  his  belief 

From  his  organization  sprung, 
The  heart-enrooted  faith,  the  chief 
Ear  in  his  doctrines'  blighted  sheaf. 

That  "happiness  is  wrong;" 

xuv. 

So  thought  Calvin  and  Dominic; 

So  think  their  fierce  successors,  who 
Even  now  would  neither  stint  nor  stick 
Our  flesh  from  off  our  bones  to  pick. 

If  they  might  "  do  their  do." 

XXV 

His  morals  thus  were  undermined: — 
The  old  Peter— the  hard,  old  Potter^ 

Was  born  anew  within  his  mind; 

He  grew  dull,  harsh,  sly,  unrefined. 
As  when  he  tramped  beside  the  Otter.  ^ 

'  A  famous  river  iu  the  new  AtlantiB  of  the  Dynastophylic  Pantii 
iiits.    [Shellet*8  Note.] 

^  Mr.  Rossotti  introducee  the  word  some  such  moDoeyllable  the  m< 

BdL^  BO  as  to  read —  miserably  cramped."    Again  I 

The  old  F«ter  Bell^the  hard  old  potter,  disseut  :  the   metre   is  to  my 

on  the  ground  that  "  ^t-ithout  this  or  rnvidi  better  without  the  word  ^ 
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XXVI. 

In  the  death  hues  of  agony 

Lambently  flashing  from  a  fish, 
Now  Peter  felt  amused  to  see 
Shades  like  a  rainbow's  rise  and  fl^, 

Mixed  with  a  certain  himgry  wish.^ 

XXVII. 

So  in  his  Country's  dying  face 

He  looked — and  lovely  as  she  lay, 
Seeking  in  vain  his  last  embrace, 
Wailing  her  own  abandoned  case. 

With  hardened  sneer  he  turned  away : 

XXVIII. 

And  coolly  to  his  own  soul  said; — 
"Do  you  not  think  that  we  might  make 

A  poem  on  her  when  she's  dead: — 

Or,  no — a  thought  is  in  my  head — 
Her  shroud  for  a  new  sheet  I'U  take. 


XXIX. 

"My  wife  wants  one. — I-iCt  who  will  bury 
This  mangled  corpse!     And  I  and  you, 

See  the  deecription  of  the  beautiful  colours  produced  during  the  agon- 
ig  death  of  a  number  of  trout,  in  the  fourth  part  of  a  long  poem  in 
ok  verse,  published  within  a  few  years.  That  poem  contains  curious 
ience  of  the  gradual  hardening  of  a  strong  but  circumscribed  sensibility, 
the  perversion  of  a  penetrating  but  panic-stricken  understanding.  The 
hor  might  have  derived  a  lesson  which  he  had  probably  forgotten  from 
ie  sweet  and  sublime  verses. 

This  leaeon.  Shepherd,  let  us  two  divide, 

Taught  both  by  what  iihe  *  i^hows  aud  what  iMiiceaLi. 

Never  to  blend  our  pleasure  or  our  pride 

^'ith  fiorruw  of  the  lueaneet  tliiug  that  feehi. 

•  Nature.  [Shkllkt's  Noth.] 
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My  dearest  Soul,  will  then  make  merry, 
As  the  Prince  Eegent  did  with  Sherry, — 
Aye^ — and  at  last  desert  me  too." 

XXX. 

And  so  his  Soul  would  not  be  gay, 

But  moaned  within  him;  like  a  fa\ra 
Moaning  witliin  a  cave,  it  lay 
Wounded  and  wasting,  day  by  day, 
Till  all  its  life  of  life  was  gone. 

XXXI. 

As  troubled  skies  stain  waters  clear, 

The  storm  in  Peter's  heart  and  mind 
Now  made  his  verses  dark  and  queer: 
They  were  the  ghosts  of  what  they  were, 
Shaking  dim  grave-clothes  in  the  wind. 

XXXIL 

For  he  now  raved  enormous  folly. 

Of  Baptisms,  Sunday-schools,  and  Graves, 
'Twould  i^^ke  George  Colman  melancholy, 
To  have  heard  him,  like  a  male  Molly,  ^ 
Chaunting  those  stupid  staves. 

XXXIIL 

Yet  the  Reviews,  who  heaped  abuse 

On  Peter  while  he  wrote  for  freedom. 
So  soon  as  in  his  song  they  spy. 
The  folly  which  soothes  tyranny, 
Praise  him,  for  those  wlio  feed  'em. 


^  III  Mrs.  Shelley's  eclitifms,  Ay.  I  thiuk  not  :  with  due  emphas: 

'  Mr.  Kossctti  siiys  "  the  metre  of  the  word  hivif  the  metre  ia  weU  en 

this  line  is  very  loose.     Perhaps  we  luj  it  is. 

should  read — *  like  to  a  male  Molly.*" 
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XXXIV. 

"He  was  a  man,  too  great  to  scan; — 

A  planet  lost  in  truth's  keen  rays : — 
His  virtue,  awful  and  prodigious; — 
He  was  the  most  sublime,  religious, 

rure-minded  Poet  of  these  days." 

XXXV. 

As  soon  as  he  read  that,  cried  Peter, 

"  Eureka !   I  have  foimd  the  way 
To  make  a  better  thing  of  metre 
Than  e*er  was  made  by  living  creature 

Up  to  this  blessed  day." 

XXXVI. 

Then  Peter  wrote  odes  to  the  Devil; — 

In  one  of  which  he  meekly  said : 
"May  Carnage  and  Slaughter, 
Thy  niece  and  thy  daughter,^ 
May  Eapine  and  Famine, 
Thy  gorge  ever  cramming, 

Glut  thee  with  living  and  dead ! 

XXXVII. 

"May  death  and  damnation. 

And  consternation, 
* 

Flit  up  from  hell  with  pure  intent! 

Slash  them  at  Manchester, 

Glasgow,  Leeds  and  Chester; 
Drench  all  with  blood  from  Avon  to  Trent. 


In     WordBWorth's     Tkanksyiving  But  thy  mort  dreaded  inBtramont 

.    /»!    the    Unfile     nf    Watprlnn     na  In  working  out  a  pure  intent 

'      \     uu  TT           •'     ^\r^^^>    ^  I«  man  arrayed  for  mutual  alauc^ter 

)\\'n  to  bbelley,  occurs  the  passage,  Yea,  Carnage  Ib  thy  daughter. 

. .  .  Almighty  God  I 
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XXXVIII. 

"Let  thy  body-guard  yeomen 

Hew  down  babes  and  women. 
And  laugh  with  bold  triumph  tiU  Heaven  be  rent^ 

When  Moloch  in  Jewry, 

Munched  children  with  fuiy. 
It  was  thou,  Devil,  dining  with  pure  intent"* 

*  It  ifl  curious  to  obflenre  how  often  extremeB  meet.  Cobbett  and  PeUr 
Xiao  the  same  language  for  a  different  purpoee  :  Peter  is  indeed  a  tort  c{ 
metrical  Cobbett.  Cobbett  is,  however,  more  muchierous  than  FeUr, 
because  he  pollutes  a  holy  and  now  unconquerable  cause  with  the  principb 
of  legitimate  murder  ;  whilst  the  other  only  makes  a  bad  one  ridieuloae 
and  odious. 

If  either  Peter  or  Cobbett  should  see  this  note,  each  will  fed  more 
indignation  at  being  compared  to  the  other  than  at  any  censure  implied  in 
the  moral  perversion  laid  to  their  charge.    [Shszxkt*b  Notb.] 

'  There  is  only  a  comma  here  in  Sirs.  Shelley's  editions. 


PAET  THE  SEVENTH. 


DOUBLE  DAMNATION. 


The  Devil  now  knew  his  proper  cue. — 
Soon  as  he  read  the  ode,  he  drove 

To  his  friend  Lord  MacMurderchouse's, 

A  man  of  interest  in  both  houses, 
And  said: — ^*'For  money  or  for  love, 

II. 

"Pray  find  some  cure  or  sinecure; 

To  feed  from  the  superfluous  taxes, 
A  friend  of  ours — ^a  poet — ^fewer 
Have  fluttered  tamer  to  the  lure 

Than  ha"     His  lordship  stands  and  racks  his 

IIL 

Stupid  brains,  while  one  might  coimt 
As  many  beads  as  he  had  boroughs, — 

At  length  replies;  from  his  mean  front. 

Like  one  who  rubs  out  an  accoimt, 

Smoothing  away  the  unmeaning  furrows: 

IV. 

"  It  happens  fortunately,  dear  Sir, 
1  can.     I  hope  I  need  require 
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No  pledge  from  you,  that  he  wiU  stir 
In  our  aflfairs; — ^like  Oliver,^ 
That  he'll  be  worthy  of  his  hire." 

V. 

These  words  exchanged,  the  news  sent  off 

To  Peter,  home  the  Devil  hied, — 
Took  to  his  bed;  he  had  no  cough, 
No  doctor,— meat  and  drink  enough,— 
Tet  that  same  night  he  died. 

VL 

The  Devil's  corpse  was  leaded  down; 

His  decent  heirs  enjoyed  his  pelf, 
Mourm'ng-coaches,  many  a  one. 
Followed  his  hearse  along  the  town: — 

Where  was  the  devil  himself? 

VIL 

When  Peter  heard  of  his  promotion, 

His  eyes  grew  like  two  stars  for  bliss  : 
There  was  a  bow  of  sleek  devotion. 
Engendering  in  his  back;  each  motion 
Seemed  a  Lord's  shoe  to  kiss. 

VIIL 

He  hired  a  house,  bought  plate,  and  made 
A  genteel  drive  up  to  liis  door, 

With  sifted  gravel  neatly  laid, — 

As  if  defying  all  who  said, 
Peter  was  ever  poor. 


^  A  government  spy  who  figured  in  1817  inspired  SheUey  to  writ 
prominently  in  the  case  of  Brandreth,  Address  to  tfic  People  on  the  Dei 
Turner,  and  Ludlam,  whose  execution      the  Princess  Charlotte 
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IX. 

But  a  disease  soon  struck  into 

The  very  life  and  soul  of  Peter — 
He  walked  about — slept — had  the  hue 
Of  health  upon  his  cheeks — and  few 

Dug  better — none  a  heartier  eater. 

X. 

And  yet  a  strange  and  horrid  curse 

Clung  upon  Peter,  night  and  day, 
Month  after  month  the  thing  grew  worse, 
And  deadlier  than  in  this  my  verse, 

I  can  find  strength  to  say. 

XL 

Peter  was  dull — ^he  was  at  first 

Dull — O,  so  dull — so  very  dull! 
Whether  he  talked,  wrote,  or  rehearsed — 
Still  with  this  dulness  was  he  cursed — 

Dull — beyond  all  conception — dull. 

XIL 

No  one  could  read  his  books — no  mortal. 
But  a  few  natural  friends,  would  hear  him; 

The  parson  came  not  near  liis  portal; 

His  state  was  like  that  of  the  immortal 

Described  by  Swift — no  man  could  bear  him. 

XIII. 

His  sister,  wife,  and  children  yawned. 

With  a  long,  slow,  and  drear  ennui. 
All  human  patience  far  beyond ; 
Their  hopes  of  Heaven  each  would  have  pawned. 

Any  where  else  to  be. 
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XIV. 

But  in  his  verse,  and  in  his  prose. 

The  essence  of  his  dulness  was 
Concentred  and  compressed  so  close, 
'Twould  have  made  Guatimozin  doze 
On  his  red  gridiron  of  brass. 

XV. 

A  printer^s  boy,  folding  those  pages, 
Fell  slumbrously  upon  one  side  ; 

Like  those  famed  seven  who  slept  three  ages. 

To  wakeful  frenzy's  vigil  rages, 
As  opiates,  were  the  same  applied. 

XVI. 

Even  the  Eeviewers  who  were  hired 
To  do  the  work  of  his  reviewing, 

With  adamantine  nerves,  grew  tired ; — 

Gaping  and  torpid  they  retired, 
To  dream  of  what  they  should  be  doing. 

XVII. 

And  worse  and  worse,  the  drowsy  curse 
Yawned  in  him,  till  it  grew  a  pest — 

A  wide  contagious  atmosphere, 

Creeping  like  cold  through  all  things  near; 
A  power  to  infect  and  to  infest. 

XVIII. 

His  servant-maids  and  dogs  grew  dull ; 

His  kitten  late  a  sportive  elf. 
The  woods  and  lakes,  so  beautiful. 
Of  dim  stupidity  were  full, 

AU  grew  dull  as  Peter's  self. 
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XIX. 

The  earth  under  his  feet — the  springs, 

Which  lived  within  it  a  quick  life, 
The  air,  the  winds  of  many  wings. 
That  fan  it  with  new  murmurings, 

Were  dead  to  their  harmonious  strife. 

XX. 

The  birds  and  beasts  within  the  wood, 

The  insects,  and  each  creeping  thing. 
Were  now  a  silent  multitude; 
Love's  work  was  left  unwrought — ^no  brood 

Near  Peter's  house  took  wing. 

XXI. 

And  every  neighbouring  cottager 

Stupidly  yawned  upon  the  other: 
No  jack-ass  brayed ;  no  little  cur 
Cocked  up  his  ears; — ^no  man  would  stii* 

To  save  a  dying  mother. 

XXII. 

Yet  aU  from  that  charmed  district  went 

But  some  half-idiot  and  half  knave, 
Wlio  rather  than  pay  any  rent. 
Would  live  with  marvellous  content, 

Over  his  father's  grave. 

XXIII. 

No  baililT  dared  within  that  space, 

For  fear  of  the  duU  charm,  to  enter ; 
A  man  would  bear  upon  his  face, 
For  fifteen  months  in  any  case. 

The  yawn  of  such  a  venture. 
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XXIV. 

Seven  miles  above — below — around — 
This  pest  of  dulness  holds  its  sway ; 

A  ghastly  life  without  a  sound; 

To  Peter's  soul  the  spell  is  bound — 
How  should  it  ever  pass  away  ?^ 


^  Mr.  RoBsetti  is  certainly  right  in 
attributing  to  Shelley  a  strong  vnll  to 
castigate  Wordsworth  in  this  poem. 
Mrs.  Shelley  says  on  the  subject,  "  I 
need  scarcely  observe  that  nothing 
personal  to  the  Author  of  Peter  Bell 
18  intende<l  in  this  poem.  No  man 
ever  admired  Wordsworth's  poetry 
more.  .  .  This  poem  was  written,  as  a 
warning — not  as  a  narration  of  the 
reality."  On  the  other  side  Mr.  Ros- 
setti  observes  that  Shelley  really  does 
attack  Wordsworth  "  on  two  grounds 
more  especially  :  1st,  that  he  was 
time-serving  and  conventional  in  opi- 
nion, and,  2nd,  that  he  was  prosy  and 
dull  in  writing."  To  show  that  those 
views  consisted  vnth  "  a  very  intense 
admiration  of  Wordsworth  and  his 
poetry  on  certain  other  grounds,"  Mr. 
HoBsetti  quotes  that  notable  passage 
in  Shelley's  letter  to  Peacock  dated 
25  July,  1818  (published  in  Fraser*9 
Magazine  for  March,  1860), — "I  wish 


you  had  sent  me  some  of  the  overflow- 
ing villany  of  those  apostates.    What 
a  pitiful  wretch  that  Wordsworth! 
That  such  a  man  should  be  such  & 
poet !     I  can  compare  him  with  no  one 
but  Simonides,  that  flatterer  of  the  Si- 
cilian tyrant,  and  at  the  same  time  th« 
most  natural  and  tender  of  lyricpoeta." 
As    affecting    the  question    whether 
Shelley  meant    to   reflect   on   what 
Wordsw^orth  had  done,   this  passage 
is  most  important ;  and  Mr.  Rossetti's 
case  is  very  much  strengthened  by  the 
fact  that,  in  the  letter  itself,  which  it 
still  extant,  the  reading  is  **  What  \ 
beastly  and  pitifid  wretch.  . ."    That 
word  beatUy,  very  properly  omitted 
by   Peacock   nearly  seventeoi  years 
ago,  has  great  weight  in  establishing 
by  external  evidence  the  same  anmtu 
that  the  internal  evidence  of  the  poem 
indicates.    Right  or  wrong,  there  it  is ; 
and  there  is  no  longer  any  need  for 
suppressing  it. 
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[The  IjcUer  to  Maria  Gitbome  was  first  printed  in  the  Posthumaui  Poem 
(1824), — a  volume  divided  into  five  sections,  namely  the  Principal  Poems, 
Miscellaneous  Poems,  Fragments,  Reprint  of  AlaMtor,  and  TransIatioDa.  71m 
position  of  importance  is  assigned  in  the  uBiial  way,  hy  placing  the  spedil 
pieces  first,  each  with  a  separate  fly-title  :  the  pieces  so  distinguished  ut 
Julian  and  Maddalo,  The  Witch  of  Atlas,  the  Letter  to  Maria  GiAone,  Tke 
Triumph  of  Life,  Fragments  from  an  Unfinished  Drama,  Prince  AthmsUf 
the  Ode  to  Naples^  Marianne*s  Dream  and  Mont  Blane  (reprinted).  To  idb 
it  seems  that  the  Letter  was  well  worthy  of  a  place  beside  the  beit  d. 
these  poems  ;  indeed  I  should  be  disposed  to  rate  it  as  second  in  importanoe 
to  Julian  and  Maddalo  alone  of  the  group, — that  supreme  efibrt  Tke  Trkaifk 
of  Life  being  only  a  glorious  fragment.  For  that  reason  I  retain  the  Letter 
among  the  leading  posthumous  poems  forming  the  second  chronolog;ial 
series  of  this  edition,  instead  of  placing  it,  as  Mrs.  Shelley  eventm^  did, 
among  the  minor  poems  of  18 20.  In  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Qisbome  dated 
"Genoa,  September  17th,  1822  {Shelley  Memorials,  pp.  212— -14),  Mra.  SheBey 
says  "  where  is  that  letter  in  verse  Shelley  once  wrote  to  you  ?  Lei  me 
have  a  copy  of  it."  This  would  seem  as  if  she  was  then  without  a  copy ; 
and  yet  a  transcript  in  her  writing  exists,— that  found  among  the  pi{Kn 
of  Leigh  Hunt,  and  placed  at  my  disposal  by  Mr.  Townshend  Mayer. 
This  MS.  enables  me  at  length  to  complete  the  poem,  which  has  beeo 
gradually  built  up  in  one  edition  after  another,  since  its  first  most  partial 
appearance  in  1824.  On  one  or  two  textual  details  nothing  short  of  the  actual 
letter  sent  through  the  post  will  satisfy  me ;  but  Mrs.  Shelley's  tnuiacript 
has  but  one  blank,  and,  though  not  by  any  means  a  faultless  MS.,  it  affiirda, 
with  Shelley*s  draft,  in  Sir  Percy  Shelley's  possession,  ample  baais  for  a  text 
substantially  perfect  and  final.  Mr.  Gkumett  published  in  the  Relies  emendi- 
tions  from  Sir  Percy  Shelley's  MS.  which,  however,  is  much  blotted,  and 
partly  illegible;  and  in  1870  he  furnished  MLss  Blind  with  several  more 
emendations  for  her  article  published  in  the  Westminster  Review  of  July  in 
that  year.— H.  B.  F.] 
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Leghorn,  July  1,  1820. « 

:  spider  spreads  her  webs,  whether  she  be 
poet's  tower,  cellar,  or*  bam,  or  tree; 
silkworm*  in  the  dark  green  mulberry  leaves 
winding  sheet  and  cradle  ever  weaves ; 
I,  a  thing  whom  moralists  call  worm, 
spinning  stiU  round  this  decaying  form, 
m  the  fine  threads  of  rare  and  subtle  thought — 
net  of  words  in  garish  colours  wrought 
catch  the  idle  buzzers  of  the  day — 
a  soft  cell,  where  when  that  fades  away, 
nory  may  clothe  in  wings  my  living  name 
I  feed  it  with  the  asphodels  of  fame. 


10 


be  PotthuTnous  Poems  the  title 

er  to .    The  name  was 

in  Mrs.  Shelley's  next  edition, 
-st  collection  of  1839. 
date  appears  in  all  previous 
as  "July  1,  1820."  Mrs. 
I  transcript  is  dated  June, 
should  imagine  that  the  letter 
;ten  in  the  latter  part  of  June, 
.  Mrs.  Shelley  made  this  tran* 
fore  the  original  left  Leghorn 
Ion.  She  may  indeed  have 
it  on  July  1,  and  filled  in  the 
the  original  herself  (she  did 
jlley's  letters  for  him  some- 
id  fill  in  the  addresses).  The 
•t  would  uatui-ally  give  the 
omiK)sition  ;  the  actual  letter 
ear  the  date  of  despatch.  I 
fiLj  tran8cni)t  was  probably 
»rc.«:ply  to  send  to  Leigh  Hunt, 


to  be  shewn  to  the  circle  of  Shelley's 
London  friends,  when  there  was  no 
notion  of  pubh'cation.  Further  rea- 
sons for  this  view  will  be  foimd  in 
other  notes ;  and,  if  it  be  correct, 
the  fact  gives  the  MS.  great  autho- 
rity in  all  essential  matters  save  one, 
while  it  leaves  it  with  insufficient 
authority  to  disturb  the  text  of  1824 
in  regard  to  those  minutia  that 
involve  care  in  transcription ; — be- 
cause, the  chances  are  that  that  ver- 
sion was  given  from  a  more  puncti- 
lir)U8  transcript  than  this,  as  being 
written  specially  for  publication. 

*  This  won!  or  is  not  in  the  trans- 
cript. It  is  in  all  printed  editions ; 
and  I  think  the  transcript  is  at  fault. 

*  In  the  transcrij)t,  tUk'ioorma,  wrong- 
ly of  course. 


<)    L' 


\ 
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Which  in  those  hearts  which  must*  remember  me 
Gix)w,  making  love  an  immortality. 


tr 


u 


fi» 


Ji 


Wlioever  sliould  behold  me  now,  I  *wist, 
Would  think  I  were  a  mighty  mechanist, 
Bent  witli  sublime  Archimedean  art 
To  breatlie  a  soul  into  the  iron  heart 
Of  some  machine  portentous,  or  strange  gin. 
Which  by  the  force  of  figured  spells  might  win 
Its  way  over  the  sea,  and  sport  therein ; 
For  round  the  walls  are  hung  dread  engines,  such 
As  Vulcan  never  wrought  for  Jove  to  clutch 
Ixion  or  the  Titan^: — or  the  quick 
Wit  of  that  man  of  God,  St.  Dominic, 
To  convince  Atheist,  Turk  or  Heretic, 
Or  those  in  pliilanthropic  council^  met, 
Who  thought  to  pay  some  interest  for  the  debt 
They  owed  to  Jesus  Christ  for  their  salvation,* 
By  giving  a  faint  foretaste  of  damnation 
To  Shakespeare,  Sidney,  Spenser  and  the  rest 
Who  made  our  land  an  island  of  the  blest. 
When  lamp-like  Spain,  who  now  relumes  her  fire 
On  Freedom's  hearth,  grew  dim  with  Empire: — 
With  thumbscrews,  wheels,  with  tooth  and  spike  and  jag, 
Which  fishers^  foimd  under  tlie  utmost  crag  » 


» 


^  I  rather  lean  here  to  the  word 
mottf  the  reading  of  the  transcript  and 
of  aU  editions  but  that  of  Mr.  Rossetti, 
who  substituted  must  on  the  authority 
of  Mr.  Qamett.  That  being  the  word 
in  Sir  P.  Shelley's  MS.,  it  cannot  well 
be  rejected  in  the  alienee  of  the  actual 
letter  that  went  through  the  post. 

'  Titam  in  the  transcript ;  but  I 
retain  the  reading  of  previous  editions, 
because  the  reference  is  more  likely 
to  be  to  the  faatening  of  Prometheus 
to  Mount  Caucasus,  than  to  any  clutch- 
ing of  other  Titans  in  Jove's  war  with 
them. 


^  In  previous  oditionB,  pkHotofiht 
councils :  in  the  transcript  pkSot^p^ 
council;  but  the  right  adjective  is  d 
course  philanthropic,  as  in  Sir  Percy 
Shelley's  MS. 

*  In  the  Posthumous  Poems  and  the 
first  edition  of  1839,  there  were  aster- 
isks here  iuEtead  of  the  words  to  Jctut 
Christ  for  Vieir  salvation,  which  were 
first  inserted  in  the  second  edition  d 
1839. 

»  So  in  both  MSS.  In  the  Poslkif 
motts  Poems  we  read  which  jishes,  io 
Mrs.  Shelley  s  other  editions  vitk 
Jishes.     I  do  not  agree  with  Mr.  Rt*' 
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•rnwall  and  the  storm-encompassed  isles, 
3  to  the  sky  the  rude  sea  rarely*  smiles 
s  in  treacherous  wrath,  as  on  the  mom 

the  exulting  elements  in  scorn  40 

ed  with  destroyed  destruction,  lay 
ng  in  beauty  on  their  mangled  prey, 
tnthers  sleep; — and  other  strange  and  dread 

\al  forms  the  brick  floor  overspread 

is  transformed  to  metal  did  not  make  46 

figures,  or  more  strange;  nor  did  he  take 

shapes  of  imintelligible  brass, 

ap  himself  in  such  a  horrid  mass 

I  and^  iron  not  to  be  understood  ;^ 

Forms  of  unimaginable  wood,  m 

Lzzle  Tubal  Cain  and  all  his  brood: 

screws,  and  cones,  and  wheels,  and  groovfed  blocks, 
lements  of  what  will  stand  the  shocks 
we  and  wind  and  time. — Upon  the  table 
knacks  and  quips  there  be*  than  I  am  able         f»5 
talogize  in  this^  verse  of  mine : — 
jtty  bowl  of  wood — not  full  of  wine,® 
[uicksilver;  that  dew  which  the  gnomes  drink 
L  at  their  subterranean  toil  they  swink, 
ing  the  demons  of  the  earthquake,  who  co 


a  change  in  punctuation  is 
to  make  it  appear  that  the 
s  to  the  torture  engines  sent 
I  in  the  Armada  and  wreck- 
t  coaHt  of  CornwalL  The 
a  too  hopelessly  long  and 
:)  War  any  tampering  with  ; 
9t  way  to  bring  out  the  sense 
3  readier  think  it  over.  The 
I  one  difficulty  involves  ub 
r  in  at  least  two. 
previous  editions,  seldom; 
in  the  transcript,— a  niani- 
>vement,  avoiding  reduu- 
rords  beginning  with  «. 
n  editions  ;  but  or  instead 
he  transcript. 


'  In  all  previous  editions,  and  in  the 
transcript,  the  stop  here  is  a  comma, 
but  as  it  seems  to  me  quite  certain 
that  tbe  "forms  of  unimaginable  wood  " 
have  nothing  to  do  with  the  metallic 
changes  of  Proteus,  I  have  ventured 
to  make  this  a  separate  division  of  the 
catalogue,  as  I  have  no  doubt  Shelley*' 
piade  it. 

*  The  words  there  he  are  miinring  in 
the  transcript ;  but  they  appear  in  aU 
editions. 

"  So  in  all  editions ;  but  the  for  thu 
in  the  transcript. 

°  In  the  transcript^  in'nd^— a  clerical 
error,  clearly. 
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Eeply  to  them  in  lava — cry  halloo!^ 

And  call  out  to  the  cities  o'er  their  head, — 

Eoofs,  towers^  and  shrines,  the  dying  and  the  dead, 

Crash  through  the  chinks  of  earth — and  then  all  quaff 

Another  rouse,  and  hold  their  sides  and  laugh.  « 

This  quicksilver  no  gnome  has  drunk — within 

The  walnut  bowl  it  lies,  veined  and  tliin, 

In*  colour  like  the  wake  of  light  that  stains 

The  Tuscan  deep,  when  from  the  moist  moon  rains 

The  inmost  shower  of  it's  white  fire — the  breeze         '^ 

Is  still — blue  heaven  smiles  over  the  pale  seas. 

And  in  this  bowl  of  quicksilver — for  I 

Yield  to  the  impulse  of  an  infancy 

Outlasting  manhood — I*  have  made  to  float 

A  rude  idealism  of  a  paper  boat: — ^  >'^ 

A  hollow  screw  with  cogs — Henry®  will  know 

The  thing  I  mean  and  laugh  at  me, — if  so 

He  fears  not  I  should  do  more  miscliief. — Next 

Lie^  bills  and  calculations  much  perplext. 

With  steam-boats,  frigates,  and  machinery  quaint        ^ 

Traced  over  them  in  blue  and  yellow  paint. 

Then  comes  a  range  of  mathematical 

Instruments,  for  plans  nautical  and  statical; 

^  This  line  wa»  formerly  printed  thus  The  dash  was  Shelley's  stop  of  ail 

Reply  to  them  In  lava-cry,  halloo  I  work  ;  and  if  he  placed  it  there  alone, 

The  sense  of  the  lino  is  ehewn  in  both  ^e  doubtless  meant  it  to  shew  that 

MSS.  to  be  as  above.     I  give  it  as  in  the  hollow  screw  was  another  item  in 

the  transcript.     Mrs.  Shelley's  dashes  the  catalogue,— the  next  thmg  to  ^« 

are  often  very  small,  as  tlus  one  is.  bowl, — ^the  screw  and  the  *-ideali«ni 


.-•.• 
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1    suspect  it   got  mistaken    by    the  of  a  paper  boat "  not  being  one 

printer  for  a  hy})hen.  the  same,  as  Mr.  Rossotti  makes  them ; 

'  In  all  previous   editions,  towns  ;  l>ut  I  think  a  colon  has  probably  been 

but  totoera  in  the  transcript.     This  is  lost,  and  supply  one. 

doubtless  right.  *  Henry   Reveley,  an  Engineer,  in 

'  In  the  transcript,  /  instead  of  In,  whose  work-shop  SheUey  was  writing. 

— another  clerical  error.  He  was  Mi*s.  Gisbome's  son  by  a  former 

*  This  /  is  wanting  in  the  transcript.  marriage  ;  and  the  Shelleys  were  stay- 
It  is  in  all  editions.  ing   in    the  house  of  the   Gisbomee, 

»  In  Mi-3.  Shelley's  editions  and  in  then  absent  from  Leghorn, 

her  transcript  there  is  a  dash  at  the  "  So  in  all  editions,  but  See  in  tie 

end  of  this  lino.     Mr.  Uossetti  substi-  transcript. 
tutes  a  comma,  and  destroys  the  sense. 
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A  heap  of  rosin,  a  queer  ^  broken  glass 

With  ink  in  it; — a  china  cup  that  was  86 

What  it  will  never  be  again,  I  think, 

A  thing  from  which  sweet  lips  were  wont  to  drink 

The  liquor  doctors  rail  at — and  which  I 

Will  quaff  in  spite  of  them — and  when  we  die 

We'll  toss  up  who  died  first  of  drinking  tea,  oo 

And  cry  out, — ^heads  or  tails  ?  where'er  we  be. 

Near  that  a  dusty  paint  box,  some  odd  hooks,* 

A*  half-burnt  match,  an  ivory  block,  three  books. 

Where  conic  sections,  spherics,  logarithms, 

To  great  Laplace,  from  Saunderson  and  Sims,  05 

lie  heaped  in  their  harmonious  diaarray 

Of  figures, — disentangle  them  who  may. 

Baron  de  Tott's  Memoirs  beside  them  lie. 

And  some  odd  voliunes  of  old  chemistry. 

Near  those*  a  most  inexplicable  thing,  100 

With  lead*  in  the  middle — I'm  conjecturing 

How  to  make  Henry  understand ;  but  no — 

I'll  leave,  as  Spenser  says,  with  many  mo. 

This  secret  in  the  pregnant  womb  of  time. 

Too  vast  a  matter  for  so  weak  a  rhyme.  105 

And  here  like  some  weird  Archunage  sit  I, 
Plotting  dark  spells,  and  devilish®  enginery. 
The  seK-impelling  steam-wheels  of  the  mind 
Which  pump  up  oaths  from  clergymen,  and  grind 
The  gentle  spirit  of  our  meek  reviews  110 

Into  a  powdery  foam  of  salt  abuse. 


In  aU  Mrs.  Shelley*B  editions,  and 
her  transcript  the  word  here  ia 
en.     It  ia  qiuer  in  Sir  P.  Shelley's 
\. 

'  So  in  the  transcript :  in  the  first 
tion  old  hooks;  but  old  books  in  the 
itions  of  1839. 

'  J  n  in  the  Posthumous  Poems ; 
t  ^  in  other  editions,  and  in  the 
nscript. 


^  So  in  the  transcript,  but  them  in 
all  editions. 

^  Mrs.  Shelley  printed  least  in  aU 
editions  ;  and  that  ia  the  word  in  the 
transcript ;  but  it  is  lead  in  Sir  Percy 
Shelley's  MS. 

'  In  the  transcript  self'impetting 
was  here  as  well  as  in  the  next  line  ; 
but  doubtless  devilish  is  the  right 
epithet :  it  is  in  all  editions. 
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Euffling  the  ocean  of  their  self-content ; — 

I  sit — and  smile  or  sigh  as  is  my  bent, 

But  not  for  them — ^Libeccio  rushes  round 

With  an  inconstant  and  an  idle  sound,  lu 

I  heed  him  more  than  them — the  thunder-smoke 

Is  gathering  on  the  mountains,  like  a  cloak 

Folded  athwart  their  shoulders  broad  and  bare; 

The  ripe  com  under  the  undulating  air 

Undulates  like  an  ocean  ; — and  the  vines  i» 

Are  trembling  wide  in  all  their  trellised  lines — 

The  murmur  of  the  awakening  sea  doth  fill 

The  empty  pauses  of  the  blast; — ^the  hill 

Looks  hoary  through  the  white  electric  rain. 

And  from  the  glens  beyond,  in  sullen  strain,  ^ 

The  interrupted  thunder  howls;  above 

One  chasm  of  heaven  smiles,  like  the  eye^  of  Love 

On  the  unquiet  world ; — while  such  things  are. 

How  could  one  worth  your  friendsliip  heed*  the  war 

Of  worms  ?  the  shriek  of  the  world's  carrion  jajrs,       iso 

Their  censure,  or  their  wonder,  or  their  praise? 

You  are  not  here !  the  quaint  witch  Memory  sees 
In  vacant  chairs,  your  absent  images. 
And  points  where  once  you  sat,  and  now  should  be 
But  are  not. — I  demand  if  ever  we  ^ 

Shall  meet  as  then  we  met; — and  she  replies. 
Veiling  in  awe  her  second-sighted  eyes ; 
"I  know  the  past  alone — but  summon  home 
"  My  sister  Hope, — she  speaks  of  all  to  come." 
But  I,  an  old  diviner,  wlio  knew^  well  140 

Every  false  verse  of  that  sweet  oracle, 

^  The  word  here  is  eye  in  both  the  ^  So  in  all  editions,  but  hear  in  the 

MSS.,  age  in  tho  Posthumous  Poems,  transcript. 

and  eye  again  in  the  collected  editions.  ^  In  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions  and 
Mr.  liosaetti  adopts  af/e,  which  makes  tiimscript,  hiow,  but  Jbnew  in  Sir  li- 
very questionable  sense  to  my  mind.  bhelley's  MS. 
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rumed  tx)  the  sad  enchantress  once  again, 

Vnd  sought  a  respite  from  my  gentle  pain, 

[n  citing^  every  passage  o'er  and  o'er 

3f  our  communion — ^how  on  the  sea  shore 

fVe  watched  the  ocean  and  the  sky  together, 

[Jnder  the  roof  of  blue  Italian  weather  ;2 

Bow  I  ran  home  through  last  year's  thunder-storm, 

A.nd  felt  the  transverse  lightning  linger  warm 

Upon  my  cheek — and  how  we  often  made 

Feasts^  for  each  other,  where  good  will  outweighed 

The  frugal  luxury  of  our  country  cheer. 

As  well  it*  might,  were  it  less  firm  and  clear 

Tlian  ours  must  ever  be; — ^and  how  we  spun 

A  shroud  of  talk  to  hide  us  from  tlie  sun 

Of  this  familiar  life,  which  seems  to  be 

But  is  not, — or  is  but  quaint  mockery 

Of  all  we  would  believe,  and^  sadly  blame 

The  jarring  and  inexplicable  frame 

Of  this  wrong  world : — and  then  anatomize 

The  purposes  and  thoughts  of  men  whose  eyes 

Were  closed  in  distant  years; — or  widely  guess 

The  issue  of  the  earth's  great  business, 

Wlien  we  shall  be  as  we  no  longer  are — ® 

Like  babbling  gossips  safe,  who  hear  the  war 
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1  So  in  Sir  P.  Shelley's  MS.  ;  but 
inff  in  the  transcript  and  in  former 
itions. 

■  Cf.  line  542  of  Epiptychidion, 
'  So  in  the  transcript,  but  Treats  in 
editions. 

*  So  in  the  transcript ;  but  in  pre- 
>U8  editions,  it  tceU  for  well  it. 
^  I  give  this  line  exactly  as  in  the 
inscript  :  in  Mrs.  Shelley's  and  Mr. 
wsetti's  editions  we  read  or  for  and^ 
d  a  semicolon  for  a  comma  after 
icre,  I  think  this  subverts  the 
ise,  which  seems  to  me  to  be  "this 
niliar  life  which  is  but  mockery  of 
we  would  believe,  for  which  state 


of  things  we  blame  the  frame  of  this 
wrong  world." 

'  This  line  is  given  as  in  former 
editions,  and  as  in  the  transcript,  be- 
cause  the  present  sense  is  possible, — 
"  when  we  shall  again  be  as  we  once 
were  and  no  longer  are."  I  am  moral- 
ly convinced,  nevertheless,  that  there 
is  fui  accidental  slip  in  the  order  of 
the  words,  and  that  we  should  read 

When  we  ■hall  be  no  kmgor  m  we  are. 

It  should  perhaps  be  stated  that  the 
dash  at  the  end  of  the  lin<>  is  in  the 
transcript,  whereas  a  semicolon  takes 
its  place  in  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions. 
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Of  winds,  and  sigh,  but  tremble  not ; — or  how 

You'listened  to  some  interrupted  flow 

Of  visionary  rhyme, — ^in  joy  and  pain 

Struck  from  the  inmost  fountains  of  my  brain. 

With  little  skill  perhaps; — or  how  we  sought  in 

Those  deepest  wells  of  passion  or  of  thought 

Wrought  by  wise  poets  in  the  waste  of  years, 

Staining ^their^  sacred  waters  with  our  tears; 

Quenching  a  thirst  ever  to  be  renewed ! 

Or  how  I,  wisest  lady!  then  indued  i:^ 

The  language  of  a  land  which  now  is  free,* 

And  winged*  with  thoughts  of  truth  and  majesty, 

Flits  round  the  tyrant's  sceptre  like  a  cloud. 

And  bursts  the  peopled  prisons,  and  cries  aloud, 

"My  name  is  Legion!" — that  majestic  tongue 

Which  Calderon  over  the  desart  flung 

Of  ages  and  of  nations ;  and  which  found 

An  echo  in  our  hearts,  and  with  the  sound 

Startled  oblivion; — ^thou  wert  then  to  me 

As  is  a  nurse — when  inarticulately  i^ 

A  child  would  talk  as  it's  grown  parents  do. 

If  living  winds  the  rapid  clouds  pursue, 

If  hawks  chase  doves  through  the  setherial*  way, 

Himtsmen  the  innocent  deer,  and  beasts  their  prey, 

Why  should  not  we  rouse  with  the  spirit's  blast 

Out  of  the  forest  of  the  pathless  past 

These  recollected  pleasures? 

You  are  now 
In  London,  that  great  sea,  whose  ebb  and  flow 

^  So  in  the  transcript ;  but  t^  in  all  'In  the  tranacript,  mingled  ;  but  in 

former  editions.  all  editions,  mnged,  of  course  rightly. 

*  It  is  perhaps  hardlj  necessary  to  *  This  is  the  adjective  in  the  trans* 

say  that  Mrs.  Qisbome  really  did  act  cript,  and  seems  to  me  more  Shellej- 

as  Shellev*s  preceptress  in  Uie  study  like  in  this  place  than  the  aSrial  fd  the 

of  Spanish.  printed  editions. 
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e  is  deaf  and  loud,  and  on  the  shore 

its  wrecks,  and  stiU  howls  on  for  more.  iw 

its  depth  what  treasures!    You  will  see 
■hich  was  Godwin,^ — greater  none  than  he 
I  fallen — and  fallen  on  evil  times — ^to  stand 
;  the  spirits  of  our  age  and  land, 
the  dread  tribunal  of  to  come  200 

remost, — while  Rebuke  cowers  pale  and  dumb, 
ill  see  Coleridge — ^he  who  sits  obscure 

exceeding  lustre,  and  the  pure 
i  irradiation  of  a  mind, 

with  its  own  internal  lightning*  blind,  205 

ivearily  through  darkness  and  despair — 
d-encircled  meteor  of  the  air, 

led  eagle  among  blinking  owls. 

ill  see  Hunt — one  of  those  happy  souls 

are  the  salt  of  the*  earth,  and  without  whom 
orld  would  smell  like  what  it  is — a  tomb  ;         211 
3,  what  others  seem;  his  room  no  doubt 

adorned  by  many  a  cast  from  Shout,* 
jraceful  flowers  tastefully  placed  about; 

age  about  Godwin  is  given  error,  or  an  error  of  Mrs.  SheUey*8  in 

ritj  in  the  transcript,  ex-  making  the  copy  for  prees.    In  the 

e  name  w  written  0 n,  same  Hne  the  while  of  the  MS.,  is  cer- 

think,  that  this  was  made  tainly    more    euphonious    than    the 

iew  to  publication,  for  the  tchiltt  of  previous  editions. 

,  as  indicated  in  mj  note  at  *  In  all  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions  the 

or  when  the  poem  was  first  word  here  is  lustre;  but  in  both  MSS., 

I  Godwin  was  of  necessity  it  is  liglitning, 

c  lines  were  omitted  alto-  '  The  word  the,  which  is  in  all  edi- 

ey  were  not  supplied  even  tions,  is  not  in  the  transcript.     I  have 

edition  of  183'^;  but  in  no  doubt  it  should  be  there. 

hey  were  given,  three  years  ^  Being    anxious    to    identify    the 

u's  death,  thus  unnecessa-  person  here  referred  to,  I  consulted 

without  success  several  Dictionaries  of 

Yon  will  Me  Artists  and  general  Biographical  Dic- 

11:^. J[^»?;  ^"^^l  "Vil«J^»  ^«.  5       tionaries  ;  but  Mr.  Gamett,  who  kind- 
on  eTil  titUM,  Yut  \fiil  ho  Htaud,        ,  j  _a     1    x  i_     xi.       »      1        • 

irit«  of  our  n^  and  land,  ^7  undertook  to  search  other  books  of 

tad  tribunal  of  'i'ouome  reference  for  me,  discovered  in  some 

whilrt  rebuke  .taiida  pole  and       of  the  contemporary  directories  "Shout 

(Robert),  statuary,  18  High  Holbom." 

ipt  corre8i>ond8  here  with      Mr.  Gamett  writes  to  me  that  Shout 

jy'sMS.,— theword*tom/«       "does  not  appear  as  an  exhibitor  at 

being  either  a  printer's      the  Royal  Academy,  and  hii  ocoupa- 
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And  coronals  of  bay  from  ribbons  hung. 

And  brighter  wreaths  in  neat  disorder  flung; 

The  gifts  of  the  most  leam'd^  among  some  dozens 

Of  female  friends,  sisters-in-law  and  cousins. 

And  there  is  he  with  his  eternal  puns, 

Which  beat  the  dullest  brain  for  smiles,  like  dims 

Thundering  for  money  at  a  poet's  door; 

Alas!  it  is  no  use  to  say,  "I'm  poor!" 

Or  oft  in  graver  mood,  when  he  will  look 

Things  wiser  than  were  ever  read*  in  book, 

Except  in  Shakespeare's  wisest  tenderness. — 

You  will  see  Hogg,* — and  I  cannot  express 

His  virtues, — ^though  I  know  that  they  are  great. 

Because  he  locks,  then  barricades  the  gate 

Within  which  they  inhabit ; — of  his  wit 

And  wisdom,  you'll  cry  out  when  you  are  bit. 

He  is  a  pearl  within  an  oyster  shell. 

One  of  the  richest  of  the  deep; — ^and  there 

Is  English  Peacock*  with  his  mountain  fair 

Turned  into  a  Flamingo; — that  shy  bird 

That  gleams  i'  the  Indian  air — ^have  you  not  heard 

When  a  man  marries,  dies,  or  turns  Hindoo, 

His  best  friends  hear  no  more  of  him  ? — ^but  you 

Will  see  him,  and  will  like  him  too,  I  hope. 

With  the  milk-white  Snowdonian  Antelope 

Matched  with  this  cameleopard — his  fine  wit^ 
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tion  probably  consisted  chiefly  in  mak' 
ing  casts."  If  so,  he  probably  sup- 
plied such  casts  from  anti<iues  &c.  as 
Hunt  required,  and  did  the  necessai-y 
casting  from  clay  models  by  Mrs. 
Hunt,  who  was  an  amateiir  sculptor. 

^  Shelley's  and  Mrs.  Shelley's  cus- 
tom was  to  leave  the  mute  e  in  all  past 
participles  in  ed;  but  in  the  transcript 
this  particular  e  is  struck  out  and  an 
apostrophe  substituted, on  the  ground, 
no  doubt,  that  in  this  word  it  wotUd 
not  be  mute  if  left  there  at  all. 

>  In  Sir  P.  Shelle^s  MS.  rtad,  but 
Mu2  in  former  editions  and  in  the 


transcript, — in  which,  by  the  bye, 
Mrs.  Shelley  has  drawn  a  line  dov^'Q 
the  margin  to  call  attention  to  lines 
223  to  225, — another  indication  that 
this  copy  was  made  speciaUy  for  Hunt. 

'  Mr.  Jic^setti  rightly  surmised  tbftt 

the  U which  used   to   be  here 

should   be  replaced  by  the  name  of 
Jlo^j.    It  is  so  in  both  MSS. 

*  This  name  also  is  written  in  fuU 

in  both  MSS.     Only  P appears 

in  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions. 

^  I  give  this  line  as  in  the  truiB- 
script:  in  the  Posthumous  Poems  the 
only  difference  is  that  there  is  a  semi- 
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Makes  such  a  wound,  the  knife  is  lost  in  it; 
A  strain  too  learned  for  a  shallow  age, 
Too  wise  for  selfish  bigots ;  let  his  page 
"Wliich  charms  the  chosen  spirits  of  the  time,^ 
Fold  itself  up  for  the*  serener  clime 
Of  years  to  come,  and  find  it's  recompense 
In  that  just  expectation.* — ^Wit  and  sense, 
Virtue  and  human  knowledge;  all  that  might 
Make  this  dull  world  a  business  of  delight. 
Are  all  combined  in  Horace  Smith.  ^ — ^And  these, 
With  some  exceptions,  wliich  I  need  not  teaze 
Your  patience  by  descanting  on, — are  all 
You  and  I  know  in  London. 

I  recall 
My  thoughts,  and  bid  you  look  upon  the  night. 
As  water  does  a  sponge,  so  the  moonlight 
Fills  the  void,  hollow,  universal  air — 
What  see  you  ? — unpavilioned  heaven  is  fair 
Whether  the  moon,  into  her  chamber  gone. 
Leaves  midnight  to  the  golden  stars,  or  wan 
Climbs  with  diminished  beams  the  azure  steep; 
Or  whether  clouds  sail  o'er  the  inverse  deep. 
Piloted  by  the  many-wandering  blast, 
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colon  instead  of  r  dash  after  the  word 

eamdeopard.     In  the  first  edition  of 

1839  we  read 

Matchod  with  hit  camelopard ;  his  fine 
wit 

and  in  the  second  edition  of  1839  the 
same  woxds,  but  with  no  stop  what- 
ever in  the  line.    Mr.  Kossetti  reads 

Matched  with  this  oamelopard.  His  fine 

wit 

retaining  the  authorized  orthography 
of  camdopardf — which  I  desire  most 
emphatically  to  reject  in  favour  of 
the  incorrect  popular  orthography, 
canuleopard,  because  I  have  not  the 
remotest  doubt  that  Shelley  used  that 
word  under  the  impression  that  it 
was  compoimded  of  camd  and  leopard 


and  accented  on  the  first  and  third 
syllables.  If  we  accept  the  right  ety- 
mology (deriving  the  word  from  camd 
and  pard)  we  must  take  the  right 
pronunciation  with  it,  and  accent  the 
word  on  the  first  and  fourth  syllables, 
thus  destroying  the  rhythm. 

^  In  aU  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions,  age; 
but  time  in  both  the  MSS. 

*  In  previous  editions,  a ;  but  the 
in  the  transcript. 

'  So  in  all  editions  ;  but  in  the 
transcript  reputation. 

^  This  name  is  given  in  full  in  the 
transcript  and  in  Mrs.  Shelley's  seoond 
edition  of  1839.  In  earlier  editions 
the  initials  H.8.  only  apx)eared. 
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And  the  rare  stars  rush  through  them  dim  and  fast : — 

All  this  is  beautiful  in  every  land. 

But  what  see  you  beside^? — ^a  shabby  stand  ss  i^^ 

Of  Hackney  coaches — a  brick  house  or  wall 

Fencing  some  lonely  court,  white  with  the  scrawl 

Of  our  unhappy  politics ; — or  worse — 

A  wretched  woman  reeling  by,  whose  curse 

Mixed  with  the  watchman's,  partner  of  her  trade,       ^ 

You  must  accept  in  place  of  serenade — 

Or  yellow-haired  Pollonia  murmuring 

To  Henry,  some  unutterable  thing.* 

I  see  a  chaos  of  green  leaves  and  fhiit 

Built  roimd  dark  caverns,  even  to  the  root  «:&    ; 

Of  the  living  stems  that*  feed  them — in  whose  bowers 

There  sleep  in  their  dark  dew  the  folded  flowers; 

Beyond,  the  surface  of  the  unsickled  com 

Trembles  not  in  the  slumbering  air,  and  borne 

In  circles  quaint,  and  ever  changing  dance,  2^ 

Like  wingM  stars  the  fire- flies  flash  and  glance. 

Pale  in  the  open  moonshine,  but  each  one 

Under  the  dark  trees  seems  a  little  sim, 

A  meteor  tamed;  a  fixed  star  gone  astray 

From  the  silver  regions  of  the  milky  way; —  ^ 

Afar  the  Contadino's  song  is  heard, 

Eude,  but  made  sweet  by  distance — and  a  bird 

Which  cannot  be  the*  Nightingale,  and  yet 

I  Imow  none  else  that  sings  so  sweet  as  it 

At  this  late  hour; — and  then  all  is  still «w 

Now  Italy  or  London,  which  you  will! 

Next  winter  you  must  pass  with  me;  I'll  have 

^  So  in  all  editions  :   in  the  trau-  •  In  previous  editions,  irAo ;  in  the 

Bcripty  bendes.  transcript,  ihatf — a  manifest  improvc- 

*  This  couplet  is  not  in  the  tran-  ment  in  grammar  and  euphony, 

script,  the  Posthumous  Poenis,  or  the  ^  In  all  previous  editions,  a  ;  hut 

first  edition  of   1839 ;   but  was  first  the  in  the  transcript. 
given  in  the  second  edition  of  1839. 
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lOuse  by  that  time  turned  into  a  grave 

sad  despondence  and  low-thoughted  care, 

all  the  dreams  which  our  tormentors  are;  205 

that  Hunt,  Hogg,  Peacock  and  Smith  were  there,  ^ 

every  thing  belonging  to  them  fair! — 
frill  have  books,  Spanish,  Italian,  Greek; 
ask  one  week  to  make  another  week 


ugh  these  names  are  in  both 
able  MSa,  I  do  not  feel 
'  satisfied  that  Shelley  meant 
}  stand  thus  ineuphoniously 
ent  Mrs.  Qisbome  the  letter, 
ispect  Mrs.  Shelley  re^trans- 
r  the  Potthumoui  Poem», 
b  form  in  which  the  line 
1  that  Tolume  is 

a 


and 


were 


Qot  sgree  with  Mr.  Roesetti 
reading  indicates  three  per- 
gh  as  he  prints  the  line,  with 
mas  of  hiJB  own  introducing. 

Hunt, ,  and   , 

there, 

ons  are  certainly  indicated, 
if  this  were  so  in  the  first 
do  not  think  we  could  en- 
e  suggestion  that  two  of  the 
re  Hunt's  sister-in-law  and 
"ead,  as  Mr.Roasetti  suggests, 

Honty  Beeqr,  and  Marianne  were 

seems  that  this  suggestion 

wholly  unrhythmic  line  : 
sy  and  Marianne  would  be 
e  fair  belongings,  and  the 
ould  be  almost  unmeaning 
ongly  to  the  belief  thnt  in 

on  which  the  first  edition 
:,  the  person  for  whom  two 

indicated  ['*  H "] 

led,  and  that  this  was  Horace 
le  other  being  Hunt  :  we 
m  have  one  of  those  exqui- 
-thmic  and  heart-felt  lines 
syllable,  that  Shelley  occa- 
jed  : — 

Horace  Smith  ami    Hunt  were 

a  line  as 

thy  klmoa  or  thjr  teurs  ? 

es  to  Emilia  Viviani.  The 
lich  Mrs.  Shelley  herself,  to 


some  extent,  misled  Mr.  Rossetti,  is 
curious  :  in  her  first  collected  edition 
of  1839  she  printed  the  line  thus  : — 

Oh  that  H and  were 

there^ 

and  in  the  second  edition  of  1889 
thus  : — 


Oh  that  Hunt  and 


were  then, 


and  it  seems  probable  that  both  she 
and  the  printers  lost  all  account  of  the 
distinction  between  what  is  technic- 
ally called  a  "  4-em  metal  rule  *'  and 
two  "2-em  metal  rules";  that  she 
knew  Hunt's  name  appeared  in  the 
line,  and  put  it  in  for  the  first  time  in 
a  working  copy  of  the  first  edition  of 
1889  (not  of  the  Patthumout  Poenu, 
1824).  Now  the  earliest  reading  of 
the  line  indicates  that  the  first  bumk 
stood  for  a  person  with  two  mimes, 
the  Jtrsi  beginning  with  H  ;  and  that 
the  second  blank  was  for  one  name  of 
one  syllable.  Mrs.  Shelley  seems  to 
have  remembered  fifteen  years  later 
that  Hunt  was  named  in  the  line,  and 
the  printers  having  meanwhile  sub> 
stituted  a  long  (ksh  after  If  for 
two  short  dadhes,  she  put  the  name  in 
the  first  blank  space.  Perhaps  she 
had  forgotten  whom  the  other  blank 
was  for ;  and  certainly  she  was  not 
very  particular  about  the  matter,  as 
sheAvn  by  her  giving  the  line  in  three 
different  and  inconsistent  ways. 
Horace  Smith  is  the  only  person 
named  in  the  letter  who  will  fit  the 

"  H ";  and  the  evidence  of 

the  context  would  tend  to  shew  that 
the  persons  meant  were  some  of  those 
already  named.  I  have  discussed  this 
line  as  if  there  were  no  authority  for 
it  at  all,  because,  though  there  is  suffi- 
cient ground  for  giving  the  four  names 
in  the  text,  I  strongly  suspect  there 
were  different  versions  of  the  letter  for 
different  circles.  But  what  has  be- 
come of  the  letter  itself  f 
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As  like  his  father,  as  I'm  unlike  mine. 
Which  is  not  his  fault,  as  you  may  divine.^ 
Though  we  eat  little  flesh  and  drink  no  wine, 
Yet  let's  be  merry:  we'll  have  tea  and  toast; 
Custards  for  supper,  and  an  endless  host 
Of  syllabubs  and  jellies  and  mince-pies, 
And  other  such  lady-like  luxuries, — 
Feasting  on  which  we  will  philosophize ! 
And  well  have  fires  out  of  the  Grand  Duke's  wood, 
To  thaw  the  six  weeks*  winter  in  our  blood. 
And  then  we'U  talk; — ^what  shall  we  talk  about? 
Oh!  there  are  themes  enough  for  many  a  bout 
Of  thought-entangled  descant ; — as  to  nerves — 
With  cones  and  parallelograms  and  curves 
I've  sworn  to  strangle  them  if  once  they  dare 
To  bother  me — when  you  are  with  me  thera 
And  they  shall  never  more  sip  laudanum, 
From  Helicon  or  BKmeros*; — ^well,  come,* 
And  in  despite  of  God^  and  of  the  devil, 
We'll*  make  our  friendly  philosophic  revel 
Outlast  the  leafless  time;  till  buds  and  flowers 
Warn  the  obscure  inevitable  hours. 
Sweet  meeting  by  sad  parting  to  renew; — 
"Tomorrow  to  fresh  woods  and  pastures  new." 


» 


s» 


815 


39 


^'ifupos,  from  which  the   river  Himera  was  named,  is,  with  some 
shade  of  difference,  a  synonyme  of  Love.    [Shbllet'b  Notk] 


^  This  line,  which  is  in  the  tran- 
script, appears  now,  I  believe,  for  the 
first  time. 

'  In  the  transcript,  in  the  PoHhu- 
moui  PoenUf  and  in  the  first  edition  of 
1839,  v^U  come;  but  in  the  second 
edition  of  1839,  and  onwards,  well, 
come. 

'  Three  asterisks  have  hitherto  stood 
in  this  place  in  all  editions  ;  and  the 
blank  has  been  much  disctissed  and 
debated.  Sir  Percy  Shelley's  MS. 
affords  no  due  to  the  lost  word,  now 


given  from  the  transcript,  which 
supports  the  word  detpUe,  given  in  th6 
Potihumxma  Poems,  but  dropped  in 
favour  of  tpite,  in  Mrs.  Shelley's  Ut^ 
editions. 

*  So  in  the  transcript,  and  of  oouis* 
rightly  ;  but  m  all  Mrs.  Shelley's  edi- 
tions we  read  WiU  for  We'U,  a  corrup* 
tion  doubtless  consequent  on  the 
former  one,  we'll  for  nill  in  line  31 7. 
but  not  corrected  when  that  was  pu^ 
right. 
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[Mrs.  Shelley  tells  ub  that  during  some  of  the  hottest  days  of  August, 
1820,  Shelley  made  an  excursion  from  the  Baths  of  San  Giuliano  to  the 
summit  of  Monte  San  Pellegrino,  and  wrote,  in  the  three  days  immedifttitj 
after  his  return,  I^  Witch  of  Atla$, — a  poem  which  Mrs.  Shelley  cfaiiic* 
terizes  as  "  a  brilliant  congregation  of  ideas,  such  as  his  senses  gathered, 
and  his  fancy  coloured,  during  his  rambles  in  the  sunny  land  he  so  much 
loved.**  The  poem  was  sent  to  Mr.  Oilier  for  publication  ;  and  in  writiiig 
to  that  gentleman  on  the  22nd  of  February,  1821,  Shelley  directed  that  it 
should  not  be  included  in  the  same  volume  as  Jtdian  and  MaddeUOf  adding 
{SheUe^  Memoriali,  p.  154)—"  You  may  put  my  name  to  The  WUeh  qfAAu, 
as  usuaL*'  It  was  not,  however,  published  until  1824,  when  Mrs.  Shelley 
included  it  in  the  Potthumoui  Poems,  Sir  Percy  Shelley  has  a  perfect  MS. 
of  it  in  Shelley's  handwriting, — from  which  Mr.  Qamett  gave  some  emenda- 
tions in  his  Rdic9  of  Shdiey ;  and  among  the  Leigh  Hunt  MSS.  plaoed  at 
my  disposal  by  Mr.  Townshend  Mayer  is  a  transcript  in  Mra.  Shellej'B 
writing.  This  transcript  is  of  great  interest,  as  shewing  variations  from  the 
received  text.  The  six  stanzas  to  Mary  were  not  given  in  the  PotthnmeM 
Poetntf — perhaps  on  account  of  the  references  to  Wordsworth  in  the  last 
three, — which  Mrs.  Shelley  issued  for  the  first  time  in  her  second  coDected 
edition  of  1839,  Wordsworth  being  still  alive.  The  reference  to  Lacn  (wl 
Cythna  in  the  third  of  these  stanzas  is  very  striking.  Shelley  seems  to  hare 
hardly  suspected  that  there  would  be  a  resurrection  for  that  poem,  in  any 
form,  much  less  in  the  very  form  in  which  it  was  most  dear  to  him. — H.  6.  F.j 
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TO   MARY, 

(on  her  objecting  to  the  following  poem,  upon  THE 
SCORE  OF  ITS  CONTAINING  NO  HUMAN  INTEREST.) 

I. 

How,  my  dear  Mary,  are  you  critic-bitten, 

(For  vipers  kill,  though  dead,)  by  some  review, 

That  you  condemn  these  verses  I  have  written. 
Because  they  tell  no  story,  false  or  true! 

What,  though  no  mice  are  caught  by  a  young  kitten. 
May  it  not  leap  and  play  as  grown  cats  do, 

Till  its  daws  come?    Prithee,  for  this  one  time. 

Content  thee  with  a  visionary  rhyme. 

IL 

What  hand  would  crush  the  silken-wingfed  fly. 
The  yoimgest  of  inconstant  April's  minions. 

Because  it  cannot  climb  the  purest  sky. 
Where  the  swan  sings,  amid  the  sim's  dominions? 

Not  thine.    Thou  knowest  'tis  its  doom  to  die. 
When  day  shall  hide  within  her  twilight  pinions, 

The  lucent  eyes,  and  the  eternal  smile. 

Serene  as  thine,  which  lent  it  life  awhile. 

III. 

To  thy  fair  feet  a  wingid  Vision  came, 

Whose  date  should  have  been  longer  than  a  day. 

And  o'er  thy  head  did  beat  its  wings  for  fame. 

And  in  thy  sight  its  fading  plumes  display; 

R  2 
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The  watery  bow  burned  in  the  evening  flame, 
But  the  shower  fell,  the  swift  sun  went  his  way— 

And  that  is  dead. 0,  let  me  not  believe 

That  any  thing  of  mine  is  fit  to  live ! 

IV. 
Wordsworth  informs  us  he  was  nineteen  years 

Considering  and  retoucliing  Peter  Bell; 
Watering  his  laurels  with  the  killing  tears 

Of  slow,  dull  care,  so  that  their  roots  to  hell 
Might  pierce,  and  their  wide  branches  blot  the  spheieB 

Of  heaven,  with  dewy  leaves  and  flowers ;  this  well 
May  be,  for  Heaven  and  Earth  conspire  to  foil 
The  over-busy  gardener's  blundering  toiL 

v. 
My  Witch  indeed  is  not  so  sweet  a  creature 

As  Ruth  or  Lucy,  whom  his  graceful  praise 
Clothes  for  our  grandsons — ^but  she  matches  Peter, 

Though  he  took  nineteen  years,  and  she  three  days 
In  dressing.     Light  the  vest  of  flowing  metre 

She  wears ;  he,  proud  as  dandy  with  his  stays, 
Has  hung  upon  his  wiry  limbs  a  dress 
Like  King  Lear's  "looped  and  windowed  raggedness." 

VI. 

If  you  strip  Peter,  you  will  see  a  fellow, 
Scorched  by  Hell's  hyperequatorial  climate 

Into  a  kind  of  a  sulphureous  yellow : 

A  lean  mark,  hardly  fit  to  fling  a  rhyme  at; 

In  shape  a  Scaramouch,  in  hue  OtheUo.^ 

If  you  unveQ  my  Witch,  no  priest  nor  primate 

Can  slirive  you  of  that  sin, — if  sin  there  be 

In  love,  when  it  becomes  idolatry. 

^  In  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions  this  period  is  misprinted  ss  a  oomott' 
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TORE  those  cruel  Twins,  whom  at  one  birth 
Incestuous  Change  bore  to  her  father  Time, 
ror  and  Truth,  had  hunted  firom  the  Earth 
Ml  those  bright  natures  which  adorned  its  prime, 
id  left  us  nothing  to  believe  in,  worth 
rhe  pains  of  putting  into  learned  rhyme, 
lady-witch  there  lived  on  Atlas'  mountain 
thin  a  cavern,  by  a  secret  foimtain. 

II. 

r  mother  was  one  of  the  Atlantides : 
rhe  all-beholding  Sun  had  ne'er  beholden 
his  wide  voyage  o'er  continents  and  seas 
3o  fair  a  creature,  as  she  lay  enfolden 
the  warm  shadow  of  her  loveliness; — 
9e  kissed  her  with  his  beams,  and  made  all  golden 
B  chamber  of  grey  rock  in  which  she  lay — 
3,  in  that  dream  of  joy,  dissolved  away. 

III. 
3  said,  slie  first  was^  changed  into  a  vapour, 
And  then  into  a  cloud,  such  clouds  as  flit, 

^  So  in  tlie  tran«cript ;  but  uxu  first  in  previous  editions. 
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Like  splendour-wingM  moths  about  a  taper, 
Bound  the  red^  west  when  the  sun  dies  in  it: 

And  then  into  a  meteor,  such  as  caper 
On  hill-tops  when  the  moon  is  in  a  fit: 

Then,  into  one  of  those  mysterious  stars 

Which  hide  themselves  between  the  Earth  and  Mai& 

IV. 

Ten  times  the  Mother  of  the  Months  had  bent 
Her  bow  beside  the  folding-star,  and  bidden 

With  that  bright  sign  the  billows  to  indent 
The  sea-deserted  sand — like  children  chidden, 

At  her  command  they  ever  came  and  went — 
Since  in  that  cave  a  dewy  splendour  hidden 

Took  sliape  and  motion:  with  the  living  fonn 

Of  this  embodied  Power,  the  cave  grew  warm. 

I 

V. 

A  lovely  lady  garmented  in  light  I 

From  her  own  beauty— deep  her  eyes,  as  are 

Two  openings  of  unfathomable  night 

Seen  tlirough  a  Temple's*  cloven  roof — ^her  hair 

Dark — the  dim  brain  whirls  dizzy  with  delight. 
Picturing  her  form;  her  soft  smiles  shone  afar. 

And  her  low  voice  was  heard  like  love,  and  drew 

All  living  tilings  towards  this  wonder  new. 

VI. 

And  first  the  spotted  cameleopard®  came, 
And  then  Uie  wise  and  fearless  elephant; 

^  So  in  all  editions ;  but  dead  in  the  1839  ; — in  the  second,  and  later  edi 

transcript.  tions,  camdopard.    The  noteonthi 

*  So  in  the  transcript ;  but  tempetft  word  at  pp.  23d-7  applies  equally  hert 

in  former  editions.  I  have  no  doubt  the  incorrect  foil 

'  So  in  the  transcript,  the  Posthu-  should  be  retained,  as  being  Shelley' 

iiiouM  Foenu,  and  the  first  edition  of  word. 
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311  the  sly  serpent,  in  the  golden  flame 
y{  his  own  volumes  intervolved ; — all  gaunt 
d  sanguine  beasts  her  gentle  looks  made  tame, 
rhey  drank  before  her  at  her  sacred  fount; 
d  every  beast  of  beating  heart  grew  bold, 
3h  gentleness  and  power  even  to  behold.^ 

VII. 
e  brinded  lioness  led  forth  her  young, 
That  she  might  teach  them  how  they  should  forego 
eir  inborn  thirst  of  death;  the  pard  unstrung 
His  sinews  at  her  feet,  and  sought  to  know 
ith  looks  whose  motions  spoke  without  a  tongue 
Sow  he  might  be  as  gentle  as  the  doe. 
e  magic  circle  of  her  voice  and  eyes 
[  savage  natures  did  imparadise. 

VIII. 
d  old  SUenus,  shaking  a  green  stick 
Of  lilies,  and  the  wood-gods  in  a  crew 
me,  blithe,  as  in  the  olive  copses  thick 
DicadsB  are,  drunk  with  the  noonday  dew: 
id  Dryope*  and  Faunus  followed  quick, 
Teazing  the  God  to  sing  them  something  new; 
1  in  this  cave  they  found  the  lady  lone, 
iting  upon  a  seat  of  emerald  stone. 

IX. 

id  universal  Pan,  *tis  said,  was  there. 
And  though  none  saw  him, — through  the  adamant 
the  deep  mountains,  through  the  trackless  air. 
And  through  those  living  spirits,  like  a  want 

the  transcript  this  line  couBists  in. 

'  of  the  initial  word  i>uch  and  '  Driope  in  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions ; 

al  words  to  beholdf^A  space  be-  but  the  name  is  rightly  spelt  in  the 

t  for  the  remainder  to  be  filled  transcript  as  well  as  in  Shelley's  MS. 
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He  past  out  of  his  everlasting  lair 

Where  the  qxiick  heart  of  the  great  world  doth  pai 
And  felt  that  wondrous  lady  all  alone, — 
And  she  felt  him,  upon  her  emerald  throne. 


And  every  nymph  of  stream  and  spreading  tree, 
And  every  shepherdess  of  Ocean's  flocks, 

Who  drives  her  white  waves  over  the  green  sea, 
And  Ocean  with  the  brine  on  his  grey  locks, 

And  quaint  Priapus  with  his  company. 

All  came,  much  wondering  how  the  enwombJd  roc 

Could  have  brought  forth  so  beautiful  a  birth;— 

Her  love  subdued  tlieir  wonder  and  their  mirth 


XI. 

The  herdsmen  and  the  mountain  maidens  came, 
And  the  rude  kings  of  pastoral  Garamant — 

Their  spirits  shook  witliin  them,  as  a  flame 
Stirred  by  the  air  under  a  cavern  gaunt: 

Pigmies,^  and  Polyphemes,  by  many  a  name, 
Centaurs  and  Satyrs,  and  such  shapes  as  haunt 

Wet  clefts, — and  lumps  neitlier  alive  nor  dead, 

Dog-headed,  bosom-eyed,  and  bird-footed. 


^  The  transcript  affoxxiB  an  interest- 
ing variation  of  this  ]>a8Bage.  The 
stanza  ends  thus — 

F&an«,  Centaim,   Figmiei,  and  snoh   wild 

game, 
Aud    monopbthalmic   Polyphemea,    who 

haunt 
The  piue-hillB,  flooked 

a  blank  space  being  left  for  the  com- 
pletion of  the  final  couplet.  Faun-s 
is  spelt  FawnSf — and  MonopfUhafmic 
is  without  the  central  th.    This  blank 


seems  to  me  to  be  somewhat  ii 
ing  in  connexion  with  Dr.  Po 
story  of  Shelley's  intense  hoi 
suddenly  thinking,  while  he 
at  Mrs,  Shelley,  of  "  a  woman 
heard  of  who  had  eyes  insi 
nipples."  It  would  seem  as  i 
haid  been  some  discussion  or  d 
to  the  form  the  passage  in  th 
should  take.  For  this  tran^ 
see  Mr.  Rossetti's  Memoir 
LXXXIX,  VoL  I  of  his  editio 
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XIL 

For  she  was  beautiful — ^her  beauty  made 

The  bright  world  dim,  and  every  thing  beside 

Seemed  like  the  fleeting  image  of  a  shade : 
No  thought  of  living  spirit  could  abide, 

Which  to  her  looks  had  ever  been  betrayed. 
On  any  object  in  the  world  so  wide. 

On  any  hope  within  the  circling  skies. 

But  on^  her  form,  and  in  her  inmost  eyes. 


XIIL 

^Vhich  when  the  lady  knew,  she  took  her  spindle 
And  twined  three  threads  of  fleecy  mist,  and  three 

Xiong  lines  of  light,  such  as  the  dawn  may  kindle 
The  clouds  and  waves  and  mountains  with;  and  she 

As  many  star-beams,  ere  their  lamps  could  dwindle 
In  the  belated  moon,  wound  skilfully; 

-And  with  these  threads  a  subtle  veil  she  wove — 

-A.  shadow  for  the  splendour  of  her  love. 


xrv. 

Tlie  deep  recesses  of  her  odorous  dwelling 

Were  stored  with  magic  treasures — soimds  of  air. 

Which  had  the  power  all  spirits  of  compeUing, 
Folded  in  cells  of  crystal*  silence  there ; 

Such  as  we  hear  in  youth,  and  think  the  feeling 
Will  never  die — ^yet  ere  we  are  aware. 

The  feeling  and  the  sound  are  fled  and  gone. 

And  the  regret  they  leave  remains  alone. 


^  So  in  all  editioiiB,  but  in  in  tlie  '  In    the   transcript   and   in    the 

tnuucript.  Potthumoui  Pocnu,  ckryitaL 
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XV. 

And  there  lay^  Visions  swift,  and  sweet,  and  quaint, 
Each  in  its  thin  sheath,  like  a  chrysalis, 

Some  eager  to  burst  forth,  some  weak  and  fsint 
With  the  soft  burthen  of  intensest  bliss ; 

It  was^  its  work  to  bear  to  many  a  saint 
Whose  heart  adores  the  shrine  which  holiest  is, 

Even  Love's : — and  others  white,  green,  grey  and  bld^ 

And  of  all  shapes — and  each  was  at  her  beck. 


XVL 

And  odours  in  a  kind  of  aviary 

Of  ever-blooming  Eden-trees  she  kept, 

Clipt  in  a  floating  net,  a  love-sick  Fairy 
Had  woven  from'  dew-beams  while  the  moon  yet  slept 

As  bats  at  the  wired  window  of  a  dairy. 

They  beat  their  vans;  and  each  was  an  adept, 

When  loosed  and  missioned,  making  wings  of  winds, 

To  stir  sweet  thoughts  or  sad,  in  destined  minds. 

XVII. 

And  liquors  clear  and  sweet,  whose  healthful  might 
Could  medicine  the  sick  soul  to  happy  sleep, 

And  change  eternal  death  into  a  night 

Of  glorious  dreams — or  if  eyes  needs  must  weep, 

Could  make  their  tears  all  wonder  and  delight. 
She  in  her  crystal*  vials  did  closely  keep: 


^  The  word  lay,  though  in  all  edi- 
tiona,  is  not  in  the  transcript. 

'  In  all  previous  editions,  u  ;  but  tmw 
in  the  transcript,  agreeing  with  was  in 
the  last  line  of  the  stanza.  Mr.  Roesetti 
substitutes  tkdr  for  iU,  without  spe- 
cifying the  chanse,  which,  however, 
Shelley  might  pemaps  have  approved, 
the  context  would  indicate  that 


as 


the  work  referred  to  was  that  of  the 
particiilBr  Visions  who  were  weak  with 


intensest  bliss. 

'  So  in  all  editions  :  in  the  transc 
we  read  Wove  out  of  for  Had  w 
from. 

^  Again  chryttal  in  the  transc 
and  in  the  PoUhunuma  Poeau,  iv 
also  we  have  vials  in  this  and 
next  line,  though  pkiali,  is  in 
transcript  in  stanza  XX.  I  t 
viaU  is  probably  SheUey's  word. 
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If  men  could  drink  of  those  clear  vialfl,  'tis  said 
The  living  were  not  envied  of  the  dead. 

XVIIL 

Her  cave  was  stored  with  scrolls  of  strange  device, 
The  works  of  some  Satumian  Archimage, 

Which  taught  the  expiations  at  whose  price 
Men  &om  the  Grods  might  win  that  happy  age 

Too  lightly  lost,  redeeming  native  vice; 
And  which  might  quench  the  Earth-consuming  rage 

Of  gold  and  blood — ^till  men  should  live  and  move 

Harmonious  as  the  sacred  stars  above  ;^ 

And  how  all  things  that  seem  imtameable, 
Not  to  be  checked  and  not  to  be  confined, 

Obey  the  spells  of  wisdom's  wizard  skill; 

Time,  earth  and  fire — the  ocean  and  the  wind. 

And  aU  their  shapes — ^and  man's  imperial  will; 
And  other  scrolls  whose  writings  did  unbind 

The  inmost  lore  of  Love — let  the  profane* 

Tremble  to  ask  what  secrets  they  contain. 

XX. 

And  wondrous  works^  of  substances  unknown, 
To  which  the  enchantment  of  her  father's  power 

Had  changed*  those  ragged  blocks  of  savage  stone. 
Were  heaped  in  the  recesses  of  her  bower ; 


'  In    the    transcript  and    in  Mrs.  ^  The  transcript  shews  here  another 

eUey*s  editions  there  is  a  full-stop  yariation  from  the  text  authorized  by 

re.  all  editions, — Trangformed  instead  of 

'  In    the    transcript    and    in    the  Had  ekanged,    Mr.    Rossetti   substi- 

§ihumcut  PoemSf  prophane.  tutes  rugged  for  ragged  in  this  line. 

*  So  in  all  editions,  but  rock$  in  the  The  word  in  all  other  editions  and  in 

inscript.  the  tranaoript  is  ragged. 
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Carved  lamps  and  chalices,  and  vials  which  shone 
In  their  own  golden  beams-~each  like  a  flower, 
Out  of  whose  depth  a  fire-fly  shakes  his  light 
Under  a  cypress  in  a  starless  night. 

XXI. 

At  first  she  lived  alone  in  this  wild  home. 
And  her  own^  thoughts  were  each  a  minister, 

Clothing  themselves,  or  with  the  ocean  foam. 
Or  with  the  wind,  or  with  the  speed  of  fire, 

To  work  whatever  purposes  might  come 
Into  her  mind;  such  power  her  mighty  Sire 

Had  girt  them  with,  whether  to  fly  or  run, 

Through  all  the  regions  which  he  shines  upon. 

XXIL 

The  Ocean-nymphs  and  Hamadryades, 

Oreads  and  Naiads,  with  long  weedy*  locks. 

Offered  to  do  her  bidding  through  the  seas. 
Under  the  earth,  and  in  the  hollow  rocks. 

And  far  beneath  the  matted  roots  of  trees. 
And  in  the  knarl^d'  heart  of  stubborn  oaks. 

So  they  might  live  for  ever  in  the  light 

Of  her  sweet  presence — each  a  satellite. 

XXIIL 

"  This  may  not  be,"  the  wizard  maid  replied ; 
"The  fountains  where  the  Naiades  bedew 
Their  shining  hair,  at  length  are  drained  and  dried; 
The  solid  oaks  forget  their  strength,  and  strew 


^  This  word  own  which  ie  in  both  the  tranBcript. 

MSS.,  and  in  the  Potthvmaus  Poems,  '  So  in  the  tranflcript ;  but  gnaH» 

disappeared  from  Mrs.  Shelley's  col-  in  all  editions.    See  note  on  tins  war 

lected  editions.  in  the  Appendix  to  VoL  I. 

'  So  in  all  editions,  but  ttreaming  in 


c« 


c< 


<( 
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**  Their  latest  leaf  upon  the  mountains  wide ; 
''The  boundless  ocean  like  a  drop  of  dew 
"Will  be  consumed — the  stubborn  centre^  must 
"  Be  scattered,  like  a  doud  of  summer  dust. 

XXIV. 

**And  ye  with  them  will  perish,  one  by  one; — 
"K  I  must  sigh*  to  think  that  this  shall  be, 
K  I  must  weep  when  the  surviving  Sun 
"Shall  smile  on  your  decay — Oh,  ask  not  me 
To  love  you  till  your  little  race  is  run; 
"  I  cannot  die  as  ye  must — over  me 
Your  leaves  shall  glance — ^the  streams  in  which  ye  dwell 
"  Shall  be  my  paths  henceforth,  and  so— farewell !"  — 

XXV. 

She  spoke  and  wept: — ^the  dark  and  azure  well 
Sparkled  beneath  the  shower  of  her  bright  tears, 

And  every  little  circlet  where  they  fell 
Flung  to  the  cavern-roof  inconstant  spheres 

And  intertangled  lines  of  Ught : — a  kneU 
Of  sobbing  voices  came  upon  her  ears 

From  those  departing  Forms,  o'er  the  serene 

Of  the  white  streams  and  of  the  forest  green. 

XXVI. 

All  day  the  wizard  lady  sate'  aloof. 

Spelling  out  scrolls  of  dread  antiquity, 
Under  the  cavern's  fountain-lighted  roof; 

Or  broidering  the  pictured  poesy 


^  In  the  tranacript  we  read  moun'  two  lines  before. 

m$  here,  instead  of  eerUrtf  the  word  '  In  the  tranBoript  weq^  ;  bnt  tigh 

ithorized  by  aU  edition8,---doubtle88  in  aU  editions. 

ibstituted    to  avoid  repeating  the  *  So  in  tiie  transcript,  but  sorf  in  aU 

ord  mountains,  which  oocurs  only  former  editions. 
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Of  some  high  tale  upon  her  growing  woof. 

Which  the  sweet  splendour  of  her  smiles  could  dye 
In  hues  outshining  Heaven — and  ever  she 
Added  some  grace  to  the  wrought  poesy. 

xxvn. 

While  on  her  hearth  lay  blazing  many  a  piece 
Of  sandal  wood,  rare  gums  and  cinnamon ; 

Men  scarcely  know  how  beautiful  fire  is — 
Each  flame  of  it  is  as  a  precious  stone 

Dissolved  in  ever-moving  light,  and  this 
Belongs  to  each  and  all  who  gaze  upon.^ 

The  Witch  beheld  it  not,  for  in  her  hand 

She  held  a  woof  that  dimmed  the  burning  brand 

XXVIII. 

Tliis  lady  never  slept,  but  lay  in  trance 
All  night  within  the  foimtain — as  in  sleep. 

Its  emerald  crags  glowed  in  her  beauty's  glance; 
Through  the  green  splendour  of  the  water  deep 

She  saw  the  constellations  reel  and  dance 
like  fire-flies — and  withal  did  ever  keep 

The  tenour  of  her  contemplations  calm, 

With  open  eyes,  closed  feet  and  folded  palm. 


XXIX. 

And  when  the  whirlwinds  and  the  clouds  descended 
From  the  white  pinnacles  of  that*  cold  hill. 


*  So  in  the  transcript,  and  in  aU 
editions  but  that  of  Mr.  Rossetti,  who 
substitutes  thereon  for  upon,  with  the 
remark,  "  Syntax  and  sense  are  left  in 
a  glaringly  inoomplete  state  with 
'  upon ' ;  and,  as  I  cannot  suppose 
thit  Shelley  would  deliberately  have 
retained  it,  I  have  hazarded  the  emen- 


dation in  the  text,  with  some  com- 
punctious vifiitings,"  Wlule  admit- 
ting the  strong  temptation  which  «o 
manifest  an  improvement  oflferBi  I  ^^ 
not  feel  convinced  that  SheUey  would 
have  cared  to  make  the  change. 

*Soinall  editions;  but^in  the 
transcript. 
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past  at  dewfall  to  a  space  extended, 
Vliere  in  a  lawn  of  flowering  asphodel 
id  a  wood  of  pines  and  cedars  blended, 
liere  yawned  an  inextinguishable  well 
crimson  fire — full  even  to  the  brim, 
d  overflowing  all  the  margin  trim. 

XXX. 

thin  the  which  she  lay  when  the  fierce  war 

)f  wintry  winds  shook  that  innocuous  liquor 

many  a  mimic  moon  and  bearded  star 

)'er  woods  and  lawns; — ^the  serpent  heard  it  flicker 

sleep,  and  dreaming  still,  he  crept  afar — 

Lnd  when  the  windless  snow  descended  thicker 

in  autumn  leaves,  she  watched  it  as  it  came 

It  on  the  surface  of  the  level^  flame. 

XXXI. 

J  had  a  Boat,  which  some  say  Vulcan  wrought 
i'or  Venus,  as  the  chariot  of  her  star; 
b  it  was  found  too  feeble  to  be  fraught 
>Vith  all  the  ardours  in  that  sphere  which  are, 
d  so  she  sold  it,  and  Apollo  bought 
\jid  gave  it  to  this  daughter:  firom  a  car 
mged  to  the  fairest  and  the  lightest  boat 
lich  ever  upon  mortal  stream  did  float. 

XXXII. 

d  others  say,  that,  when  but  three  hours  old, 
[Tie  first-bom  Love  out  of  his  cradle  leapt, 
d  clove  dun  Chaos  with  his  wings  of  gold, 
'\.nd  like  an  horticultural  adept, 

the  transcript /i^uui;  hntlevd      was  Shelley's  word,  but  rejected  by 
xlitioDs.     I  should  say  liquid      him  in  favour  of  Uvid, 
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Stole  a  strange  seed,  aud  wrapt  it  up  in  mould, 

And  sowed  it  in  his  mother's  star,  and  kept 
Watering  it  all  the  summer  with  sweet  dew. 
And  with  his  wings  fanning  it  as  it  grew. 

XXXIII. 

The  plant  grew  strong  and  green,  the  snowy  flower 
Fell,  and  the  long  and  gourd-like  fruit  began 

To  turn  the  light  and  dew  by  inward  power 
To  its  own  substance;  woven  tracery  ran 

Of  light  firm  texture,  ribbed  and  branching,  o'er 
The  solid  rind,  like  a  leafs  veined  fan — 

Of  which  Love  scooped  this  boat — and  with  soft  mot 

Piloted  it  round  the  circumfluous  ocean. 

xxxrv. 

This  boat  she  moored  upon  her  fount,  and  lit 
A  living  spirit  within  all  its  frame. 

Breathing  the  soul  of  swiftness  into  it. 

Couched  on  the  fountain  like  a  panther  tame, 

One  of  the  twain  at  Evan's  feet  that  sit — 
Or  as  on  Vesta's  sceptre  a  swift  flame — 

Or  on  blind  Homer's  heart  a  winged  thought,— 

In  joyous  expectation  lay  the  boat. 

XXXV. 

Then  by  strange  art  she  kneaded  fire  and  snow 
Together,  tempering  the  repugnant  mass 

With  liquid  love — all  things  together  grow 
Through  which  the  harmony  of  love  can  pass ; 

And  a  fair  Shape  out  of  her  hands  did  flow — 
A  living  Image,  which  did  far  surpass 

In  beauty  that  bright  shape  of  vital  stone 

Which  drew  the  heart  out  of  Pygmalion. 
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XXXVI. 

A  sexless  thing  it  was,  and  in  its  growth 

It  seemed  to  have  developed  no  defect 
Of  either  sex,  yet  all  the  grace  of  both, — 

In  gentleness  and  strength  its  limbs  were  decked ; 
The  bosom  swelled  lightly^  with  its  full  youth, 

The  coimtenance  was  such  as  might  select 
Some  artist  that  his  skill  should  never  die, 
Imaging  forth  such  perfect  purity. 

XXXVII. 

iVom  its  smooth  shoulders  hung  two  rapid  wings, 
Fit  to  have  borne  it  to  the  seventh  sphere, 

lipt  with  the  speed  of  liquid  lightnings,^ 
Dyed  in  the  ardours  of  the  atmosphere : 

She  led  her  creature  to  the  boiling  springs 

Where  the  light  boat  was  moored,  and  said :  "  Sit  here !" 

Jind  pointed  to  the  prow,  and  took  her*  seat 

Beside  the  rudder,  with  opposing  feet. 

XXXVIII. 

And  down  the*  streams  which  clove  those  mountains  vast. 

Around  their  inland  islets,  and  amid 
The  panther-peopled  forests,  whose  shade  cast 

Darkness  and  odours,  and  a  pleasure  hid 
In  melancholy  gloom,  the  pinnace  past; 

By  many  a  star-surrounded  pyramid 
Of  icy  crag  cleaving  the  purple  sky. 
And  caverns  yawning  round  unfathomably. 

^  ^  So  in  the  Potthummu  Poenu,  but  PosUiumous  PoeiMy  but  UghUning$  in 

^'^My  twelled  in  later  editions.    In  later  editions. 

'^e  transcript  the  line  is  'In  the  Posthumotu  PoetM^  her  is 

The  b(Mom  swdling  ligbtly  with  ito  ftOl  in  italics  :  I  find  no  other  authority 

growth,  for  this, 

doubtless  a  cancelled  reading.  ^  So  in  all  editions ;  but  tJiOH  in  the 

*  So  in  the  transcript  and  in  the  transcript. 

vol.  III.  S 
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XXXIX. 

The  silver  noon  into  that  winding  dell. 

With  slanted  gleam  athwart^  the  forest  tops, 

Tempered  like  golden  evening,  feebly  fell; 
A  green  and  glowing  light,  like  that  which  drops 

From  folded  lilies  in  which  glow-worms  dwell, 
When  earth*  over  her  face  night's  mantle  wraps; 

Between  the  severed  moimtxdns  lay  on  high 

Over  the  stream,  a  narrow  rift  of  sky. 

XL. 

And  ever  as  she  went,  the  Image  lay 
With  folded  wings  and  unawakened  eyes; 

And  o'er  its  gentle  countenance  did  play 
Tlie  busy  dreams,  as  thick  as  summer  flies, 

Chasing  the  rapid  smiles  that  would  not  stay, 
And  drinking  the  warm  tears,  and  the  sweet  siglis 

Inhaling,  which,  with  busy  murmur  vain, 

They  had  aroused  from  that'  full  heart  and  braiiL 

XLL 

And  ever  down  the  prone  vale,  like  a  cloud 
Upon  a  stream  of  wind,  the  pinnace  went: 

Now  lingering  on*  the  pools,  in  which  abode 
The  calm  and  darkness  of  the  deep  content 

In  which  they  paused;  now  o'er  the  shallow  road 
Of  white  and  dancing^  waters,  all  besprent 

With  sand  and  polished  pebbles: — mortal  boat 

In  such  a  shallow  rapid  could  not  float. 


*  In  the  transcript  across  is  here  transcript. 

cancelled  in  favour  of  athioari.  **  So  in  all  editions  ;  but  in  ix 

*  In    the  transcript  night  appears  transcript. 

here  for  earthf — an  accident,  I  should  ^  So  in  all  editions  ;  but  M2o 

say.  the  transcript. 

*  So  in  all  editions  ;  but  tke  in  the 
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XLII. 


\jid  down  the  earthquaking  cataracts  which  shiver 
Their  snow-like  waters  into  golden  air, 

3r  under  chasms  unfathomable  ever 
Sepulchre  them,  till  in  their  rage  they  tear 

A.  subterranean  portal  for  the  river. 
It  fled — ^the  circling  sunbows^  did  upbear 

Its  fall  down  the  hoar  precipice  of  spray. 

Lighting  it  far  upon  its  lampless  way. 


XLIII. 

And  when  the  wizard  lady  would  ascend 
The  labyrinths  of  some  many-winding  vale. 

Which  to  the  inmost  mountain  upward  tend — 
She  called  "  Hermaphroditus !" — and  the  pale 

And  heavy  hue  which  slumber  could  extend 
Over  its  lips  and  eyes,  as  on  the  gale 

A  rapid  shadow  from  a  slope  of  grass. 

Into  the  darkness  of  the  stream  did  pass. 


XLIV. 

And  it  unfurled  its  heaven-coloured  pinions. 
With  stars  of  fire  spotting  the  stream  below ; 

And  from  above  into  the  Sun's  dominions 
Flinging  a  glory,  like  the  golden  glow 

In  which  spring  clothes  her  emerald-winged  minions, 
All  interwoven  with  fine  feathery  snow 

And  moonlight  splendour  of  intensest  rime. 

With  which  frost  paints  the  pines  in  winter  time. 


*  So  in  all  editions  ;  but  sunbcatm  in  the  transcript. 

s  2 
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XLV. 

And  then  it  winnowed  the  Elysian  air 
Which  ever  hung  about  that  lady  bright, 

With  its  retherial  vans — and  speeding  there, 
Like  a  star  up  the  torrent  of  the  night, 

Or  a  swift  eagle  in  the  morning  glare 

Breasting^  the  whirlwind  with  impetuous  flight, 

The  pinnace,  oared  by  those  enchanted  wings. 

Clove  the  fierce  streams  towards  their  upper  springs. 

XLVI. 

Tlie  water  flaslied  like  sunlight  by  the  prow 
Of  a  noon-wandering  meteor  flung  to  Heaven;* 

The  stni  air  seemed  as  if  its  waves  did  flow 
In  tempest  down  the  mountains;  loosely  driven 

The  lady's  radiant  hair  streamed  to  and  fro: 
Beneath,  the  billows  ha\ang  vainly  striven 

Indignant  and  impetuous,  roared  to  feel 

The  swift  and  steadv  motion  of  the  keel. 

XLVII. 

Or,  when  the  weary  moon  was  in  the  wane. 

Or  in  the  noon  of  interlunar  night, 
Tlie  lady-'witch  in  visions  could  not  chain 

Her  spirit;  but  sailed  forth  under  the  light 


^  So  in  aU  editions ;  but  BreatHnj 
in  the  transcript. 

'  I  have  left  these  two  lines  without 
any  stops  except  the  semi-colon  at  the 
end, — as  in  the  transcript  and  the 
editions  of  1839, — because  the  sense 
Bcenis  to  me  more  perspicuous  thus 
than  with  a  comma  after  iwdightf  as 
in  the  Posthumotit  Poems.  Mr.  Ros- 
setti  re-punctuates  the  passage,  on 
the  supposition  that  wo  are  to  under- 
stand "  The  water,  cloven  by  the  prow 
of  the  boat,  flashed  in  the  sun  ;  and. 


thus  flashing,  it  looked  as  if  it 

been  sunlight  flung  up  to  heave 

the  prow  of  the  boat  [or  the  win 

Uermaphroditus],  which,    in   bi 

ness  and  swiftness,  might  have 

taken  for  a  meteor  seen  at  n 

Mr.  Rossetti  presumes  that,  if  t 

not  right,  we  ought  to  read 

The  ^ater  flashed,  likeannlight,  by  tht 
Or  a  nouu-waudering  meteor  flung  to  h 

To  me  it  seems  that  the  simple  ( 
is  here,  03  elsewhere,  the  best 
leave  the  text  untampcred  wit! 
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Of  shooting  stars,  and  bade  extend  amain 

Its^  storm-outspeeding  wings,  the^  Hermaphrodite; 
She  to  the  Austral  waters  took  her  way, 
IBeyond  the  fabulous  Thamondocana.' 

XLVIII. 

"Where,  like  a  mefuiow  which  no  scjrthe  has  shaven, 
Wliich  rain  could  never  bend,  or  whirl-blast  shake, 

With  the  Antarctic  constellations  paven,* 

Canopus  and  his  crew,  lay  the  Austral  lake — 

There  ^  she  would  build  herself  a  windless  haven 
Out  of  the  clouds  whose  moving  turrets  make 

The  bastions  of  the  storm,  when  through  the  sky 

The  spirits  of  tJie  tempest  thundered  by. 

XLIX. 

A  haven  beneath  whose  translucent  floor 
The  tremulous  stars  sparkled  unfathomably, 

And  around  which  the  solid  vapours  hoar, 
Based  on  the  level  waters,  to  the  sky 

Lifted  their  dreadful  crags,  and  like  a  shore 
Of  wintry  mountains,  inaccessibly 

Hemmed  in  with  rifts  and  precipices  grey, 

And  hanging  crags,  many  a  cove  and  bay. 


:ept  the  meaning  on  the  face  of  it, 
that  the  water  flashed  like  sunlight 
ng  to  heaven  by  the  prow  of  a  noon- 
udering  meteor. 

*  His  in  former  editions;  but  lU 
the  transcript. 

'  In  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions  tkt  is 
re,  and  in  line  4  of  the  next  stanza, 
itracted  to  th' ;  but  it  is  not  so  in 
■t  tranncript. 

•  In  all  ilrs.  Shelley's  editions  this 
rd  is  Thanumdocana ;  but  in  her 
jiscript  it  is  Thaniondocana  ;  and 
is  rightly  spelt  with  an  a  in  the 
nultimate  syllable  in  Shelley's  MS. 


Mr.  Qarnett  supplied  Mr.  Roesetti 
with  a  note  to  t'.ie  effect  that  Ptolemy, 
in  his  Geography,  mentions  this  city, 
now  supposed  to  be  identical  with 
Timbuctoo,  "which  the  French  tra- 
veller Gallic,  the  first  European  who 
visited  it,  ascertained  to  be  in  nearly 
the  same  latitude  and  longitude  indi- 
cated by  Ptolemy." 

*  Misprinted  fuiven  in  the  Posthu- 
mous  Poems  :  elsewhere  the  word  is 
paren. 

^  So  in  all  editions  ;  but  When  in  the 
transcript. 
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And  whilst  the  outer  lake  beneath  the  lash 

Of  the  wind's^  scourge,  foamed  like  a  wounded  tiling; 

And  the  incessant  hail  with  stony  clash 

Ploughed  up  the  waters,  and  the  flagging  wing 

Of  the  roused  cormorant  in  the  lightning  flash 
Looked  like  the  wreck*  of  some  wind-wandering 

Fragment  of  inky  thunder-smoke — ^this  haven 

Was  as  a  gem  to  copy  Heaven  engraven. 


LI. 

On  which  that  lady  played  her  many  pranks. 
Circling  the  image  of  a  shooting  star, 

Even  as  a  tiger  on  Hydaspes*  banks 

Outspeeds  the  antelopes  which  speediest  are, 

In  her  light  boat;   and  many  quips  and  cranks 
She  played  upon  the  water,  till  the  car 

Of  the  late  moon,  like  a  sick  matron  wan, 

To  journey  from  the  misty  east  began. 


LII. 

And  then  she  called  out  of  the  hollow  turrets 
Of  those  high  clouds,  white,  golden  and  vermilion, 

The  armies  of  her  ministering  spirits— 
In  mighty  legions,  million  after  million. 

They  came,  each  troop  emblazoning  its  merits 
On  meteor  flags;  and  many  a  proud  pavilion 

Of  the  intertexture  of  the  atmosphere 

They  pitched  upon  the  plain  of  the  calm  mere.' 


^  In  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions  winds' ;      transcript,  fragment  in  place  <^f^ 
V)ut  in  the  transcript  wind's,  *  This  last  word  is  wanting  io  ^ 

^  So    in   all  editions  ;  but    in   the      transcript. 
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LIII. 

aed  the  imperial  tent  of  their  great  Queen 

en  exhalations,  underlaid 

bent  lightning-fire,  as  may  be  seen 

e  of  thin  and  open  ivory  inlaid 

Qson  silk— cressets  from  the  serene 

ihere,  and  on  the  water  for  her  tread 

y  of  fleece-like  mist  was  strewn, 

the  beams  of  the  ascending  moon. 


LIV. 

I  throne  o'erlaid  with  starlight,  caught 
hose  wandering  isles  of  aery  dew, 
ghest  shoals  of  moimtain^  shipwreck  not, 
;e,  and  heard  all  that  had  happened  new 
the  earth  and  moon,  since  they  had  brought 
it  intelligence — and  now  she  grew 
hat  moon,  lost  in  the  watery  night — 
she  wept,  and  now  she  laughed  outright. 


LV. 

re  tame  pleasures;  she  would  often  climb 

jepest  ladder  of  the  crudded  rack 

me  beakM  cape  of  cloud  sublime, 

ie  Arion  on  the  dolphin's  back 

ing  through  the  shoreless  air; — oft  time 

ng  the  serpent  lightning's  winding  track, 

ipon  tlie  platforms  of  the  wind, 

hed  to  hear  the  fire-balls  roar^  behind. 


ere  i**  mouutains  in  the  *  So  in  aU  editions  ;  but  roU  in  the 

mountain  in  all   e<U-       tranecript. 
uk  rightly. 
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LVI. 

And  sometimes  to  those  streams  of  upper  air 
Which  whirl  the  earth  in  its  diurnal  romid. 

She  would  ascend,  and  win  the  spirits  there 
To  let  her  join  their  chorus.    Mortals  found 

That  on  those  days  the  sky  was  calm  and  fair, 
And  mystic  snatches  of  harmonious  sound 

Wandered  upon  the  earth  where'er  she  past, 

And  happy  thoughts  of  hope,  too  sweet  to  last. 

LVII. 

But  her  choice  sport  was,  in  the  hours  of  sleep, 
To  glide  adown  old  NUus,  where^  he  threads 

Egypt  and  ^Ethiopia,  from  the  steep 
Of  utmost  Axumfe,  until  he  spreads. 

Like  a  calm  flock  of  sUver-fleecfed  sheep. 
His  waters  on  the  plain:  and  crested  heads 

Of  cities  and  proud  temples  gleam  amid, 

And  many  a  vapour-belted  pyramid. 

LVIII. 

By  Mceris  and  the  Mareotid  lakes. 

Strewn  with  faint  blooms  like  bridal  chamber  flo 
Where  naked  boys  bridling  tame  water-snakes, 

Or  charioteering  ghastly  alligators, 
Had  left  on  the  sweet  waters  mighty  wakes 

Of  those  huge  forms — witliin  the  brazen  doors 
Of  the  great  Labyrintli  slept  both  boy  and  beast, 
Tired  with  the  pomp  of  their  Osirian  feast. 


'  The  word  here  is  ichen  in  former      which  is  certainly  right, 
editions,  but  where  in  the  transciipt, 
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LIX. 

id  where  witliih  the  surface  of  the  river 

The  shadows  of  the  massy  temples  lie, 

id  never  are  erased — ^but  tremble  ever 

like  things  which  every  cloud  can  doom  to  die, 

LTough  lotus-paven^  canals,  and  wheresoever 

The  works  of  man  pierced  that  serenest  sky 

ith  tombs,  and  towers,  and  fanes,^  'twas  her  delight 

»  wander  in  the  shadow  of  the  night. 

LX. 

^ith  motion  like  the  spirit  of  that  wind 
Whose  soft  step  deepens  slumber,  her  light  feet 
ist  through  the  peopled  haunts  of  human  kind. 
Scattering  sweet  visions  from  her  presence  sweet, 
irough  fane,  and  palace-court,  and  labyrinth  mined 
With  many  a  dark  and  subterranean  street 
Qder  the  Nile,  through  chambers  high  and  deep 
le  past,  observing  mortals  in  their  sleep. 

LXL 

pleasure  sweet  doubtless  it  was  to  see 
Mortals  subdued  in  all  the  shapes  of  sleep, 
ere  lay  two  sister  twins  in  infancy; 
There,  a  lone  youth  who  in  his  dreams  did  weep ; 
Ithin,  two  lovers  linkM  innocently 
In  their  loose  locks  which  over  both  did  creep 
ke  ivy  from  one  stem; — and  there  lay  calm 
[d  age  with  snow-bright  hair  and  folded  palm. 


1  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions,  2^v*n  ;  there  stands  thus — 

are/t  in  the  transcript.  With  tower-crasted  dtiflt  'twa>  her  delight 

y  in  the  Posthwnoui  Poems   but  doubtless  a  line  of  Shelley's  but  reject- 

n  Mrs  Shelley  8  editions  of  1839  ed  by  him  in  favour  of  the  line  in  the 

)nward.     In  the  transcript,  the  text, 
dues  not    appear,  aa  the  line 
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LXIL 

But  other  troubled  forms  of  sleep  she  saw, 
Not  to  be  mirrored  in  a  holy  song — 

Distortions  foul  of  supernatural  awe. 
And  pale  imaginings  of  visioned  wrong ; 

And  all  the  code  of  custom's  lawless  law 
Written  upon  the  brows^  of  old  and  young; 

"This,"  said  the  wizard  maiden,  "is  the  strife 

Which  stirs  the  liquid  surface  of  man's  Ufa" 

LXIII. 

And  little  did  the  sight  disturb  her  souL — 
We,  the  weak  mariners  of  that  wide  lake 

Where'er*  its  shores  extend  or  billows  roll. 
Our  course  unpiloted  and  starless  make 

O'er  its  wild^  surface  to  an  unknown  goal : — 
But  she  in  the  calm  depths  her  way  could  take, 

Where  in  bright  bowers  immortal  forms  abide 

Beneath  the  weltering  of  the  restless  tide. 

LXIV. 

And  she  saw  princes  couched  under  the  glow 
Of  sunlike  gems;  and  round  each  temple-court 

In  dormitories  ranged,  row  after  row. 

She  saw  the  priests  asleep — all  of  one  sort — 

For  all  were  educated  to  be  so. — 

The  peasants  in  their  huts,  and  in  the  port 

Tlie  sailors  she  saw  cradled  on  the  waves, 

And  the  dead  lulled  within  their  dreamless  graves. 


^  So  in  alleditioDB  ;  but  brow  in  the  '  In  the  PosthumouM  Poemiy  i 

tranBcript.  but  tnde  in  later  editions,  and  i 

'  So  in  all  editions  :  in  the  trans-  tranBcript.     No  doubt  mid  is  ] 

cript,  Wherein, — a  clerical  error,  I  pre-  as  wide  would  be  a  mere  repetiti 

Bume.  the  epithet  in  line  2  of  the  staiui 
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LXV. 


d  all  the  forms  in  which  those  spirits  lay 
Were  to  her  sight  like  the  diaphanous 
ils,  in  which  those  sweet  ladies  oft  array 
rheir  delicate  limbs,  who  would  conceal  from  us 
ly  their  scorn  of  all  concealment :  they 
Move  in  the  light  of  their  own  beauty  thus, 
t  these  and  all  now  lay  with  sleep  upon  them, 
id  little  thought  a  Witch  was  looking  on  them. 

LXVI. 

e,  all  those  human  figures  breathing  there, 
Beheld  as  living  spirits — to  her  eyes 
e  naked  beauty  of  the  soul  lay  bare, 
^Lud  often  through  a  rude  and  worn  disguise 
}  saw  the  inner  form  most  bright  and  fair — 
\jid  then  she  had  a  charm  of  strange  device, 
lich,  murmured  on  mute  lips  with  tender  tone, 
lid  make  that  spirit  mingle  with  her  own. 

LXVII. 

is !  Aurora,  what  wouldst  thou  have  given 
i^^or  such  a  charm  when  Tithon  became  grey  ? 

how  much,  Venus,  of  thy  silver  Heaven 
Wouldst  thou  have  yielded,  ere  Proserpina 
d  half  (oh !  why  not  all  ?)  the  debt  forgiven 
Which  dear  Adonis  had  been  doomed  to  pay, 

any  witch  who  would  have  taught  you  it  ? 
3  Heliad  doth  not  know  its  value  yet. 

LXVIII. 

3  said  in  after  times  her  spirit  free 

Knew  what  love  was,  and  felt  itself  alone — 
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But  holy  Dian  could  not  chaster  be 
Before  she  stooped  to  kiss  Endymion, 

Than  now  this  lady — ^like  a  sexless  bee 
Tasting  all  blossoms,  and  confined  to  none, 

Among  those  mortal  forms,  the  wizard-maiden 

Past  with  an  eye  serene  and  heart  unladen. 

LXIX. 

To  those  she  saw  most  beautiful,  she  gave 
Strange  panacea  in  a  crystal  bowl: — 

They  drank  in  their  deep  sleep  of  that  sweet  wave, 
And  lived  thenceforward^  as  if  some  controul, 

Mightier  than  Ufe,  were  in  them;   and  the  grave* 
Of  such,  when  death  oppressed  the  weary  soul, 

Was  as^  a  green  and  overarching  bower 

Lit  by  the  gems  of  many  a  starry  flower. 

LXX. 

For  on  the  night  when*  they  were  buried,  she 
Eestored  the  embalmers'  ruining,  and  shook 

The  light  out  of  the  funeral  lamps,*  to  be 
A  mimic  day  witliin  that  deathy*  nook; 

And  she  unwound  the  woven  imagery 

Of  second  childhood's  swaddling  bands,  and  took 

The  coffin,  its  last  cradle,  from  its  niche. 

And  tlirew  it  with  contempt  into  a  ditch. 


T.' 


J  r 


*  In  Shelley's  MS.  thenceforward : 
in  the  tranecript  hencefoncard :  in 
Mrs.  Shelley's  editions  ihenceforih, 

'  So  in  all  editions ;  but  grant  in 
the  transcript, — seemingly  another 
merely  clerical  error. 

'  The  word  cm,  omitted  from  Mrs. 
Shelley's  transcript  and  editions,  is  in 
Shelley's  MS. 

^  The  word  v)hen  is  {umished  by  the 


transcript :  that  is  in  all  former  edi* 
tiouSy—  a  laxity  which  certainly  might 
be  Shelley's ;  but  I  do  not,  under  the 
circumstances,  think  it  waa  his. 

^  So  in  all  editions  ;  but  lamp  in 
the  transcript. 

*  The  strange  word  deathy,  which  u 
in  all  editions,  and  which  ia  probably 
right,  is  replaced  in  the  traniicript  by 
deathly. 
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LXXI. 

And  there  the  body^  lay,  age  after  age. 
Mute,  breathing,  beating,  warm  and  undecaying, 

like  one  asleep  in  a  green  hermitage. 
With  gentle  smiles*  about  its  eyelids  playing, 

And  living  in  its  dreams  beyond  the  rage 
Of  death  or  life;  while  they  were  still  arrajdng 

In  liveries  ever  new,  the  rapid,  blind 

And  fleeting  generations  of  mankind. 

LXXII. 

And  she  would  write  strange  dreams  upon  the  brain 
Of  those  who  were  less'  beautiful,  and  make 

All  harsh  and  crooked  purposes  more  vain 
Than  in  the  desart*  is  the  serpent's  wake 

Which  the  sand  covers, — all  his  evil  gain 
The  miser  in  such  dreams  would  rise  and  shake 

Into  a  beggar's  lap ; — ^the  lying  scribe 

Would  his  own  lies  betray  without  a  bribe. 

Lxxni. 

The  priests  would  write  an  explanation  full. 

Translating  hieroglyphics  into  Greek, 
How  the  god  Apis  really  was  a  bull. 

And  nothing  more;    and  bid  the  herald*  stick 
The  same  against  the  temple  doors,  and  pull 

The  old  cant  down;  they  licensed  aU  to  speak 
Whate'er  they  thought  of  hawks,  and  cats,  and  geese. 
By  pastoral  letters  to  each  diocese. 


In  the  transcript  we  read  then 
'ie9  for  there  the  body, — the  reading 
all  editions. 

The  word  wiee:p  has  hitherto  been 
tited  here,  looking  very  much  like 
orersight  when  taken  with  adeep 
he  previous  line.  The  emendation, 
'ietf  is  from  the  transcript. 


'  The  word  less  is  wanting  in  the 
transcript,  though  found  in  all  editions. 

^  This  word  is  singular  in  all  edi- 
tions ;  but  plural  in  the  transcript. 

'  So  in  all  editions  ;  bat  hade  Hu 
henUdt,  in  the  transcript^  where,  also^ 
wereadi(Nitftfor(i9or«in  the  next  line. 
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LXXIV. 

The  king  would  dress  an  ape  up  in  his  down 
And  robes,  and  seat  him  on  his  glorious  seat, 

And  on  the  right  hand  of  the  siuilike  throne 
Would  place  a  gaudy  mock-bird  to  repeat 

The  chatterings  of  the  monkey. — ^Every  one 
Of  the  prone  courtiers  crawled  to  kiss  the  feet 

Of  their  great  Emperor,  when  the  morning  came, 

And  kissed — alas,  how  many  kiss  the  same! 

LXXV. 

The  soldiers  dreamed  that  they  were  blacksmiths,  and 
Walked  out  of  quarters  in  somnambulism; 

Bound  the  red  anvils  you  might  sec  them  stand^ 
Like  Cyclopses  in  Vulcan's  sooty  abysm, 

Beating  their  swords  to  ploughshares ; — ^in  a  band 
The  gaolers*  sent  those  of  the  liberal  schism 

Free  through  the  streets  of  Memphis,  much,  I  wis 

To  the  annoyance  of  king  Amasis. 

LXXVI. 

And  timid  lovers  who  had  been  so  coy, 

They  hardly  knew  whether  they  loved  or  not, 

Would  rise  out  of  their  rest,  and  take  sweet  joy. 
To  the  fulfilment  of  their  inmost^  thought ; 


^  I  leave  this  line  as  it  is  in  all  edi- 
tions with  some  trepidation.  In  the 
transcript  it  stands  thus  : 

Aroond  the  red  hot  anvils  yon  might  see 
them  stand, 

a  line  with  a  redundant  foot,  and  con- 
veying, as  indeed  the  authorized  text 
does,  a  false  idea, — namely  that  black- 
smiths work  at  red-hot  anvils.  I 
suspect  the  picture  that  first  pre- 
sented itself  to  Shelley's  mind  was 
of  the  soldiers  standing  around  their 


red-hot  swords,  and  that  wb< 
brought  twords  into  the  next  lii 
one,  and  anvUt  into  this,  he  omii 
strike  out  red  hot;  and  I  have 
doubt  the  line  should  be 
Around  the  anvils  jou  might  see  thea 

*  In  the  transcript  and  the  / 
mout  Poems,  jailor  ;  in  later  » 
gaoler. 

'  So  in  all  editions ;  but  ut» 
the  transcript. 
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And  when  next  day  the  maiden  and  the  boy 
Met  one  another,  both,  like  sinners  caught, 
Blushed  at  the  thing  which  each  believed  was  done 
Only  in  fancy — till  the  tenth  moon  shone ; 

LXXVII. 

Lnd  then  the  Witch  would  let  them  take  no  ill: 
Of  many  thousand  schemes  which  lovers  find, 

"he  Witch  found  one, — and  so  they  took  their  fill 
Of  happiness  in  marriage  warm  and  kind. 

nends  who,  by  practice  of  some  envious  skill. 
Were  torn  apart,  a  wide  wound,  mind  from  mind! 

lie  did  imite  again  with  visions  clear 

^f  deep  affection  and  of  truth  sincere. 

LXXVIII. 

Tiese  were  the  pranks  she  played  among  the  cities 
Of  mortal  men,  and  what  she  did  to  sprites 

Lnd  Gods,  entangling  them  in  her  sweet  ditties 
To  do  her  will,  and  show  their  subtle  slights, 
will  declare  another  time;   for  it  is 
A  tale  more  fit  for  the  weird  winter  nights, 

lian  for  these  garish  summer  days,  when  we 

Icarcely  believe  much  more  than  we  can  see. 


;:  :t': 
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GMENTS  OF  AN  UNFINISHED 


DRAMA. 


:i. 


[Thk  most  ozquisite  fragment^  Mrs.  Sholley  first  began  to  give  to 
world  in  1824,  in  the  Potthumout  Poems, — in  which  volome  it 
among  the  principal  pieces.  This  seems  to  me  better  than  plscag 
among  miscellaneous  fragments,  where  it  is  liable  enough  to  be 
looked  ;  and,  as  now  finally  built  up  by  the  researches  of  Mr.  GanMt^ 
is  a  priceless  gem  among  the  latest  works  of  the  poet.  I  have  not 
it  necessary  to  indicate  in  detail  which  portions  were  given  by  Mrs. 
and  which  were  reserved  for  Mr.  Gamett  to  disentangle ;  but  it  dkodd 
all  events  be  recorded  that  to  tliat  indefatigable  and  keen  seeker  we  am 
wondrous  passage  descriptive  of  the  Lady's  dream,  issued  first  in  the 
of  ShdUy  under  the  title  of  The  Mayie  Plant,  Other  portions  Mr. 
reserved  for  issue  in  some  new  edition  of  Shelley's  works ;  and  the 
of  first  bringing  them  out  fell  to  Mr.  RoesettL  Mr.  CJamett  telk  u 
this  fragment  was  written  at  Pisa  ''during  the  late  winter  or  early 
of  1822"  ;  and  Mrs.  Shelley  says  it  was  ''undertaken  for  the  am 
of  tho  individuals  who  composed  our  intimate  society,  but  left  UTifimitfi' 
I  presume  we  may  count  Trelawny  among  the  members  of  that  society ;  tndl 
is  certainly  to  lua  adventures,  with  which  Shelley  was  familiar,  that  «e 
indebted  for  some  of  the  suggestions  of  the  poem, — as  few  will  doubt 
reading  the  A  dverUures  of  a  Younger  Son,  Mrs.  Shelley  thus  briefly  summuiM 
the  scheme  of  the  Unfinished  Drama :  "  An  Enchantress,  living  in  one 
of  the  islands  of  the  Indian  Archipelago,  saves  the  life  of  a  Pirate,  t  mt 
of  savage  but  noble  nature.  She  becomes  enamoured  of  him;  end  H 
inconstant  to  his  mortal  love,  for  a  while  returns  her  passion  :  bat  it 
length,  recalling  the  memory  of  her  whom  he  left,  and  who  Ismeots  Ul 
loss,  he  esca^jes  from  the  enchanted  island,  and  returns  to  his  lady.  Hii 
mode  of  life  makes  him  again  go  to  sea,  and  the  Enchantress  seisei  tkt 
opportunity  to  bring  him,  by  a  spirit-brewed  tempest,  back  to  her  iekDi 
Nothing  relating  to  the  Enchantress  appears  to  be  preserved  beyond  tki 
first  twenty-seven  lines.  These  are  divided  from  the  remainder,  in  ^ 
Shelley's  editions,  by  a  note  to  the  effect  that  "  a  good  Spirit,  who  wiicbtf 
over  tho  Pirate's  fate,  leads,  in  a  mysterious  manner,  the  lady  otluB  Isn 
to  the  Enchanted  Isle.  She  is  accompanied  by  a  youth,  who  lores  tbi 
lady,  but  whose  passion  she  returns  only  with  a  sisteriy  afiecUoo.  T^ 
ensuing  scene  takes  place  between  them  on  their  arrival  at  the  Isle."  ^ 
Rossetti  points  out  that  the  youth  and  lady  cannot  have  come  together  t» 
the  island.— H.  B.  F.] 


FRAGMENTS  OF  AN  UNFINISHED 

DRAMA. 


ScENEy   BEFORE  THE  CaYBBN   OF  THE   INDIAN   ENCHANTRESS. 

The  ENCHANTEESS  comes  forth. 

Enchantress. 

He  came  like  a  dream  iu  the  dawn  of  life, 

He  fled  like  a  shadow  before  its  noon; 
He  is  gone,  and  my  peace  is  turned  to  strife, 
And  I  wander  and  wane  like  the  weary  moon. 

0  sweet  Echo,  wake,  s 

And  for  my  sake 
Make  answer  the  while  my  heart  shall  break! 

But  my  heart  has  a  music  which  Echo's  lips. 

Though  tender  and  true,  yet  can  answer  not. 
And  the  shadow  that  moves  in  the  soul's  eclipse  lo 

Can  return  not  the  kiss  by  his  now  forgot; 
Sweet  lips!    he  who  hath 
On  my  desolate  path 
Cast  the  darkness  of  absence,  worse  than  death! 

Tlic  Enchantress  Tnakes  her  spell :  she  is  answered  by  a  Sjnrit 

Spirit. 

Within  the  silent  centre  of  the  earth  15 

My  mansion  is;  where  I  have  lived  insphered 

t  2 
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From  the  beginning,  and  around  my  sleep 

Have  woven  all  the  wondrous  imagery 

Of  this  dim  spot,  which  mortals  call  the  world; 

Infinite  depths  of  unknown  elements 

Massed  into  one  impenetrable  mask; 

Sheets  of  immeasurable  fire,  and  veins 

Of  gold  and  stone,  and  adamantine  iron. 

And  as  a  veil  in  which  I  walk  through  Heaven 

I  have  wrought  mountains,  seas,  and  waves,  and  doi 

And  lastly  Ught,  whose  interfusion  dawns 

In  the  dark  space  of  interstellar  air. 


[ANOTHER  SCENE] 
INDIAN  YOUTH  and  LADY. 

Indian. 

And,  if  my  grief  should  still  be  dearer  to  me 
Than  all  the  pleasures*  in  the  world  beside. 
Why  would  you  lighten  it  ? — 

Lady. 

I  oiTer  only 
That  which  I  seek,  some  human  sympathy 
In  this  mysterious  island. 

Indian. 

Oh !  my  friend,* 
My  sister,  my  beloved ! — ^What  do  I  say  ? 

^  This  and  is  not  in  Mrs.  Shellev^s  line  of  it. 

collected  editions.     Mr.   Roesetti  in-  *So  in  the  eilitions  of  18 

serts  it  and  refers  to  it  as  an  emenda-  fUasurt  in  the  PoHhumoui  Pt 

tion  peculiar  to  his  edition ;  but  it  '  In    the  Posthumous  Poa 

occurs    in    the    Posthumous    Poems,  and  the  two  following  speed 

wherein  this  speech  is  separately  print-  given  as  one  ;  but  in  the  edi 

ed  as  a  "  Song  of  a  Spirit," — the  word  1839  they  were  divided  u  in  i 
ha9S  being  omitted  from  the  second 
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y  brain  is  dizzy,  and  I  scarce  know  whether 
speak  to  thee  or  her. 

Iady. 

Peace,  perturbed  heart! 
am  to  thee  only  as  thou  to  mine, 
he  passing  wind  which  heals  the  brow  at  noon, 
nd  may  strike  cold  into  the  breast  at  night, 
et  cannot  linger  where  it  soothes  the  most, 
r  long  soothe  could  it  linger. 


35 


Indian. 


But  you  said  40 


ou  also  loved? 


Lady. 

Loved!  Oh,  I  love.     Methinks 
lis  word  of  love  is  fit  for  all  the  world, 
id  that  for  gentle  hearts  another  name 
ould  speak  of  gentler  thoughts  than  the  world  owns, 
have  loved. 

Indian. 

And  thou  lovest  not  ?  if  so  45 

)ung  as  thou  art  thou  canst  aflford  to  weep. 

Lady. 

I !   would  that  I  could  claim  exemption 
om  all  the  bitterness  of  that  sweet  name, 
loved,  I  love,  and  when  I  love  no  more 
t  joys  and  grief  perish,  and  leave  despair  50 

ring  the  knell  of  youth.     He  stood  beside  lue, 
e  embodied  vision  of  the  brightest  dream, 
liich  like  a  dawn  heralds  the  day  of  life ; 
e  shadow  of  his  presence  made  my  world 


27a 
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A  paradise.    All  familiar  things  he  touched, 

All  common  words  he  spoke,  became  to  me 

Like  forms  and  sounds  of  a  diviner  world. 

He  was  as  is  the  sun  in  his  fierce  youth. 

As  terrible  and  lovely  as  a  tempest; 

He  came,  and  went,  and  left  me  what  I  am. 

Alas !    Why  must  I  think  how  oft  we  two 

Have  sate^  together  near  the  river  springs, 

Under  the  green  pavilion  which  the  willow 

Spreads  on  the  floor  of  the  imbroken  fountain, 

Strewn  by  the  nurslings  that  linger  there?* 

Over  that  islet  paved  with  flowers  and  moss, 

While  the  musk-rose  leaves,  like  flakes  of  crimson  & 

Showered  on  us,  and  the  dove  mourned  in  the  pine, 

Sad  prophetess  of  sorrows  not  her  own. 

The  crane  returned  to  her  unfrozen  haunt, 

And  the  false  cuckoo  bade  the  Spring  good  mom; 

And  on  a  wintry  bough  the  widowed  bird. 

Hid  in  the  deepest  night  of  ivy-leaves, 

Itenewed  the  vigils  of  a  sleepless  sorrow. 

I,  left  like  her,  and  leaving  one  like  her. 

Alike  abandoned  and  abandoning 

(Oh!  unlike  her  in  tliis!)  the  gentlest  youth, 

Wiose  love  had  made  my  sorrows  dear  to  him. 

Even  as  my  sorrow  made  his  love  to  me  ! 

Indian. 

One  curse  of  Kature  stamps  in  the  same  mould 
The  features  of  the  wretched;  and  they  are 


^  So  in  the  Posthunw^it  Poems  and 
fir<>t  oilition  of  1839  ;  but  sat  in  the 
He(!on<l. 

*  Knowing  the  nature  of  the  rough 
notes  from  which  these  pasragcs  have 
l)6en  extracted,  I  have  felt  at  liljerty 
to  punctuate  lines  65  to  69  aa  the 
^enso  seems  to  me  to  require.  I  pre- 
sume the  Kune  liberty  has  been  em- 
ployed  by  Bir.  Gomett  and  Mr.  Hoe- 


setti ;  and  as  Shelley's  MSS , 
when  more  than  rough  draugh 
seldom  punctuated  so  as  to  i 
completely  with  his  obvious  inte 
an  editor  must  attempt,  someh 
ful6l  that  ioteutioQ.  My  inno 
hero  is  the  insertion  of  a  note  of 
rogation  at  the  end  of  line  65,  a 
substitution  of  a  comma  for  a  £u 
at  the  end  of  line  69. 
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like  as  violet  to  violet, 
MHien  memory,  the  ghost,  their  odours  keeps 
*Mid  the  cold  relics  of  abandoned  joy. — 
l^roceed. 

Lady. 
He  was  a  simple  innocent  boy.  8.'> 

I  loved  him  weU,  but  not  as  he  desired; 
Yet  even  thus  he  was  content  to  be: — 
A  short  content,  for  I  was  .  .  . 

Indian  [Aside], 

God  of  heaven ! 
Prom  such  an  islet,  such  a  river-spring  .  .  . ! 
I  dare  not  ask  her  if  there  stood  upon  it 
A  pleasure-dome  surmounted  by  a  crescent,  oo 

With  steps  to  the  blue  water.     [Aloitd]    It  may  bo 
That  Nature  masks  in  life  several  copies 
Of  the  same  lot,  so  tliat  the  sufferers 
May  feel  another's  sorrow  as  their  own. 
And  find  in  friendship  what  they  lost  in  love.  05 

That  cannot  be :  yet  it  is  strange  that  we. 
From  the  same  scene,  by  the  same  path  to  this 
Kealm  of  abandonment  .  .  .  But  speak !  your  breath — 
Your  breath  is  like  soft  music,  your  words  are  100 

The  echoes  of  a  voice  which  on  my  heart 
Sleeps  like  a  melody  of  early  days. 
But  as  you  said — 

Lady. 

He  was  so  awful,  yet 
So  beautiful  in  mystery  and  terror. 
Calming  me  as  the  loveliness  of  heaven  los 

Soothes  the  unquiet  sea: — and  yet  not  so. 
For  he  seemed  stormy,  and  would  often  seem 
A  f quenchless  sun  masked  in  portentous  clouds; 


i  >'       > 
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Or  that  it  loved,  and  passion  made  the  pulse 

Of  its  bright  life  throb  like  an  anxious  heart, 

^nil  it  diffosed  itself,  and  all  the  chamber  iss 

And  walls  seemed  melted  into  emerald  fire 

ThsLt  burned  not ;  in  the  midst  of  which  appeared 

A  spirit  like  a  child,  and  laughed  aloud 

A  thriUing  peal  of  such  sweet  merriment 

As  made  the  blood  tingle  in  my  warm  feet:  140 

Then  bent  over  a  vase,  and  murmuring 

I^ow,  unintelligible  melodies, 

■Placed  something  in  the  mould  like  melon-seeds, 

And  slowly  faded,  and  in  place  of  it 

A  soft  hand  issued  from  the  veil  of  fire,  145 

folding  a  cup  Uko  a  magnolia  flower. 

And  poured  upon  the  earth  within  the  vase 

TThe  element  with  which  it  overflowed. 

Brighter  than  morning  light,  and  purer  than 

The  water  of  the  springs  of  Himalah.  iso 

Indian. 
You  waked  not  ? 

Lady. 

Not  until  my  dream  became 
Like  a  child's  legend  on  the  tideless  sand. 
Which  the  first  foam  erases  half,  and  half 
Leaves  legible.     At  length  I  rose,  and  went. 
Visiting  my  flowers  from  pot  to  pot,  and  thought        iw 
To  set  new  cuttings  in  the  empty  urns. 
And  wlien  I  came  to  that  beside  the  lattice, 
I  saw  two  little  dark-green  leaves 
Lifting  the  light  mould  at  their  birth,  and  then 
I  half-remembered  my  forgotten  di^eam.  100 

And  day  by  day,  green  as  a  gourd  in  June, 
Tho  plant  grew  fresh  and  thick,  yet  no  one  knew 
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What  plant  it  was ;  Its  stem  and  tendrils  seemed 

like  emerald  snakes,  mottled  and  diamonded 

With  azure  mail  and  streaks  of  woven  silver; 

And  all  the  sheaths  that  folded  the  dark  buds 

Bose  like  the  crest  of  cobra-di-capel. 

Until  the  golden  eye  of  the  bright  flower 

Through  the  dark  lashes  of  those  vein&d  lidfl» 

Disencumbered  of  their  silent  sleep. 

Grazed  like  a  star  into  the  morning  light 

Its  leaves  were  delicate,  you  almost  saw 

The  pulses 

With  which  the  purple  velvet  flower  was  fed 

To  overflow,  and  like  a  poet's  heart 

Changing  bright  fancy  to  sweet  sentiment, 

Changed  half  the  light  to  fragralica    It  soon  feU, 

And  to  a  green  and  dewy  embryo-fruit 

Left  all  its  treasured  beauty.    Day  by  day 

I  nursed  the  plant,  and  on  the  double  flute 

Played  to  it  on  the  sunny  winter  days 

Soft  melodies,  as  sweet  as  April  rain 

On  silent  leaves,  and  sang  those  words  in  whidi 

Passion  makes  Echo  taunt  the  sleeping  strings; 

And  I  would  send  tales  of  forgotten  love 

Late  into  the  lone  night,  and  sing  wild  songs 

Of  maids  deserted  in  the  olden  time, 

And  weep  like  a  soft  cloud  in  April's  bosom 

Upon  the  sleeping  eyelids  of  the  plant, 

So  that  perhaps  it  dreamed  that  Spring  was  come, 

And  crept  abroad  into  the  moonlight  air. 

And  loosened  all  its  limbs,  as,  noon  by  noon. 

The  sun  averted  less  his  oblique  beam. 

Indian. 
And  the  plant  died  not  in  the  fix>st  ? 
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Lady. 

It  grew; 
went  out  of  the  lattice  which  I  left  105 

open  for  it,  trailing  its  quaint  spires 
g  the  garden  and  across  the  lawn, 
down  the  slope  of  moss  and  through  the  tufts 
dld-flower  roots,  and  stumps  of  trees  o'ergrown 
I  simple  lichens,  and  old  hoary  stones,  soo 

0  the  margin  of  the  glassy  pool, 
to  a  nook  of  unblown  violets 

Ulies-of-the-vaUey  yet  unborn, 

sr  a  pine  with  ivy  overgrown. 

there  its  fruit  lay  like  a  sleeping  lizard 

ir  the  shadows;  but  when  Spring  indeed  ao6 

i  to  unswathe  her  infants,  and  the  lilies 

3d  from  their  bright  green  masks  to  wonder  at 

shape  of  autumn  couched  in  their  recess, 

it  dilated,  and  it  grew  until  210 

lialf  lay  floating  on  the  fountain  wave, 
le  pulse,  elapsed  in  unlike  sympathies, 

time 
ag  the  snowy  water-lily  buds, 
hape  was  such  as  summer  melody  «l5 

le  south  wind  in  spicy  vales  might  give 
3me  light  cloud  bound  from  the  golden  dawn 
liry  isles  of  evening,  and  it  seemed 
lie  and  form  that  it  had  been  a  mirror 

1  the  hues  and  forms  around  it  and  220 
I  it  pictured  by  the  sunny  beams 

;h,  from  the  bright  vibrations  of  the  pool, 

5  tlirown  upon  the  rafters  and  the  roof 

oughs  and  leaves,  and  on  the  pillared  stems 

le  dark  sylvan  temple,  and  reflections  225 

very  infant  flower  and  star  of  moss 
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And  veined  leaf  in  the  azuie  odorous  air. 
And  thus  it  lay  in  the  Elysian  calm 
Of  its  own  beauty,  floating  on  the  line 
Which,  like  a  film  in  purest  space,  divided  » 

The  heaven  beneath  the  water  from  the  heaven 
Above  the  clouds;  and  every  day  I  went 
Watching  its  growth  and  wondering ; 
And  as  the  day  grew  hot,  methought  I  saw 
A  glassy  vapour  dancing  on  the  pool,  » 

And  on  it  little  quaint  and  fihny  shapes. 
With  dizzy  motion,  wheel  and  rise  and  fall, 
like  clouds  of  gnats  with  perfect  lineaments. 
«««««« 

0  friend,  sleep  was  a  veil  uplift  from  heaven — 
As  if  heaven  dawned  upon  the  world  of  dream —      » 
When  darkness  rose  on  the  extinguished  day 
Out  of  the  eastern  wilderness. 

Indian. 

I  too 
Have  foimd  a  moment's  paradise  in  sleep 
Half  compensate  a  hell  of  *waking  sorrow. 


CHARLES   THE   FIRST. 


[It  would  leem  m  if  aomo  propoaal  as  to  Ckariei  tks  Pint  had  enuMhi 
from  Mr.  Oilier;  for  in  a  letter  to  that  gentlemaa  dated  "  Piaa^  FeL  2H! 
1821*'  {ShdU^  MemoriaU,  pp.    154-^),    Shelley   writes  thoa :  <<  I  <MI{ 
about   Okariet  ike  Firwt;  but^   if   I  do  write  it,  it   ahaU  be  the  boA  tf  j 
severe  and  high  feelinga.    Ton  are  yery  welcome  to   it  on  tiie  tenni  fSJ 
mention,  and,  when  onoe  I  see  and  feel  that  I  can   write  it,  it  ii  •Ii*'^ 
written."    In  another  letter  to  Mr.  Oilier,  dated  "  September  25th,  Ittl/i 
and  alao  published  in  the  SkeUty  MemanaU  (p.  159),  we  read,-"  CMi 
ike  FirM  ia  conoeiyed,  but  not   bom.    Unleas   I  am  sure  of  making  ■»{ 
thing  good,  the  play  will  not  be   written.    Pride,  that  ruined  8atiii|ii{ 
kill  ChaH€t  ike  Pint^  for    hia  midwife  would  be   only  la»  tkam  Aaa  el 
ikmnder  hat  made  greaUr"    He  doea  not  mention  to  Mr.  Oilier  the  vmk  f  ^^ 
▼enture  to  which  he  had  alluded,  in  writing,  on  the  5th  of  June,  llffl,  ti 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Giabome, — ^in  the  following  terma  :  **  My  unfortonate  bal 
it  contained  a  chaoa  of  the   elementa   of    Charlea  L    If  the  idea  of  % 
ertaior  had  been  packed  up  with  them,  it  would  have  ahared  tbe  wm 
fate;  and  that,  I    am   a&iaid,   haa  undeigone  another  sort  of  shipvndt 
(E99ay$  dt-c,  1840,  Vol  11,  p.  294).    Again  on  the  10th   of  April,  182^  ki 
writes  to  Mr.  Oisborae  (Ihid^  p.   839)—*'  I  have  done  some  of  CMm  L; 
but  although  the  poetry  succeeded  very  well,  I  cannot  seiie  on  the  eoaoi^ 
tion  of  the  subject  as  a  whole,   and  seldom   now  touch  the  canTU.**  Bi 
had  already,  in  January,  1822,  written  to  Peaoo(^  ^  I  am  now  engaged  • 
CkarU9  ike  Pint,  and  a  devil   of  a  nut  it  ia  to  crack  "  (FroKt'e  M^gam 
March,   1860,  p.  818).    Mrs.  Shelley  records   in  her  note   on  the  Poenifli 
1822  that  Shelley  believed  the  aubject  of  Charles  I.  to  be  '' adapted  for  t 
drama,*'  and  that  he  had  recommended  it  to  her,  when  he  had  encoangai 
her  ''to  attempt  a  play."    She  adds  that  he  "proceeded  alowly,  and  threw  ft 
aside  for. .  .  '  The  Triumph  of  Life,'  on  which  he  was  employed  at  the  IsiL" 
An    explanation    of    this    languid    procedure    may    be    found    in  SheD0 
letter  to  Godwin  dated  "July  25th,  1818"   (^«Myf  <frc.,  VoL  II,  ^  liT): 
he  writes  "  I  am  imfortunately  little   skilled   in  English   history,  and  tiw 
interest  which  it  excites  in  me  is  so  feeble,  that  I  find  it  a  duty  to  attaii 
merely  to   that   general   knowledge  of    it   which  is    indispensable."     Tht 
fragments  given  to   the  world  by  Mrs.  Shelley   occupy  but   twelve  pigtf 
of  the  Potthununu  Poemt ;  and   it  is  to  Mr.  Roasetti  that  vre   are  indebted 
for  deciphering  and  arranging  the   bulk   of  the  fragments  in   their  preieiii 
form,    and   also  for   certain   emendations   and  additions    obtained  by  disa 
scrutiny  of   the  passages   which   Mrs.    Shelley  did  publish.    Mr.   BoaettTs 
modest  expreasion   "  not  vrithout    some   trouble "   scarcely  represents   tbe 
labour  and  ingenuity  required  for  such  a  task  as  this  of  transcribing  firoD 
one  of  Shelley's  chaotic  note-books.    In  regard  to  the  speakers'  demgnaiwP* 
and  the  heading  of  scenes,  I  have  followed  Mr.  Rossetti  where  his  edition 
differs  from  Mrs.  Shelloy's,  because,  having  worked  upon  the  lai^ger  maa  of 
the  fragments,  I  presume  he  found  good  reason  for  the  changes ;  but  in 
the  details  of  the  text  I  have  adopted  whichever  seemed  most  SheUey'Kke^ 
^-knowing,  from   the  nature  of  the  source  from  which  the  text  is  derived, 
that  much  in  the  way  of  punctuation  &c,  must  have  been  supplied  conjee* 
turally  by  both  editors.— H.  B.  F.] 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 

ifG  Chaeles  I. 

FEEN  Henrietta. 

.UD,  Archbishop  of  Canterbury. 

ENTWORTii,  Earl  of  Strafford. 

>BD  COTTINGTON. 

>BD  Weston. 

iRD  Coventry. 

HJiAMS,  Bishop  of  Lincoln. 

eretary  Lyttelton. 

XON. 

.  John. 

ICHY,  tlie  Court  Fool. 

iMPDEN. 

tOMWELL. 

iOMWELL'S   DAUGIlTEIi. 

B  Harry  Vane  the  younger. 

aGHTON. 
IISTWICK. 
liYNNE. 

entlemen   of  the   Inns   of   Court,  Citizens,  Pursuivants, 
Marshalsmen,  I^w  Students,  Judges,  Clerk. 


h 


[The  list  of  DramatiB  Penonae  given  ou  the  preceding   ptge  it 
not  a   complete  list  of   all   the   persona  who   would   have  figured  in  ^ 
tragedy,  had  it  been  finished ;  but  it  seemed  to  me  that  it  would  be  mH 
to  insert  such  a  list  of  the  persons  who  actually  do  appear  (either  apeili^ 
or  spoken  to)  in  the  fliisting   fragments.    I  need  hardly  Bay  that  that  k 
no  authority  for  such  a  list  except  the  fragments  as   here  given  from  Mft 
Shelley's  and  Mr.  Rossetti's  editions,  and  the  records  of  History.    Tbaorff 
innovations  I  have  consciously  made,  without  separate  specification,  oa  tkl 
portions  of  the  play  deciphered   by  Mr.  Rossetti,  are  the  substitatkn  o^*  l| 
small  h  for  a  capital  in   hit  and  he  when  applied  to  God,  and  the  i^mObC 
of  ajfe  with  a  final  e.    These  changes  I  believe   to  accord  with  Shdk^ 
practice  ;  and,  as  regards  aye,  there  is  the  authority   of   the  PotAwmm 
Poeme,   the  word  being  so  printed  in  that  volume  in  what   ia  line  149  d 
Scene  I  in  the  present  edition.    I  presume  the  words  here  and  there  pheri 
within  square  brackets  are  supplied  by  Mr.  Roasetti,  to  fill  actual  gi^  lo^ 
that  the  words  which  he  has  marked  as  doubtful   by  a  parenthetic  note  d 
interrogation  represent,  not  gaps,  but  indistinct  words  in  the  MS. — H.  E  F.] 


CHARLES   THE    FIRST. 


SCENE  I. 
The  Mask  of  thx  Inns  of  Court.' 

A  Pursuivant. 
J,  for  the  Marshal  of  the  Mask  !* 

First  Citizen.* 

t  thinkest  thou  of  this  quaint  mask  which  turns, 
morning  from  the  shadow  of  the  night, 
night  to  day,  and  London  to  a  place 
eace  and  joy? 

Second  Citizen. 

And  Hell  to  Heaven.  6 

:  years  are  gone, 

they  seem  hours,  since  in  this  populous  street 
d  on  grass  made  green  by  summer's  rain, 
:he  red  plague  kept  state  within  that  palace 
:e  now  reigns  vanity — in  nine  years  more  lo 

roots  will  be  refreshed  with  civil  blood; 

[re.  Shelley's    eflitions    this  Anarchy,  it  has  seemed  to  me  Mife  to 

leculed  Act  I.  Scene  I. —  The  adopt  that  B()ellliig  throughout  tLLi 

to  cdebrate  the  arrival  of  the  fragment. 

*  In  Mn.  Shelley's  editions  these 

M  in  preyious  editions  ;  hut  persons  of  the  drama  figure  as  FirtA 

Y  certainly  spells  the  word  ^aker.  Second  Speaker,  and  Third 

he  heading  of  The  Mask  of  leaker  {a  Youth,) 

ni.  U 
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And  thank  the  mercj  of  insulted  HeaTen 

That  sin  and  wrongs  wound  as  an  orphan's  crjr,     .  Ih 

The  patience  of  the  great  avenger's  ear.  P 

Jr 
A  Youth. 

Yet,  father,  'tis  a  happy  sight  to  see, 

Beautiful,  innocent,  and  unforbidden 

By  God  or  man; — 'tis  like  the  bright  procession 

Of  skiey  visions  in  a  solemn  dream 

From  which  men  wake  as  from  a  paradise. 

And  draw  new  strength  to  tread  the  thorns  of  life. 

If  Gk)d  be  good,  wherefore  should  this  be  evil? 

And  if  this  be  not  evil,  dost  thou  not  draw 

Unseasonable  poison  from  the  flowers 

Which  bloom  so  rarely  in  this  barren  world? 

0,  kill  these  bitter  thoughts  which  make  the  piesent 

Dark  as  the  future! — 

«  «  «  «  « 

Wlien  Avarice  and  Tyranny,  vigilant  Fear, 

And  open-eyed  Conspiracy  lie  sleeping 

As  on  Hell's  threshold;  and  all  gentle  thoughts 

Waken  to  worship  liim  who  giveth  joys  > 

With  liis  own  gift. 

Second  Citizen. 

How  young  art  thou  in  tliis  old  age  of  time! 

How  green  in  tliis  grey  world  !    Canst  thou  discern^ 

The  signs  of  seasons,  yet  perceive  no  hint 

Of  change  in  that  stage-scene  in  which  thou  art 

Not  a  spectator  but  an  actor?  or 

Art  thou  a  puppet  moved  by  [enginery]  ?* 

^  lu   Mrs.   Shelloy*s    eilitions   this  '  I  presume  Mr.  Roasetti  did  i 

panago  roadjs  aa  follows :—  find  this  word  enginery  in  the  No 

Ciuutt  thon  not  think  book,  as  he  gives  it  in  hracketn 

Of  o)uui(i:»  in  thai  low  Mwne,  in  whkh  ibuuart  i«  however,  in  that  oaao.  a  verT  pkfl 

The  Oi^^  thiii  dawn*  Ac.  We  suggestion. 
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,  day  that  da^  in  lire  wiU  die  in  stonns. 

in  though  the  nooD  be  cahn.    My  travel's  done, — 

ore  the  whirlwind  wakes  I  shall  have  found  40 

inn  of  lasting  rest ;  but  thou  must  still 
journeying  on  in  this  inclement  air. 
ip  thy  old  doak  about  thy  back; 
'  leave  the  broad  and  plain  and  beaten  road, 
lough  no  flowers  smile  on  the  trodden  dust,  4r> 

the  violet  paths  of  pleasure.    This  Charles  the  First 
e  like  the  equinoctial  sun,  .  .  . 
vapours,  through  whose  threatening  ominous  veil 
-ting  his  altered  influence  he  has  gained 
3  height  of  noon — from  which  he  must  decline        50 
id  the  darkness  of  conflicting  storms, 
dank  extinction  and  to  latest  night. . . 
re  goes  the  apostate  Strafford ;  he  whose  titles.  . . 

whispered  aphorisms 
m  Machiavel  and  Bacon:  and,  if  Judas  c5 

I  been  as  brazen  and  as  bold  as  he. .  . 

First  Citizen. 
t^  is  the  Archbishop. 

Second  Citizen. 

Eather  say  the  Pope: 
don  will  be  soon  his  Rome :  he  walks 
if  he  trod  upon  the  heads  of  men. 
looks  elate,  drunken  with  blood  and  gold; —  00 

de  him  moves  the  Babylonian  woman 
sibly,  and  with  her  as  with  his  shadow, 
red  adulterer !  he  is  joined  in  sin, 
Lch  turns  Heaven's  milk  of  mercy  to  revenge. 

>reTiouB  editions,    tho    wonl  It  seems  to  me  preferable  to  place  the 

(  stood  alone  as  the  end  of  a  words  as  in  the  text,  as  forming,  with 

thus —  the  opening  half-line  of  the  next  speech, 

That  a  more  characteristic  line,  and  pre- 

Archbtahop.  anting  a  fragmentary  appearance. 

u  2 
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Third  Citizen^  (lifting  up  h4$  eyn). 

Good  Lord !  rain  it  down  upon  him !  .  . . 
Auiid  her  ladies  walks  the  papist  queen. 
As  if  her  nice  feet  scorned  our  English  earth 
The  Canaanitish  Jezebel !     I  would  be 
A  dog  if  I  might  tear  her  with  my  teeth! 
There's  old  Sir  Henry  Vane,  the  Earl  of  Pembroke, 
Lord  Essex,  and  Lord  Keeper  Coventry, 
And  others  who  make*  base  their  English  breed 
By  vile  participation  of  their  honours 
With  papists,  atheists,  tyrants,  and  apostates. 
"Wlien  lawyers  mask  'tis  time  for  honest  men 
To  strip  the  vizor  from  their  purposes. 
A  seasonable  time  for  maskers  this! 
When  Englishmen  and  Protestants  should  sit 
dust  on  their  dishonoured  heads. 
To  avert  the  wrath  of  him  whose  scourge  is  felt 
For  the  great  sins  which  have  drawn  down  ftom  He 

and  foreign  overthrow. 
The  remnant  of  the  martyred  saints  in  Eochefort 
Have  been  abandoned  by  their  faitliless  allies 
To  that  idolatrous  and  adulterous  torturer 
Lewis  of  France, — ^the  Palatinate  is  lost.  .  . 

Unkr  Leighton    (who  has   Itccn    branded   in   tlie  facf] 
Bastwick. 

Canst  thou  be — art  thou.  .  .  ? 

Leightox. 

I  was  Leighton:  what 
I  am  thou  seest     And  yet  turn  thine  eyes, 

'  In  Mn.  Shelley's  ediiioDB,  Another  but  malt  in  tbe  PottAumoui 

Citizen,  This  seems  to  me  a  very  much 

'  In  Mrs.  Sheilas  collected  editions,  reading, 
and  Mr.  Rossetti's,  we  read  made, — 
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^^^d  with  thy  memoiy  look  on  thy  fnend'a  mind, 
^Wliich  is  nnchanged,  and  where  is  written  deep  w 

The  sentence  of  my  judge. 

Third  Citizen. 

Are  these  the  marks  with  which 
Xaud  thinks  to  improve  the  image  of  his  Maker 
^tamped  on  the  face  of  man  ?    Curses  upon  him, 
^the  impious  tyrant! 

» 

Second  Cftizen. 

It  is  said  besides 
^Fhat  lewd  and  papist  drunkards  may  profane  95 

TThe  Sabbath  with  their. .  . 
And  has  permitted  that  most  heathemsh  custom 
Of  dancing  roimd  a  pole  dressed  up  with  wreaths 
On  May-day. 

A  man  who  thus  twice  crucifies  his  God  100 

May  well  his  brother. — In  my  mind,  £dend, 

The  root  of  all  this  ill  is  prelacy. 
I  would  cut  up  the  root. 

Third  Citizen. 

And  by  what  means? 

Second  Citizen. 
Smiting  each  Bishop  under  the  fifth  rib. 

Third  Citizen. 

You  seem  to  know  the  vulnerable  place  io6 

Of  these  same  crocodiles. 
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Second  Citizen. 

I  learnt  it  in 
Egyptian  bondages,^  sir.    Your  worm  of  Nile 
Betrays  not  with  its  flattering  tears  like  they; 
For,  when  they  cannot  kill,  they  whine  and  weep. 
Nor  is  it  half  so  greedy  of  men's  bodies 
As  they  of  soul  and  all ;  nor  does  it  wallow 
In  slime  as  they  in  simony  and  lies 
And  close  lusts  of  the  flesh. 


A  Marshai^man.^ 

Give  place,  give  place! 
You  torch-bearers,  advance  to  the  great  gate. 
And  then  attend  the  Marshal  of  the  Mask 
Into  the  Eoyal  presenca 


m 


A  Law  Student. 

What  thinkest  thou 
Of  this  quaint  show  of  ours,  my  agM  friend  ? 
Even  now  we  see  the  redness  of  the  torches 
Inflame  the  night  to  the  eastward,  and  the  clarions 
Gasp^  to  us  on  the  wind's  wave.     It  comes!  ^ 

And  their  sounds,  floating  hither  round  the  pageant, 
Rouse  up  the  astonished  air. 


First  Citizen. 

I  will  not  tliink  but  that  our  country's  wounds 
May  yet  be  healed — The  king  is  just  and  gracious, 


^  I  cannot  but  tliink  we  bhould  read 
hiyndagr.  If,  as  I  presume  to  be  the 
case,  Mr.  R()88etti  found  bondages  in 
the  note- book,  I  should  8upiM)8e  the 
Hual  9  to  be  a  slip  of  the  pen  (or  pencil). 

'  In  Mrs,  Shelley's  eilitions.  Fourth 
Speaker    (a   punuivant), — the    next 


8{>eech  being  assigned  to  F^ik  Spe/k 
(a  law  student). 

'  Mr.  Rossetti  seems  to  haye  mx 
doubt  as  to  this  word,  as  he  place 
note  of  interrogation  after  it,  ii 
{>arenthe8i8.  I  shoidd  imagine,  he 
ever,  that  he  had  deciphered  it  light 
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LOUgh  wicked  counsels  now  pervert  his  will:  iss 

^These  once  cast  off — 

Sbcond  Citizen. 

As  adders  cast  their  skins 
•Axid  keep  their  venom,  so  kings  often  change ; 
Oouncils  and  counsellors  hang  on  one  another, 
fading  the  loathsome. . . , 
lake  the  base  patchwork  of  a  leper's  rags.  i3o 

The  Youth. 

O,  still  those  dissonant  thoughts ! — list  how  the  music^ 
Orows  on  the  enchanted  air  I    And  see,  the  torches 
Ilestlessly  flashing,  and  the  crowd  divided 
Xdke  waves  before  an  admiral's  prow! 

A  Marshalsman.* 

Give  place 
To  tlie  Marshal  of  the  Mask ! 

A  PimsmvANT. 

Room  for  the  King!       iss 

The  Youth. 

How  glorious!    See  those  thronging  chariots 
Rolling,  like  painted  clouds  before  the  wind, 
Behind  their  solemn  steeds:  how  some  are  shaped 
Like  curvfed  shells^  dyed  by  the  azure  depths 


^  This    is  Mr.  Rossetti's   reading.  the  passage  thus  : 
In  Mrs.   SheUev's  editions  we  read  ^  Somoara 

LUt,  loud  muHc,  like  cunredthell.  Ac. 

*  In  Mrs.  SheUey's  editions  Another  and  I  should  imagine  she  hadauthority 

Speaker.  for  rejecting  the  word  tea,  which  is 

'  In  Mr.  Rofl8etti*s  edition,   curved  not  wanted  either  for    sense  or  for 

tea'thelli:  in  Mrs.  Bhelley*8  we  read  soun.l. 
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Of  Indian  seas;  some  like  the  new-bom  moon;         w 

And  some  like  cars  in  Which  the  Komans  dimbed 

(Canopied  by  Victor/s  eagle  wings  outspread) 

The  Capitolian — See  how  gloriously 

The  mettled  horses  in  the  torchlight  stir 

Tlieir  gallant  riders,  while  they  check  their  pride,      i« 

Like  shapes  of  some  diviner  element 

Than  English  air,  and  beings  nobler  than 

The  envious  and  admiring  multituda 

SECoifD  Citizen. 

Aye,  there  they  are — 

Nobles,  and  sons  of  nobles,  patentees,  w 

Monopolists,  and  stewards  of  this  poor  farm. 

On  whose  lean  sheep  sit  the  prophetic  crows. 

Here  is  the  pomp  that  strips  the  houseless  orphan, 

Here  is  the  pride  that  breaks  the  desolate  heart 

These  are  the  lilies  glorious  as  Solomon,  i» 

Who  toil  not,  neither  do  they  spin, — ^unless 

It  be  the  webs  they  catch  poor  rogues  withaL 

Here  is  the  surfeit  wliich  to  them  who  earn 

The  niggard  wages  of  the  earth,  scarce  leaves 

The  tithe  that  will  support  them  till  they  crawl         m» 

Back  to  her  cold  hard  bosom.     Here  is  health 

Followed  by  grim  disease,  glory  by  shame. 

Waste  by  lame  famine,  wealtli  by  squalid  want. 

And  England's  sin  by  England's  punishment. 

And,  as  the  effect  pursues  the  cause  foregone,  i*^ 

Lo,  giving  substance  to  my  words,  behold 

At  once  the  sign  and  the  thing  signified — 

A  troop  of  cripples,  beggars,  and  lean  outcasts. 

Horsed  upon  stumbling  jades,  ^  carted  with  dung, 

'  In  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions,  fhapa:  in  Mr.  Rossetii's,  jade*. 
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Dragged  for  a  day  from  cellars  and  low  cabins 
And  rotten  hiding-holes,  to  point  the  moral 
Of  this  presentment,^  and  bring  up  the  rear 
Of  painted  pomp  with  misery  !* 


170 


The  Youth. 

'Tis  but 
The  anti-mask,  and  serves  as  discords  do 
In  sweetest  music.    Who  would  love  May  flowers 
If  they  succeeded  not  to  Winter's  flaw ; 
Or  day  unchanged  by  night ;  or  joy  itself 
Without  the  touch  of  sorrow  ? 


176 


Second  Citizen. 

I  and  thou  . . . 

A  Marshalshan. 


Place,  give  place! 


^  This  word  is  pretentimefU  in  the 
dditioDB  of  1S24  and  1839;  but  pre- 
wentmaU  in  some  of  the  later  ones, 
and  in  Mr.  Roesetti's. 

*  Mr.  Roesetti  omits  the  words  Of 
painted  pomp  with  mitery,  and  sets 


the  note  of  exdamation  after  rear; 
but  as  the  omitted  words  are  in  Mrs. 
Shelley's  editions,  it  can  haidly  be 
doubted  that,  fitting  both  sense  and 
metre  as  they  do,  she  had  some 
authority  for  them. 
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SCENE  11. 

A  Chambeb  in  Whitkball.  Entkr^  thk  KING,  QUEEN,  LiUD, 
LORD  STBAFFORD,  LORD  COTTINGTON,  and  othxb  Low; 
ARCH7;  also  ST.  JOHN,  with  bomb  OsNTuoaN  of  xnlnior 

COUBT. 

King. 

Thanks,  gentlemen.    I  heartily  accept 
This  token  of  your  service :  your  gay  mask 
Was  performed  gallantly.    And  it  shows  well 
When  subjects  twine  such  flowers  of  observance* 
With  the  shaip  thorns  that  deck  the  English  ciowil    » 
A  gentle  heart  enjoys  what  it  confers, 
Even  as  it  suffers  that  which  it  inflicts. 
Though  Justice  guides  the  stroke. 
Accept  my  hearty  thanks. 

Queen. 

And,  gentlemen,  • 

Call  your  poor  Queen  your  debtor.    Your  quaint  pageant 
Eose  on  me  like  the  figures  of  past  years. 
Treading  their  still  path  back  to  infancy. 
More  beautiful  and  mild  as  they  draw  nearer 
The  quiet  cradle.     I  could  have  almost  wept 
To  think  I  was  in  Paris,  where  these  shows  i* 


^  In   Mn.   Shelley's  editions    this      Archt.** 
direction  is  simply  "  Bnter  the  Kino,  '  Mr.  Rosiietti  marics  this  wovd  •> 

QusKK,     Laud,     Wentworth,    and      doubtfuL    It  seems  righl 
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Are  well  devised — such  as  I  was  eie  jet 

My  young  heart  shared  a  portion  of  the  burthen,^ 

The  careful  weight,  of  this  great  monarchy. 

There,  gentlemen,  between  the  sovereign's  pleasure 

And  that  which  it  r^ards,  no  clamour  lifts  so 

Its  proud  interposition. 

In  Paris  ribald  censurers  dare  not  move 

Their  poisonous  tongues  against  these  sinless  sports ; 

And  his  smile 

Warms  those  who  bask  in  it,  as  ours  woidd  do  » 

If . . .  Take  my  heart's  thanks  :  add  them,  gentlemen. 

To  those  good  words  which,  were  he  King  of  France, 

My  royal  lord  would  turn  to  golden  deeds. 

St  John. 

Madam,  the  love  of  Englishmen  can  make 
The  lightest  favour  of  their  lawful  king  8o 

Outweigh  a  despot's. — ^We  humbly  take  our  leaves. 
Enriched  by  smiles  which  France  can  never  buy. 

[Exeunt  St  John  and  the  Gentlemen  of  the  Inns  of  Cowrt 

King. 
My  Lord  Archbishop, 

Mark  you  what  spirit  sits  in  St  John's  eyes  ? 
Methinks  it  is  too  saucy  for  this  presence.  85 

Archy. 

Yes,   pray  your  Grace  look:  for,  like  an  unsophisticated 
.  .  sees   everything   upside   down,   you  who  are  wise  will 

^  It  18  thua  that  Mr.  Rossetti  gives  could  be  reooyered  from  the  chaos  ol 

'^  line.    In  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions  interlineation  and  erasure  which  poe- 

^^  read  siUy  gives  rise  to  the  variation, — or 

'y  7oaiig  heart  sharkl  with  [       ]  the  ta«k,  from  some   other  note-book  or  MS. 

^H:h  seems  to  me  indicative  of  a  bet-      **^  ^*  ^'■*^  ^^*^  ^-  R«»o*«* 
^  reading  than  that  of  the  text,  if  it      worked. 
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diBcem  the  shadow  of  an  idiot  in  lawn  sleeyes  and  a  rate 
setting  springes  to  catch  woodcocks  in  haymakiiig  tim  1^ 
Poor  Archy,  whose  owl-eyes  are  tempered  to  the  ermtfk 
his  age,  and  because  he  is  a  fool,  and  by  special  oidinnifli  k 
of  God  forbidden  ever  to  see  himself  as  he  is,  sees  nowa  fi 
that  deep  eye  a  blindfold  devil  sitting  on  the  ball,  and 
weighing  words  out  between  king  and  subjects.  One  scale 
is  full  of  promises,  and  the  other  full  of  protestations:  and 
then  another  devil  creeps  behind  the  first  out  of  the  ixA 
windings  [of  a]  pregnant  lawyer's  brain,  and  takes  the 
bandage  from  the  other^s  eyes,  and  throws  a  swoid  into 
the  left-hand  scale,  for  all  the  world  like  my  Lord  Essex's 
there. 

Strafford. 
A  rod  in  pickle  for  the  Fool's  back! 

Archy. 

Aye,   and  some  are  now  smiling  whose  tears  wiU  make 
the  brine ;  for  the  Fool  sees. . . 

Strafford. 

Insolent !  You  shall  have  your  coat  turned  and  be  whipped 
out  of  the  palace  for  this. 

Archy. 

When  all  the  fools  are  whipped,  and  all  the  protestant 
writers,  while  the  knaves  are  whipping  the  fools  ever  since 
a  thief  was  set  to  catch  a  thief.  If  all  turncoats  were 
whipped  out  of  palaces,  poor  Archy  woidd  be  disgraced  in 
good  company.  Let  the  knaves  whip  the  fools,  and  all  the 
fools  laugh  at  it.  [Let  the]  wise  and  godly  slit  each  other's 
noses  and  ears  (having  no  need  of  any  sense  of  discernment 
in  their  craft) ;  and  the  knaves,  to  marshal  them,  join  in  a 
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»sion  to  Bedlam,  to  entreat  the  madmen  to  omit  their 
Platonic   contemplations,  and  manage  the  state  of 


Sk^jland.  Let  all  the  honest  men  who  lie  pinched^  up  at 
3iB  prisons  or  the  pillories,  in  custody  of  the  pursuivants  of 
Jbe  High-Commission  Courts  marshal  them. 

Enter  Secretary  Lyttelton,  vrith  papers. 

King  (looking  over  the  papers). 

These  stifif  Scots 
His  Grace  of  Canterbury  must  take  order  oo 

To  force  under  the  Church's  yoke. — ^You,  Wentworth, 
Shall  be  myself  in  Ireland,  and  shall  add 
Your  wisdom,  gentleness,  and  energy. 
To  what  in  me  were  wanting. — My  Lord  Weston, 
Look  that  those  merchants  draw  not  without  loss  74 

Their  bullion  from  the  Tower;  and,  on  the  payment 
Of  shipmoney,  take  fullest  compensation 
For  violation  of  our  royal  forests. 
Whose  limits,  from  neglect,  have  been  o'ergrown 
With  cottages  and  cornfields.    The  uttermost 
Farthing  exact  from  those  who  claim  exemption  so 

From  knighthood:  that  which  once  was  a  reward 
Sliall  thus  be  made  a  punishment,  that  subjects 
May  know  how  majesty  can  wear  at  will 
The  rugged  mood. — My  Lord  of  Coventry, 
Lay  my  command  upon  the  Courts  below  85 

That  bail  be  not  accepted  for  the  prisoners 
Under  the  warrant  of  the  Star  Chamber. 
The  people  shall  not  find  the  stubbornness 
Of  Parliament  a  cheap  or  easy  method 
Of  dealing  with  their  rightful  sovereign:  w 

^  Mr.  Boweiti  iiuurkB  Uub  word  as  doubtful. 
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And  doubt  not  this,  my  Lord  of  Coventry, 
We  will  find  time  and  place  for  fit  lebuka — 
My  Lord  of  Canterbury. 

Archy. 
The  fool  is  here. 


Iaud. 

I  crave  permission  of  your  Majesty 

To  order  that  this  insolent  fellow  be  • 

Chastised:  he  mocks  the  sacred  character, 

Scoffs  at  the  state,  ^  and — 

King. 

What,  my  Archy? 
He  mocks  and  mimics  aU  he  sees  and  hears. 
Yet  with  a  quaint  and  graceful  license — ^Prithee 
For  this  once  do  not  as  Pryline  would,  were  he         w 
Primate  of  England.    With  your  Grace's,  leave. 
He  lives  in  his  own  world;  and,  like  a  parrot 
Hung  in  his  gilded  prison  from  the  window 
Of  a  queen's  bower  over  the  public  way, 
Blasphemes  with  a  bird's  mind: — ^his  words,  like  ano^ 
Which  know  no  aim  beyond  the  archer's  wit,  i 

Strike  sometimes  what  eludes  philosophy. — 
[To  Archy^]    Go,  sirrah,  and  repent  of  your  offence 
Ten  minutes  in  tlie  rain :   be  it  your  penance 
To  bring  news  how  the  world  goes  there. 

[Exit  Archy. 

^  In  Mrs.  SheIley*B  editions,  sUike,  addressed  to  Archy  is  assigned  to  t 

Mr.  Gamett  gave  the  emendation  skUe,  Queen  in  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions ;  b 

in  the  jRdia  (p.  95).  Mr.  Rossetti,  no  doubt  rightly,  ad 

'  The  part  of  this  speech  which  is  it  to  the  King's  speech. 
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Poor  Archy !  no 

e  weaves  about  himself  a  world  of  mirth 

Out  of  tlie^  wreck  of  ours. 

Laud. 

I    take  with  patience,  as  my  Master  did, 
-AJl  scoffs  permitted  from  above. 

King. 

My  lord, 
Ihtiy  overlook  these  papers.    Arch/s  words  115 

Had  wings,  but  these  have  talons. 

Queen. 

And  the  lion 
That  wears  them  must  be  tamed.    My  dearest  lord, 
I  sec  the  new-bom  courage  in  your*  eye 
Armed  to  strike  dead  the  spirit  of  the  time, 
Wliich  spurs  to  rage  the  many-headed  beast.  i» 

Do  thou  persist:  for,  faint  but  in  resolve, 
And  it  were  better  thou  hadst  still  remained 
The  slave  of  thine  own  slaves,  who  tear  like  curs 
The  fugitive,  and  flee  from  the  pursuer; 
And  Opportunity,  that  empty  wolf,  125 

Flies  at  his  throat  who  faUs.     Subdue  thy  actions 
Even  to  the  disposition  of  thy  purpose. 
And  be  that  tempered  as  the  Ebro's  steel; 
And  banish  weak-eyed  Mercy  to  the  weak, 
Whence  she  will  greet  thee  with  a  gift  of  peace,         wo 
And  not  betray  thee  with  a  traitor's  kiss, 
As  when  she  keeps  the  company  of  rebels, 
Wlio  think  tliat  she  is  Fear.    This  do,  lest  we 

'  In  Mrs.  Shclley*8  editionB,  tht$,  but  your  in  Mn.  Shelley's. 

'  In  Mr.  Roraetti's  edition,  thine; 
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Should  fall  as  from  a  glorious  pinnacle 

In  a  bright  dream,  and  wake  as  from  a  dream        i 

Out  of  our  worshipped  state. 

Kino. 

Belov^  friend, 
God  is  mj  witness  that  this  weight  of  power, 
Which  he  sets  me  my  earthly  task  to  wield 
Under  his  law,  is  my  delight  and  pride 
Only  because  thou  lovest  that  and  me. 
For  a  king  bears  the  olBOice  of  a  God 
To  all  the  under  world ;  and  to  liis  God 
Alone  he  must  deliver  up  his  trust, 
Unsliom  of  its  i)ermitted  attributes. 
[It  seems]  now  as  the  baser  elements 
Had  mutinied  against  the  golden  sun 
That  kindles  them  to  harmony,  and  quells 
Their  self-destroying  rapine.    The  wild  million 
Strike  at  the  eye  that  guides  them;  like  as  humouis 
Of  the  distempered  body  that  conspire 
Against  the  spirit  of  life  throned  in  the  heart, — 
And  thus  become  tlie  prey  of  one  another. 
And  last  of  death.  .  .  . 

Strafford. 

That  which  would  be  ambition  in  a  subject 
Is  duty  in  a  sovereign;  for  on  him. 
As  on  a  keystone,  hangs  the  arch  of  Ufe, 
A\Tiose  safety  is  its  strength.    Degree  and  form, 
And  all  that  makes  the  age  of  reasoning  man 
More  memorable  than  a  beast's,  depend  on  this — ^ 

^  In  Mr.  Ro88etti*B  edition  t-hese  two      but  even  if  (as  I  know  no  reui 
lines  stand  thus —  doubting)  they  stand  so  in  the 

More  xneiDorable  than  a  beast'i,  depend  book,  I   think   Shelley   would 

On  ihii— that  Right  ahoold  fence  itielf  in-       Ubly  have  rearranced  the  ww 
Tiolablj  ^  ^ 
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:^at  Right  should  fence  itself  inviolably  i6o 

^th  power;  in  which  respect  the  state  of  England 
nom  usurpation  by  the  insolent  commons 
ries  for  reform. 

&t  treason,  and  spare  treasure.    Fee  with  coin 
"M,^  loudest  murmurers ;  feed  with  jealousies  loa 

pposing  factions, — be  thyself  of  none ; 
Od  borrow  gold  of  many,  for  those  who  lend 
'"ill  serve  thee  till  thou  payest  them;  and  thus 
^ep  the  fierce  spirit  of  the  hour  at  bay, 
Jl  time,  and  its  coining  generations  170 

F  nights  and  days  unborn,  bring  some  one  chance, 
«  «  ♦  «  ♦ 

IT  war  or  pestilence  or  Nature's  self, 
y  some  distemperature  or  terrible  sign, 
Q  as  an  arbiter  betwixt  themselves. 

Nor  let  your  Majesty  175 

oubt  here  the  peril  of  the  unseen  event. 
:ow  did  your  brother  kings,  coheritors 
X  your  high  interest  in  the  subject  earth, 
ise  past  such  troubles  to  that  height  of  power 
There  now  they  sit,  and  awfully  serene  iso 

Dttile  on  the  trembling  world  ?    Such  popular  storms 
tilip  the  second  of  Spain,  this  Lewis  of  France, 
Old  late  the  German  head  of  many  bodies, 
end  every  petty  lord  of  Italy, 

fuelled  or  by  arts  or  arms.     Is  England  poorer  iss 

^r  feebler  ?  or  art  thou  who  wield'st  her  power 
amer  than  they?  or  shall  this  island  be — 
Girdled]  by  its  inviolable  waters — 

icrk>tion ;  because,  however  jotted  by  redundancy.    Ab  given  in  the  text, 

^  the  rhythm  and  metre  m  hia  the  lines  both  take  a  characteristic 

I  were  pretty  sure  to  be  good  ;  form, — the  treatment  of  memorable  as 

both  Imes  are  marred  W  the  equivalent  to  two  heavy  syllables  being 

igement  of  Mr.  Rossetti's  edition,  Sholley-like. 
e  first  by  poverty,  and  the  second 

OL.  III.  X 


King. 


Tliou  ow*8t  me  iiotliiDc:  vet. — 
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To  the  world  present  and  tlie  world  to  come 
Sole  pattern  of  extinguished  monarchy  ? 
Xot  if  thou  dost  as  T  would  have  thee  do. 

King. 

Your  words  shall  be  my  deeds: 

You  speak  the  image  of  my  thought     My  friend 

(If  kings  can  have  a  friend,  I  call  thee  so), 

Beyond  the  large  commission  which  belongs^ 

Under  the  great  seal  of  the  realm,  take  this : 

And,  for  some  obvious  reasons,  let  there  be 

Xo  seal  on  it,  except  my  kingly  word 

And  honour  as  I  am  a  gentleman. 

Be — as  thou  art  within  my  heart  and  mind — 

Another  self,  here  and  in  Ireland : 

Do  what  thou  judgest  well,  take  amplest  license, 

And  stick  not  even  at  questionable  means. 

Hear  me,  Wentworth.     My  word  is  as  a  wall 

l^*ctween  tliee  and  this  world  thine  enemy — 

Tliat  hates  tlice,  for  thou  lovest  me. 

Strafford. 

I  own 
No  friend  but  thee,  no  enemies  but  thine: 
Thy  liglitest  thought  is  my  eternal  law. 
How  weak,  how  pliort,  is  life  to  pay  .  . 


Peace,  peace ! 

[To  Lvud] 
My  lord,  what  say 


Those  papers? 

^  Mr.  RoBsetti  markis  this  word  as  doubtful. 
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Laud. 

our  Majesty  has  ever  interposed, 

L  lenity  towards  your  native  soil, 

Btween  the  heavy  vengeance  of  the  Church 

ad  Scotland    Mark  the  consequence  of  warming       216 

lis  brood  of  northern  vipers  in  your  bosom. 

16  rabble,  instructed  no  doubt 

^  Loudon,  Lindsay,  Hume,  and  false  Argyll, 

*or  the  waves  never  menace  heaven  until 

50urged  by  the  wind's  invisible  tyranny)  220 

ave  in  the  very  temple  of  the  Lord 

one  outrage  to  his  chosen  ministers. 

aey  scorn  the  liturgy  of  the  holy  Church, 

efuse  to  obey  her  canons,  and  deny 

le  apostolic  power  with  which  the  Spirit  225 

as  filled  its  elect  vessels,  even  from  him 

Tio  held  the  keys  with  power  to  loose  and  bind, 

3  him  who  now  pleads  in  this  royal  presence. — 

3t  ampler  powers  and  new  instructions  be 

mi  to  the  High  Commissioners  in  Scotland.  230 

)  death,  imprisonment,  and  confiscation, 

dd  torture,  add  the  ruin  of  the  kindred 

■  the  offender,  add  the  brand  of  infamy, 

Id  mutilation:    and  if  this  suffice  not, 

aleasli  the  sword  and  fire,  that  in  their  thirst  235 

ley  may  lick  up  that  scum  of  schismatics. 

laugh  at  those  weak  rebels  who,  desiring 

hat  we  possess,  still  prate  of  christian  peace, 

if  those  dreadful  arbitrating  messengers^ 
Iiicli  j)lay  tlie  part  of  God  'twixt  right  and  wrong, 
ould  be  let  loose  against  tlie^  innocent  sleep  241 

'  templed  cities  and  the  smiling  fields, 

Mrs.   Shelley's  editions,  met-  *  The  word  the  is  wanting  in  Mrs, 

I  of  wrath,  Shelley's  editions. 

X    2 
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For  some  poor  argument  of  policy 

Which  touches  our  own  profit  or  our  pride, 

Where  it  indeed^  were  christian  charity 

To  turn  the  cheek  even  to  the  smiter's  hand: 

And,  when  our  great  Kedeemer,  when  our  God, 

When  he  who  gave,  accepted,  and  retained. 

Himself  in  propitiation  of  our  sins. 

Is  scorned  in  his  immediate  ministry,* 

With  hazard  of  the  inestimable  loss 

Of  all  the  truth  and  discipline  which  is 

Salvation  to  the  extremest  generation 

Of  men  innumerable,  they  talk  of  peace ! 

Such  peace  as  Canaan  found,  let  Scotland  now: 

For,  by  that  Christ  who  came  to  bring  a  sword, 

Not  peace,  upon  the  earth,  and  gave  command 

To  his  disciples  at  the  passover 

That  each  should  sell  his  robe  and  buy  a  sword,— 

Once  strip  that  minister  of  naked  wrath. 

And  it  shall  never  sleep  in  peace  again 

Till  Scotland  bend  or  break. 

King. 

My  Lord  Archbishop, 
Do  wliat  thou  wilt  and  what  thou  canst  in  this. 
Thy  earthly  even  as  thy  heavenly  King 
Gives  thee  large  power  in  his  unquiet  realuL 
But  we  want  money,  and  my  mind  misgives  me 
That  for  so  great  an  enterprise,  as  yet. 
We  are  unfurnished. 


Rest  on  our  wills. 


Strafford, 
Yet  it  may  not  long 


'  So  in  the  Posthumous  Poems  and  •  In  Mrs.  Shelley's  edition^ 

Mr.  RosBetti'n  edition;  but  indeed  it      ters. 
in  Mrs.  Shelley's  collected  editions. 
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COTTINGTON. 

The  expenses 
f  gathering  shipmoney,  and  of  distraining  270 

)r  every  petty  rate  (for  we  encounter 
desperate  opposition  inch  by  inch 

every  warehouse  and  on  every  farm), 
ive  swallowed  up  the  gross  sum  of  the  imposts ; 

that,  though  felt  as  a  most  grievous  scourge  275 

K>n  the  land,  they  stand  us  in  small  stead 

touches  the  receipt. 

Strafford. 

Tis  a  conclusion 
)st  arithmetical :  and  thence  you  infer 
rhaps  the  assembling  of  a  parliament, 
w,  if  a  man  should  call  his  dearest  enemies  280 

sit  in  licensed  judgment  on  his  life, 
3  Majesty  might  wisely  take  that  course. 

[Aside  to  COTTINGTON] 

is  enough  to  expect  from  these  lean  imposts 
it  they  perform  the  office  of  a  scourge, 
thout  more  profit. 

[Aloud] 

Fines  and  confiscations,  235 

d  a  forced  loan  from  the  refractory  city, 
11  fill  our  cofl'ers :  and  the  golden  love 

loyal  gentlemen  and  noble  friends 
*  the  worshipped  father  of  our  common  country, 
th  contributions  from  the  catholics,  ssk) 

U  make  Eebellion  pale  in  our  excess. 

these  the  expedients  until  time  and  wisdom 
ill  frame  a  settled  state  of  goveriunent. 
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Laud. 

And  weak  expedients  they!    Have  we  not  drained 
All,  till  the  which  seemed 

A  mine  exhaustless  ? 

Strafford. 

And  the  love  which  is, 
If  loyal  hearts  could  turn  their  blood  to  gold. 

Laud. 

Both  now  grow  barren :  and  I  speak  it  not 
As  loving  parliaments,  wliich,  as  they  have  been 
In  the  right  hand  of  bold  bad  mighty  kings 
The  scourges  of  the  bleeding  Church,  I  hate. 
Methinks  they  scarcely  can  deserve  our  fear. 

Strai'ford. 

O  my  dear  liege,  take  back  the  wealth  thou  gavest: 

Witli  tliat,  take  all  I  held,  but  as  in  trust 

For  thee,  of  mine  inheritance :  leave  me  but 

Tliis  unprovided  body  for  thy  service, 

And  a  mind  dedicated  to  no  care 

Except  thy  safety: — but  assemble  not 

A  parliament.     Hundreds  will  bring,  like  me. 

Their  fortunes,  as  they  would  their  blood,  before . .  • 

King. 

No!   thou  who  judgest  them  art  but  one.     Alas! 
We  should  be  too  nmch  out  of  love  with  heaven, 
Did  this  vile  world  show  many  such  as  thee. 
Thou  perfect  just  and  honourable  man! 
Never  shall  it  be  said  that  Cliarlcs  of  England 
Stripped  those  he  loved  for  fear  of  those  he  scorns; 
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will  he  80  much  misbecome  his  throne 
to  impoverish  those  who  most  adorn 
best  defend  it.    Tliat  you  urge,  dear  Strafford, 
Xnclines  me  rather  .  . . 

Queen. 

To  a  parliament  ?  320 

Xs  this  thy  firmness  ?   and  thou  wilt  preside 
Over  a  knot  of  censurers, 

I0  the  unswearing  of  thy  best  resolves, 
..And  choose  the  worst,  when  the  worst  comes  too  soon  ? 
I^light  not  the  worst  before  the  worst  must  come.         825 
Oh  wilt  thou  smile  whilst  our  ribald  foes. 
Dressed  in  their  own  usurped  authority. 
Sharpen  their  tongues  on  Henrietta's  fame? 
It  is  enough  !    Thou  lovest  me  no  more ! 


King. 


Oh  Henrietta! 


[T/iey  talk  apart.] 


COTTINGTON   [to  LaUD]. 

Money  we  have  none :  sao 

And  all  the  expedients  of  my  Lord  of  Straflbrd 
Will  scarcely  meet  the  arrears. 

Laud. 

Without  delay 
An  army  must  be  sent  into  the  north ; 
Followed  by  a  Commission  of  tlie  Cliurch, 
With  amplest  power  to  quench  in  fire  and  blood,         335 
And  tears  and  terror,  and  tlic  pity  of  liell, 
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The  intenser  wrath  of  Heresy.     God  will  give 
Victory;  and  victory  over  Scotland  give 
Tlie  lion  England  tamed  into  our  hands. 
Tliat  will  lend  power,  and  power  bring  gold 

COTTINGTON. 

Meanwhik 
We  must  begin  first  where  your  Grace  leaves  off  « 
Gold  must  give  power,  or.  . .  ^ 

Laud. 

I  am  not  averse 
From^  the  assembling  of  a  parliament. 
Strong  actions  and  smooth  words  might  teach  them  sogd 
Tlie  lesson  to  obey.    And  are  they  not  w 

A  bubble  fasliioned  by  the  monarch's  mouth. 
The  birth  of  one  light  breath?    If  they  serve  no  purpose, 
A  word  dissolves  them. 


Strafford. 

The  engine  of  parliaments- 
Might  be  deferred  imtil  I  can  bring  over 
Tlie  Irish  regiments :  they  will  serve  to  assure  «• 

The  issue  of  the  war  against  the  Scots. 
And,  this  game  won — which  if  lost,  all  is  lost — 
Gather  these  chosen  leaders  of  the  rebels, 
And  call  them,  if  you  will,  a  parliament 

King. 

Oh  be  our  feet  still  tardy  to  shed  blood,  »^ 

Guilty  though  it  may  be !     I  would  still  spare 

^  I  very  much  doubt  this  preposi-  '  This  phrase  seems  to  me  ahoost 

tion.     I    think   Shelley  would  have      inconceiyable.    The  word  deciphered 
written  arcrM  to  the  auembliitg  &c.  as  engine  would,  I  fancy,  be  a  mono- 
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The  stubborn  country  of  my  birth,  and  ward 
From  countenances  which  I  loved  in  youth 
The  wrathful  Church's  lacerating  hand. 

[To  Laud] 
Have  you  o'erlooked  the  other  articles  ?  seo 

[Be-enUr  Archy.] 

Laud. 

Hazlerig,  Hampden,  Pym,  yoxmg  Harry  Vane, 
Cromwell,  and  other  rebels  of  less  note. 
Intend  to  sail  with  the  next  favouring  wind 
For  the  Plantations. 


Archy. 

Where  they  think  to  foxmd 
A  commonwealth  like  Gtonzalo's^  in  the  play, 
Gynaecocoenic  and  pantisocratic. 


805 


King. 


What's  that,  sirrah? 


Archy. 

New  devil's  politics. 
Hell  is  the  pattern  of  all  commonwealths  : 
Lucifer  was  the  first  republican. 
Will  you  hear  Merlin's  prophecy,  how  three  posts*      87o 

"In  one  brainless  skull,  when  the  whitethorn  is  full. 
Shall  sail  round  the  world,  and  come  back  again: 


BTllAble,  and  the  a  in  pariiamerUi 
strikes  me  as  wrong.  It  is  somewhat 
wild  to  speculate  on  this ;  but,  if  Shel- 
ley hurriedly  wrote  mime  with  a  y 
instead  of  an  t,  it  would  look  very 
Kka  engine;  and  the  mime  of  parUa' 
meni  seems  a  possible  expression  here. 
^  Mr.  Roesetti  is  of  course  right  in 


substituting  here  the  name  Chnmlo 
for  Gonzaga,  which  Shelley  had  writ- 
ten,— the  reference  being  dearly  to  a 
speech  of  Qonsalo  in  The  Tempett. 

*  Mr.  Rossetti  giyes  the  vrmd  poeti 
with  a  note  of  interrogation :  poeU 
seems  more  probable. 
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Shall  sail  round  tlie  world  in  a  brainless  skull. 
And  come  back  again  when  the  moon  is  at  full:"— 

When,  in  spite  of  the  Church,  xs 

They  will  hear  homilies  of  whatever  length 
Or  form  they  please. 

COTTINGTON.l 

So  please  your  Majesty  to  sign  this  order 
For  their  detention. 

Akchy. 
If  your  Majesty  were  tormented  night  and  day  by  fever, 
gout,  rheumatism,  and  stone,  and  asthma,  &c.,  and  you  found 

these  diseases  had  secretly  entered  into  a  conspiracy  to 
abandon  you,  should  you  think  it  necessarj'  to  lay  an  embargo 
on  the  port  by  which  they  meant  to  dispeople  your  unquiet 
kingdom  of  them^?  «  I 

King. 

If  fear  were  made  for  kings,  the  Fool  mocks  wisely; 
But  in  this  case.  .  [writirig]  Here,  my  lord,  take  the  warrant, 
And  see  it  duly  executed  forthwith. —  sss 

That  imp  of  malice  and  mockery  shall  be  punished. 

[Exeunt  all  but  King,  Queen,  and  Abchy.] 

Arcih'. 

Aye,  I  am  the  physician  of  whom  Plato  prophesied,  who 
was  to  be  accused  by  the  confectioner  before  a  jury  of 
children,  who  found  him  guilty  without  waiting  for  the 
summing-up,  and  hanged  him  without  benefit  of  clergy. 
Thus  Baby  Charles,  and  the  Twelfth-night  Queen  of  Hearts, 

^  Mr.  KoBsetti  marks  this  speaker's  be  doubted  that  them  is  the  word : 

Dame  as  doubtfuL  the  two  words  are  often  absolutely 

*  In  Mr.  Rossetti's  edition,  man  in-  indistinguishable  in  Shellejr  s  roug^ 

Btead  of  them  ;  but  it  cannot^  I  think,  MSS. 
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and    the    overgrown  schoolboy  Cottington,   and  that  little 

mchin  Laud — ^who  would  reduce  a  verdict  of  "  guilty,  death," 

by    famine,    if  it   were   impregnable   by   composition — all 

ixnpannelled  against  poor  Archy  for  presenting  them  bitter 

plysic  the  last  day  of  the  holidays. 

Queen. 
Is  the  rain  over,  sirrah  ? 

King. 

When  it  rains  aoo 

And  the  sun  shines,  'twiU  rain  again  to-morrow : 
And  therefore  never  snule  till  you've  done  crying. 

Archy. 

But   'tis   all  over  now :  like  the  April  anger  of  woman, 
the  gentle  sky  has  wept  itself  serene.  804 

Queen. 
What  news  abroad  ?  how  looks  the  world  this  morning  ? 

Archy. 

Gloriously  as  a  grave  covered  with  virgin  flowers.    There's 
a  rainbow  in  the  sky.    Let  your  Majesty  look  at  it,  for 

"  A  rainbow  in  the  morning 
Is  the  shepherd's  warning;'* 

and  the  flocks  of  which  you  are  the  pastor  are  scattered 
among  the  mountain-tops,  where  every  drop  of  water  is  a 
flake  of  snow,  and  the  breath  of  May  pierces  like  a  Januaiy 
blast.  8IS 

King. 

The  sheep  have  mistaken  the  wolf  for  their  shepherd,  my 
poor  boy ;  and  tlie  shepherd,  the  wolves  for  the  watchdogs. 


316  CHABLES  THE  FIBOT.  [i 


Queen. 

But   the   rainbow  was  a  good  sign,  Archy :  it  says  tint 
the  waters  of  the  deluge  are  gone,  and  can  return  no  loat  |i! 

Archy. 

Aye,  the  salt-water  one :  but  that  of  tears  and  blood  must 
yet  come  down,  and  that  of  fire  follow,  if  there  be  any  troA 
in  lies. — ^The  rainbow  hung  over  the  city  with  all  its  shopa, 
• .  and  churches,  from  north  to  south,  like  a  bridge  of 
congregated  lightning  pierced  by  the  masonry  of  heaven:- 
like  a  balance  in  which  the  angel  that  distributes  the  coming 
hour  was  weighing  that  heavy  one  whose  poise  is  now  felt 
in  the  lightest  hearts,  before  it  bows  the  proudest  heads 
under  the  meanest  feet.  » 

Queen. 
Who  taught  you  this  trash,  sirrah? 

Archy. 

A  torn  leaf  out  of  an  old  book  trampled  in  the  dirk- 
But  for  the  rainbow.  It  moved  as  the  sun  moved,  and . . 
until  the  top  of  the  Tower  .  .  of  a  doud  through  its  Idt- 
hand  tip,  and  Lambeth  Palace  look  as  dark  as  a  rock  befoie 
the  other.  Methought  I  saw  a  crown  figured  upon  one  tip, 
and  a  mitre  on  the  other.  So,  as  I  had  heard  treasures 
were  found  where  the  rainbow  quenches  its  points  upon  the 

earth,   I   set   off,  and  at  the  Tower ,    But  I  shall  not 

tell  your  Majesty  what  I  found  close  to  the  closet-window 
on  which  the  rainbow  had  glimmered.  w 

King. 
Speak:  I  will  make  my  Fool  my  conscience. 
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Archy. 

Then  conscience  is  a  fool. — I  saw  there  a  cat  caught  in 
>  lat-trap.  I  heard  the  rats  squeak  behind  the  wainscots: 
b  seemed  to  me  that  the  very  mice  were  consulting  on  the 
oalmer  of  her  death.  84i 

Queen. 
Archy  is  shrewd  and  bitter. 

Archy. 

like  the  season,  342 

10  blow  the  winds. — But  at  the  other  end  of  the  rainbow, 
BV'here  the  grey  rain  was  tempered  along  the  grass  and  leaves 
>y  a  tender  interfusion  of  violet  and  gold  in  the  meadows 
jeyond  Lambeth,  what  think  you  that  I  found  instead  of  a 
mitre  ?  848 

King. 
Vane's  wits  perhaps. 

Archy. 

Something  as  vain.     I  saw  84o 

a  gross  vapour  hovering  in  a  stinking  ditch  over  the  carcass 
of  a  dead  ass,  some  rotten  rags,  and  broken  dishes — ^the 
wrecks  of  what  once  administered  to  the  stuffing-out  and 
the  ornament  of  a  worm  of  worms.  His  Grace  of  Canter- 
bury expects  to  enter  the  New  Jerusalem  some  Palm  Sunday 
in  triumph  on  the  ghost  of  this  ass.  866 

Queen. 

Enough,  enough  1    Go  desu^  Lady  Jane 
She  place  my  lute,  together  with  the  music 
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Mari  received  last  week  from  Italy, 

lu  my  boudoir,  and  . .  [Ent  Abcht.J 

King. 
ra  go  in. 

Queen. 

My  beloved  loid, 
Have  you  not  noted  that  the  Fool  of  late  m 

Has  lost  liis  careless  mirth,  and  that  liis  words 
Sound  like  the  echoes  of  our  saddest  fears  ? 
Wliat  can  it  mean?    I  should  be  loth  to  tliink 
Some  factious  slave  had  tutored  Iiim. 

King. 

Oh  no! 

He  is  but  Occasion's  pupil.     Partly  'tis^  36» 

That  our  minds  piece  the  vacant  inten'iils 

Of  his  wild  words  with  their  own  fashioning: 

As  in  the  imagery  of  summer  clouds, 

Or  coals  of^  the  winter  fire,  idlers  find 

The  perfect  shadows  of  their  teeming  thoughts :  «^ 

And  partly,  that  the  terrors  of  the  time 

Are  sown  by  wandering  Eumour  in  all  spirits; 

And  in  the  lightest  and  the  least,  may  best 

Be  seen  the  current  of  the  coming  wind. 

Queen. 

Your  brain  is  overwrouglit  with  these  deep  thoughts. 
Come,  I  will  sing  to  you;   let  us  go  try  s:« 

These  airs  from  Italy;  and,  as  we  pass 
The  gallery,  we'll  decide  where  that  Correggio 

*  MrB.  Shelley  reads  It  partly  U.  '  lu  Mrs,  Shelley's  editions,  w. 
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Shall  hang — the  Virgin  Mother  aw 

With  her  child,  bom  the  King  of  heaven  and  earth, 

Whose  reign  is  men's  salvation.    And  you  shall  see 

A  cradled  miniature  of  yourself  asleep, 

Stamped  on  the  heart  by  never-erring  love; 

Liker  than  any  Vandyke  ever  made, 

A  pattern  to  the  unborn  age  of  thee,  885 

Over  whose  sweet  beauty  I  have  wept  for  joy 

A  thousand  times,  and  now  should  weep  for  sorrow. 

Did  I  not  think  that  after  we  were  dead 

Our  fortunes  would  spring  high  in  him,  and  that 

The  cares  we  waste  upon  our  heavy  crown  soo 

Would  make  it  light  and  glorious  as  a  wreath 

Of  heaven's  beams  for  his  dear  innocent  brow. 

Kino. 
Dear  Henrietta ! 


SCEKTE  III. 

'he  Stab  Chamber.    LAUD,  JUXON,  STRAFFORD,  and  others, 
AS  Judges.    PRYNNE  as  a  Prisoner,  and  then  BASTWICK. 


Laud. 
Bring  forth  the  prisoner  Bastwick :  let  the  clerk 
Kecitc  his  sentence. 

Clerk. 

"That  he  pay  five  thousand 
Pounds  to  the  king,  lose  both  his  ears,  be  branded 
With  red-hot  iron  on  the  cheek  and  forehead, 
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And  be  imprisoned  witMn  Lancaster  Castle 
Doling  the  pleasure  of  the  Court ** 


Iaud. 

Prisoner, 
If  you  have  aught  to  say  wherefore  tliis  sentence 
Should  not  be  put  into  effect,  now  speak. 

Juxox. 

If  you  have  aught  to  plead  in  mitigation. 
Speak 

Bastwick. 

Thus,  my  lords.    If,  like  the  prelates,  I  » 

Were  an  invader  of  the  royal  power, 
A  public  scomer  of  the  word  of  God, 
Profane,  idolatrous,  popish,  superstitious. 
Impious  in  heart  and  in  t}rrannic  act, 
Void  of  wit,  honesty,  and  temperance;  li 

If  Satan  were  my  lord,  as  theirs, — our  God 
Pattern  of  all  I  should  avoid  to  do ; 
Were  I  an  enemy  of  my  God  and  King 
And  of  good  men,  as  ye  are ; — I  should  merit 
Your  fearful  state  and  gilt  prosperity,  » 

Which,  when  ye  wake  from  the  last  sleep,  shall  turn 
To  cowls  and  robes  of  everlasting  fire. 
But,  as  I  am,  I  bid  ye  grudge  me  not 
The  only  eartlily  favour  ye  can  yield. 
Or  I  think  worth  acceptance  at  your  hands, —  » 

Scorn,  mutilation,  and  imprisonment. 

Even  as  my  Master  did. 
Until  Heaven's  kingdom  shall  descend  on  earth. 
Or  earth  be  like  a  shadow  in  the  light 
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Of  heaven  absorbed — some  few  tumultuous  years 
Will  pass,  and  leave  no  wreck  of  what  opposes 
His  will  whose  will  is  power.  ^ 


80 


Laud. 

Officer,  take  the  prisoner  from  the  bar. 
And  be  his  tongue  slit  for  his  insolence. 


84 


Bastwick. 
While  this  hand  holds  a  pen  .  .  . 

Laud. 


Be  liis  hands  .  .  . 


JUXON. 

Stop! 
Forbear,  my  lord !    The  tongue,  which  now  can  speak 
No  terror,  would  interpret,  being  dumb. 
Heaven's  thunder  to  our  hann ; .  .  . 
And  hands,  which  now  write  only  their  own  shame. 
With  bleeding  stumps  might  sign  our  blood  away. 


40 


Laud. 

Much  more  such  "mercy"  among  men  would  be. 
Did  all  the  ministers  of  Heaven's  revenge 


>  These  lines  (27  to  32)  are  from 
ftelicM  of  Shellej/,  p.  91  ;  and  Mr.  Ros- 
»sttiwM  probably  right  in  inserting 
'liexn  here.  He  says,  liowever,  that 
ti«  ooiild  find  no  trace  of  them  in  the 
aote-Vxwk  ;  and,  as  Mr.  Garnett  poai- 
tirely  assigns  them  to  Charlcn  the 
^int,  he  must,  when  he  examinc<l  Sir 
^*€rcy  Shelley's  MSS ,  before  issuing 
^^  RdicM  in  1802,  have  come  upon 
Something  unmistiJLably  appertaining 
^  CkarUa  the  Firtt,  separate  from  the 
■*<>te-book  in  question.  This  fact  in- 
dicates, at  the  least,  a  probability  that 

VOL  III. 


Mrs.  Shelley  had  other  authority,  for 
some  of  her  readings,  than  this  parti- 
cular note-book.  As  regards  this  pas- 
sage, though  I  agree  with  Mr.  Rossetti 
in  thinking  this  the  most  probable 
place  for  it,  I  regard  it  as  possible  that 
it  is  a  rejected  passage  for  the  speech 
of  Laud  m  Scene  II  (p.  303), — 

I  take  with  patience,  k»  my  master  did. 
All  aoofb  permitted  from  above. 

Or,  again,  it  might  have  been  for  the 
long  speech  of  Laud  in  the  same  scene 
(p.  807),  which  may,  originally,  have 
been  continuotts  with  the  shorter  one. 
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Flinch  thus  from  earthly  TetributioiL    I 
Could  suffer  what  I  would  inflict 

[EcU  Bastwick  ffuardid.] 

Bring  up 
The  Lord  Bishop  of  Lincoln. — 

[To  Strafford] 

Know  70U  not  is 

That,  in  distraining  for  ten  thousand  pounds 
Upon  his  books  and  furniture  at  Lincoln, 
Were  found  these  scandalous  and  seditious  letters 
Sent  from  one  Osbaldistone,  who  is  fled  ? 
I  speak  it  not  as  touching  this  poor  person;  ^ 

But  of  the  office  which  should  make  it  holy, 
Were  it  as  vile  as  it  was  ever  spotless. 
Mark  too,  my  lord,  that  this  expression  strikes 
His  Majesty,  if  I  misinterpret  not 

Enter  Bishop  Williams  guarded. 

Strafford. 

Twere  politic  and  just  that  Williams  taste  » 

The  bitter  fruit  of  his  connexion  with 
The  schismatics.    But  you,  my  Lord  Archbishop, 
Who  owed  your  first  promotion  to  his  favour, 
Wlio  grew  beneath  his  smile 

Laud. 

Would  therefore  b^ 
The  office  of  his  judge  from  this  High  Court, —  • 

That  it  shall  seem,  even  as  it  is,  that  I, 
In  my  assumption  of  this  sacred  robe. 
Have  put  aside  all  wordly  preference, 
All  sense  of  all  distinction  of  all  persons. 
All  thoughts  but  of  the  service  of  tlie  Church. —        * 
Bishop  of  Lincoln ! 
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Williams. 
Peace,  proud  hierarch  ! 
I  know  my  sentence,  and  I  own  it  just. 
Thou  wilt  repay  me  less  than  I  deserve, 
In  stretching  to  the  utmost 


SCENE    IV. 

HAMPDEN,  PYM,  CROMWELL,  Lis  Daughter,  and  young 

SIR  HARRY  VANE.1 

Hampden. 

England,  farewell!   thou  who  hast  been  my  cradle, 

Shalt  never  be  my  dungeon  or  my  grave  ! 

I  held  what  I  inherited  in  thee, 

As  pawn  for  that  inheritance  of  freedom 

Which  thou  hast  sold  for  thy  despoiler's  smile:  s 

How  can  I  call  thee  England,  or  my  country  ? — 

Does  the  wind  hold? 

Vane. 

Tlie  vanes  sit  steady 
Ujwn  the  Abbey  towers.     The  silver  lightnings 
Of  the  evening  star,  spite  of  the  city's  smoke, 
TeU  that  tlie  north  wind  reigns  in  the  upper  air.  lo 

Mark  too  that  flock  of  fleecy- wingid  clouds  ^ 
Sailing  athwart  St.  Margaret's. 

^  In    Mrs.    ShelIoy*8    editioDs,  the  Jleecy-wnffM  dcmd;  hu.t'Mn,S>he\\ey'B 

^'^mnger  Vane,    CromweU's  daughter  is  surely  the  better  reading,  avoiding 

^  ^oi  mentioned.  the  accidental  play  uxx>n  the  word 

In  Mr.  RoMettrs  edition,  JUet  of  fleet,  in  the  next  line. 

Y2 
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Hampden. 

Hail,  fleet  herald 
Of  tempest !   tliat  nule  pilot  who  shall  guide 
Hearts  free  as  his,  to  realms  as  pure  as  thee, 
Beyond  the  shot  of  t}Tanny, 
Beyond  the  webs  of  that  swoln  spider  .  .  . 
Beyond  the  curses,  calmnnies.  and  lies^ 
Of  atheist  priests  !  And  thou 

Fair  star,  whose  beam  lies  on  the  wide  Atlantic, 
Athwart  its  zones  of  tempest  and  of  calm. 
Bright  as  the  path  to  a  belovM  home, 
Oh  light  us  to  the  isles  of  the*  evening  land! 
Like  floating  Edens  cradled  in  the  glimmer 
Of  sunset,  through  the  distant  mist  of  years 
Touched'  by  departing  hope,  they  gleam !  lone  n^wr 
Wliere  power's  poor  dupes  and  victims  yet  have  nevt 
Propitiated  the  savage  fear  of  kings 
With  purest  blood  of  noblest  hearts  ;   whose  dew 
Is  yet  unstained  with  tears  of  those  who  wake 
To  weep  each  day  the  wrongs  on  which  it  dawns ; 
Whose  sacred  silent  air  owns  yet  no  echo 
Of  formal  blasphemies ;  nor  impious  rites 
Wrest  man's  free  worship,  from  the  God  who  lores, 
To  the  poor  worm*  wlio  envies  us  his  love ! 
Eeceive,  thou  young  of  Paradise, 

These  exiles  from  the  old  and  sinful  world ! 


Tliis  glorious  clime,  this  firmament,  whose  lights 
Dart  mitigated  influence  through  their^  veil 

1  This  word  ia  marked  as  doubtful  *  Tinged,  in  Mra.  Shelley's  editi' 

in  Mr.  Roasetti's  edition.  *  Towards  the  worjn,  in  Mrs.  Shei 

^  In  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions,  the  is  editions, 

here  contracted  into  th\  *  In  Mrs,  Shelley's  editions,  t^ 
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Of  pale  blue  atmosphere  ;  whose  tears  keep  green 

The  pavement  of  this  moist  all-feeding  earth ; 

This  vaporous  horizon,  whose  dim  round 

Is  bastioned  by  the  circumfluous  sea, 

Repelling  invasion  from  the  sacred  towers, 

Presses  upon  me  like  a  dungeon's  grate, 

A  low  dark  roof,  a  damp  and  narrow  wall.* 

The  boundless^  universe 

Becomes  a  cell  too  narrow  for  the  soul 

That  owns  no^  master  ;    while  the  loathliest  ward  * 

Of  this  wide  prison,  England,  is  a  nest 

Of  cradling  ^  peace  built  on  the  mountain  tops, — 

To  which  the  eagle  spirits  of  the  free. 

Which  range  thi^ough  heaven  and  earth,  and  scorn  the  storm 

Of  time,  and  gaze  upon  the  light  of  truth, 

Betum  to  brood  on  thoughts  that  cannot  die 

And  cannot  be  repelled.®  65 

like  eaglets  floating  in  tlie  heaven  of  time. 

They  soar  above  their  quarry,  and  shall  stoop 

Through  palaces  and  temples  thunderproof 


60 


^  In  Mrs.  Shelley's  editionB,  rnult. 
•  In  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions,  mvjhty. 
'  Mr.  Rosdetti  substitutes  a  mtuter 
r  no  mofUr,  presumably  on  the 
.thority  of  the  note*  book  ;  but  I  think 
e  rea^ling  of  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions, 
t  masteVf  in  far  finer,  and  again  sug- 
■Uve  of  some  other  source  than  the 
>te-book.  The  sense  that  the  free 
ul  is  too  big  for  the  universe  ia  far 


more  like  Shelley's  way  of  thinking 
than  the  sense  that  servility  makes 
the  universe  too  narrow. 

*  In  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions,  tpot. 

'  In  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions,  cradled. 

*  In   Mrs.   Shelley's  editions  these 
two  lines  stand  thus : 

Return  to  brood  oTer  the  [       ]  thouchta 
That  cannot  die,  and  may  not  he  rep«ued. 
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SCENE  V.i 

Archy. 

m   go  live   under  the   ivy  that   overgrows  the 
and  court  the  tears  shed  on  its  old  roots  (?),  as  the  | 
plays  the  song  of 

"A  widow  bird  sate  mourning 
Upon  a  wintry  bough." 

[Sings] 

Heigho!   the  lark  and  the  owl! 

One  flies  the  morning,  and  one  lulls*  the  i 
Only  the  nightingale,  poor  fond  soul. 

Sings  like  the  fool  through  darkness  an 

"A  widow  bird  sate  mourning  for  her  lov 

Upon  a  wintry  bough ; 
The  frozen  wind  crept  on  above. 

The  freezing  stream  below. 

There  was  no  leaf  upon  the  forest  bare. 
No  flower  upon  the  ground, 

And  little  motion  in  the  air 
Except  the  mill-wheel's  sound." 

^  Mr.  RoBsetii  says  this  "  fragmeDt  coupled  with  the  name  of  A 

of  a  scene  appears  to  belong  to  a  much  two  quatrains  in  inverted  c 

later  portion  of  the  drama  than  those  peared  in  the  Potihumous  . 

which  have  preceded ;  perhaps  to  the  Song,  among  the  Misoellane 

period  of  King  Charles's  captivity,  or  and  never,  in  editions  pre 

even  after  his  death."  I  give  the  snatch  Kossetti's,  as  having  any 

of  prose  as  given  in  Mr.  Kossetti's  edi-  ^'ith  CharUt  the  PirH. 

tion ;  but  I  suspect  we  should  read  '  I  cannot  but  think  tfa 

count  for  court.    That  edition  was  the  wrong  :  probably  we  shouL 

first  in  which  the  beautiful  lyric  was  again. 
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^ 


[As  already  stated,  The  Triumph  of  Life  was  the  last  great  iraii  oa 
which  Shelley  was  occupied.  Speaking  of  the  boat  i>of»  Juan,  Mrs.  Shdk^ 
says — "  Wheu  Shelley  was  on  board,  he  had  his  papers  with  him ;  and  mud 
of  the  '  Triumph  of  Life '  was  written  as  he  sailed  or  weltered  on  that  an 
which  was  soon  to  engulf  him."  Mr.  Qamett  oonmianicated  to  Mjh  Btind 
numerous  emendations  from  the  MS.,  in  Sir  Percy  Shelley's  poopeswrnn ;  and 
these  were  published  in  The  Westminster  Review,  (July,  1870).  What  tlie  inA 
would  have  been,  it  is  hardly  possible  to  imagine ;  but,  with  tbii  gnnd 
fragment  before  us,  it  would  be  difficult  to  exaggerate  the  magnitude  of  the 
potential  poem  which  was  shaping  itself  in  Shelley's  mind  at  the  tone  d 
his  death— H.  B.  F.] 
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Swift  as  a  spirit  hastening  to  his  task^ 
Of  glory  and  of  good,  the  Sun  sprang  forth 
Bejoicing  in  his  splendour,  and  the  mask 

Of  darkness  fell  from  the  awakened  Earth — 

The  smokeless  altars  of  the  mountain  snows  s 

Flamed  above  crimson  clouds,  and  at  the  birth 

Of  light,  the  Ocean's  orison  arose. 

To  which  the  birds  tempered  their  matin  lay. 

All  flowers  in  field  or  forest  which  unclose 

Their  trembling  eyelids  to  the  kiss  of  day,  lo 

Swinging  their  censers  in  the  element. 
With  orient  incense  lit  by  the  new  ray 

Burned  slow  and  inconsumably,  and  sent 

Their  odorous  sighs  up  to  the  smiling  air; 

And,  in  succession  due,  did  continent,  is 

Isle,  ocean,  and  all  things  that  in  them  wear 
The  form  and  character  of  mortal  mould, 
Kise  as  the  Sun^  their  father  rose,  to  bear 

.  Mn  the  MS.  of  n«   Triumph  of      ScatteredbvnighttowrmtheiiiiUbrightWrth 
^e  there  i.  a  canceUed  opening,  «i      felK^'C^i^  SiiTiat 
'<»*loW8  :  Th«  Murth  and  all 

Out  of  th«  asMtem  ahadow  of  the  Earth  *  In   Mn.   Shelley*!   editioDBy   iun, 

•^xnkl  the  dooda  upon  its  margin  gnj,  miih  a  small  i. 
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Their  portion  of  the  toil,  which  he  of  old 

Took  as  Ilia  own,  and  then  imposed  on  them:  i 

But  I,  whom  thoughts  which  must  remain  untold 

Had  kept  as  wakeful  as  the  stars  that  gem 
The  cone  of  night,  now  they  were  laid  asleep 
Stretched  my  faint  limbs  beneath  the  hoary  stem 

Which  an  old  chesnut  flung  athwart  the  steep  s 

Of  a  green  Apennine :  before  me  fled 

The  night;  behind  me  rose  the  day;  the  deep 

Was  at  my  feet,  and  Heaven  above  my  head, 

When  a  strange  trance  over  my  fancy  grew 

Which  was  not  slumber,  for  the  shade  it  spread        « 

Was  so  transparent,  that  the  scene  came  through 
As  clear  as  when  a  veil  of  light  is  drawn 
O'er  evening  hills  they  glimmer;  and  I  knew 

That  I  had  felt  the  freshness  of  that  dawn. 

Bathed^  in  the  same  cold  dew  my  brow  and  hair»     ^ 

And  sate  as  thus  upon  that  slope  of  lawn 

Under  the  self-same  bough,  and  heard  as  there 
The  birds,  the  fountains  and  the  ocean  hold 
Sweet  talk  in  music  through  the  enamoured  air, 
And  then  a  vision  on  my  brain  was  rolled  « 


As  in  that  trance  of  wondrous  thought  I  lay, 
This  was  the  tenour  of  my  waking  dream : — 
Methought  I  sate  beside  a  public  way 

^  In  the  Potthumout  Poenu  and  the      and  there  is  a  oobuna  at  dawK  ;  bat 
editions  of  1839,  thU  word  is  Baihed,      in  some  of  ihe  later  editions  (folfoned 
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Thick  strewn  with  summer  dust,  and  a  great  stream 
Of  people  there  was  hurrying  to  and  fro,  45 

Numerous  as  gnats  upon  the  evening  gleam, 


All  hastening  onward,  yet  none  seemed  to  know 
Whither  he  went,  or  whence  he  came,  or  why 
He  made  one  of  the  multitude,  and  so 


Was  borne  amid  the  crowd,  as  through  the  sky  so 

One  of  the  million  leaves  of  summer's  bier; 
Old  age  and  youth,  manhood  and  infancy 

Mixed  in  one  mighty  torrent  did  appear, 

Some  flying  from  the  thing  they  feared,  and  some 

Seeking  the  object  of  another's  fear ;  55 

And  others  as  with  steps  towards  the  tomb. 
Pored  on  the  trodden  worms  that  crawled  beneath. 
And  others  mournfully  within  the  gloom 

Of  their  own  shadow  walked  and  called  it  death ; 
And  some  fled  from  it  as  it  were  a  ghost,  eo 

Half  fainting  in  the  affliction  of  vain  breath : 

But  more,  with  motions  which  each  other  crost, 
Pursued  or  shunned^  the  shadows  the  clouds  threw, 
Or  birds  within  the  noon-day  aether*  lost, 

Upon  that  path  where  flowers  never  grew, —  cs 

And,  weary  with  vam  toil  and  faint  for  thirst. 
Heard  not  the  fountains,  whose  melodious  dew 


r  Mr.  Rometti  in  this)  the  comma  is  ^  In  previous  editions,  tpwmed;  but 

moved,  and  Bolhe  is  substituted  for  ihuimed  in  the  MS. 

aiAed,    I  incline  to  the  earlier  read-  '  In  previous  editions,  dher. 

g ;  but  either  is  possible. 
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Out  of  their  mossy  cells  for  ever  burst; 

Nor  felt  the  breeze  which  from  the  forest  told 

Of  grassy  paths  and  wood-lawns^  interspersed  r? 

With  overarching  elms  and  caverns  cold. 

And  violet  banks  where  sweet  dreams  brood,  but  they 

Pursued  their  serious  folly  as  of  old. 

And  as  I  gazed,  methought  that  in  the  way 

The  throng  grew  wilder,  as  the  woods  of  June  ^ 

When  the  south  wind  shakes  the  extinguished  day, 

And  a  cold  glare,  intenser  than  the  noon, 
But  icy  cold,  obscured  with  blinding*  light 
The  sun,  as  he  the  stars.    Like  the  young  moon 


When  on  the  sunlit  limits  of  the  night 
Her  white  shell  trembles  amid  crimson  air. 
And  whilst  the  sleeping  tempest  gathers  might, 


Doth,  as  the  herald  of  its  coming,  bear 

The  ghost  of  its^  dead  mother,  whose  dim  form* 

Bends  in  dark  aether^  from  her  infant's  chair, — 


Si 


So  came  a  chariot  on  the  silent  storm 

Of  its  own  rushing  splendour,  and  a  Shape 

So  sate  within,  as  one  whom  years  deform, 


^  So  in  the  MS. ;  but  in  former 
editions,  lawn-intertpened  appears  sb 
H  compound  epithet  applied  to  wood 
(or  to  pcUha  and  wood,  for  the  punc- 
tuation varies). 

*  This  word  is  given  in  brackets,  as 
if  doubtful,  in  the  Potthumout  Poems; 
but  the  brackets  are  dropped  in  all 
later  editions. 


'  So  in  all  editions  but  that  of  lb- 
RoBsetti,  who  substitutes  her  for  iu, 
"  in  conformity  with  the  diction  of  all 
the  rest  of  this  clause." 

^  So  in  all  editions  but  the  Poitfts- 
mous  Potmi,  wherein  we  reftd  from 
for  form. 

^  In  former  editions,  Hher  ;  and 
ftherial  in  line  92. 
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Beneath  a  dusky  hood  and  double  cape, 

Crouching  within  the  shadow  of  a  tomb ; 

And  o'er  what  seemed  the  head  a  cloud-like  crape 


90 


Was  bent,  a  dun  and  faint  setherial  gloom 
Tempering  the  light.*     Upon  the  chariot  beam 
A  Janus-visaged  Shadow  did  assume 


The  guidance  of  that  wonder- wingM  team ; 
The  shapes  which  drew  it*  in  thick  lightnings 
Were  lost: — I  lieard  alone  on  the  air's  soft  stream 


95 


The  music  of  their  ever-moving  wiugs. 

All  the  four  faces  of  that  charioteer 

Had  their  eyes  banded;  little  profit  brings 


100 


Speed  in  the  van  and  blindness  in  the  rear, 
Nor  then  avail  the  beams  that  quench  the  sun' 
Or  that  with  banded  eyes  coidd  pierce  the  sphere 

Of  all  that  is,  has  been  or  will  be  done; 
So  ill  was  the  car  guided — ^but  it  past 
With  solemn  speed  majestically  on 

The  crowd  gave  way,  and  I  arose  aghast, 
Or  seemed  to  rise,  so  mighty  was  the  trance, 
And  saw,  like  clouds  upon  the  thunder*  blast, 


105 


^  Thii  IB  Mr.  Roflsetii's  reading ;  and 
I  do  not  doubt  it  ib  right.    In  Mrs. 
Shelley*!  editions  we  read 
Tbmpcriiif  the  U^t  opon  the  duuiot  beam  ; 
a  construction  which  is  hardly  tenable. 

'"nie  word  U  is  omitted  in  the 
Pagikumou$  Poemt,  but  appears  in 
later  editions,  from  1889  onward. 

*  There  is  no  stop  here  in  Mrs. 
SheUey's  editions;  but  Mr.  Rossetti 
inserts  a  colon,  and  prints  that,  in  the 


next  line,  in  italics.  The  sense  seems 
to  me  to  be, — "  Speed  in  the  yan  and 
blindness  in  the  rear  are  unprofitable ; 
and,  under  such  conditions,  the  beams 
which  quench  the  sun  or  which,  the 
eyes  being  banded,  could  pierce  the 
sphere  of  aU  that  is  &c.,  are  of  no 
ayail." 

^  So  in  the  MS. ;  but  thundenhlatt 
mihe  Poithumous  Poenu,  and  thunder* b 
hUut  in  later  cditiong. 
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Out  of  their  mossy  cells  for  ever  burst; 

Nor  felt  the  breeze  which  from  the  forest  told 

Of  grassy  paths  and  wood-lawns^  interspersed 


r» 


With  overarching  elms  and  caverns  cold. 

And  violet  banks  where  sweet  dreams  brood,  but  they 

Pursued  their  serious  folly  as  of  old. 

And  as  I  gazed,  methought  that  in  the  way 
The  throng  grew  wilder,  as  the  woods  of  June 
When  the  south  wind  shakes  the  extinguished  day, 

And  a  cold  glare,  intenser  than  the  noon, 
But  icy  cold,  obscured  with  blinding*  light 
The  sun,  as  he  the  stars.     Like  the  young  moon 


When  on  the  sunlit  limits  of  the  night 
Her  white  shell  trembles  amid  crimson  air. 
And  whilst  the  sleeping  tempest  gathers  might, 


90 


Doth,  as  the  herald  of  its  coming,  bear 

The  ghost  of  its^  dead  mother,  whose  dim  form* 

Bends  in  dark  jether^  from  her  infant's  chair, — 

So  came  a  chariot  on  the  silent  storm 

Of  its  own  rushing  splendour,  and  a  Shape 

So  sate  within,  as  one  whom  years  deform, 


^  So  in  the  MS. ;  but  in  former 
editions,  lawn-interspened  appears  a« 
H  compound  epithet  applied  to  wood 
(or  to  pcUha  and  teood,  for  the  punc- 
tuation yariee). 

*  This  word  is  given  in  brackets,  as 
if  doubtful,  in  the  Potihumout  Poems; 
but  the  brackets  are  dropped  in  all 
later  editions. 


'  So  in  all  editions  but  that  of  lb- 
Rosaetti,  who  substitutes  her  for  ib, 
"  in  conformity  with  the  diction  ol  all 
the  rest  of  this  clause." 

^  So  in  all  editions  but  the  Pc&Ab- 
mous  Po$m$,  wherein  we  nad  Jrom 
for  form, 

'  In  former  editions,  Hher  ;  vad 
ethcrial  in  line  92. 
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Beneath  a  dusky  hood  and  double  cape, 

Crouching  within  the  shadow  of  a  tomb ; 

And  o'er  what  seemed  the  head  a  cloud-like  crape 


90 


Was  bent,  a  dun  and  faint  {etherial  gloom 
Tempering  the  light.*     Upon  the  chariot  beam 
A  Janus-visaged  Shadow  did  assume 


The  guidance  of  that  wonder-wingfed  team ; 
The  shapes  which  drew  it*  in  thick  lightnings 
Were  lost: — I  lieard  alone  on  the  air's  soft  stream 


95 


Tlie  music  of  their  ever-moving  wings. 

All  the  four  faces  of  that  charioteer 

Had  their  eyes  banded;  little  profit  brings 


100 


Speed  in  the  van  and  blindness  in  the  rear, 
Nor  then  avail  the  beams  that  quench  the  sun* 
Or  that  with  banded  eyes  coidd  pierce  the  sphere 

Of  all  that  is,  has  been  or  will  be  done; 
So  ill  was  the  car  guided — but  it  past 
With  solemn  speed  majestically  on. 

The  crowd  gave  way,  and  I  arose  aghast, 
Or  seemed  to  rise,  so  mighty  was  the  trance. 
And  saw,  like  clouds  upon  the  thunder*  blast. 


105 


^  This  is  Mr.  Rossetti's  reading ;  and 
I  do  not  doubt  it  is  right.    In  Mrs. 
Shelley's  editions  we  read 
Temxwring  the  light  upon  the  chariot  beam  ; 
a  construction  which  is  hardly  tenable. 

'The  word  U  is  omitted  in  the 
Poitkumou$  Poemt,  but  appears  in 
liter  edition!,  from  1889  onward. 

*  There  is  no  stop  here  in  Mrs. 
Shelley's  editums;  but  Mr.  Rossetti 
inserts  a  colon,  and  prints  ^at,  in  the 


next  line,  in  italics.  The  sense  seems 
to  me  to  be, — "  Speed  in  the  van  and 
blindness  in  the  rear  are  unprofitable ; 
and,  under  such  conditions,  the  beams 
which  quench  the  sun  or  which,  the 
eyes  being  banded,  could  pierce  the 
sphere  of  aU  that  is  &c.,  are  of  no 
avail." 

*8oiniheMS,;  hut  thundenhlatt 
lEkthib  Patthumous  Poem$,  and  thunder* b 
hUut  in  later  editions. 
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Out  of  their  mossy  cells  for  ever  burst; 

Nor  felt  the  breeze  which  from  the  forest  told 

Of  grassy  paths  and  wood-lawns^  interspersed 

With  overarching  elms  and  caverns  cold. 

And  violet  banks  where  sweet  dreams  brood,  but  they 

Pursued  their  serious  folly  as  of  old. 

And  as  I  gazed,  methought  that  in  the  way 
The  throng  grew  wilder,  as  the  woods  of  June 
When  the  south  wind  shakes  the  extinguished  day, 


7^ 
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And  a  cold  glare,  intenser  than  the  noon, 
But  icy  cold,  obscured  with  blinding*  light 
The  sun,  as  he  the  stars.    Like  the  young  moon 


When  on  the  sunlit  limits  of  the  night 
Her  white  shell  trembles  amid  crimson  air. 
And  whilst  the  sleeping  tempest  gathers  might, 


80 


Doth,  as  the  herald  of  its  coming,  bear 

The  ghost  of  its*  dead  mother,  whose  dim  form* 

Bends  in  dark  aether*  from  her  infant's  chair, — 


85 


So  came  a  chariot  on  the  silent  storm 

Of  its  own  rushing  splendour,  and  a  Shape 

So  sate  within,  as  one  whom  years  deform, 


^  So  in  the  MS. ;  but  in  fonner 
editions,  lawn-interiperted  appears  b» 
a  compound  epithet  applied  to  wood 
(or  to  pcUha  and  wood,  for  the  punc- 
tuation yariee). 

*  This  word  is  given  in  brackets,  as 
if  doubtful,  in  the  Potthutnout  Poems; 
but  the  brackets  are  dropped  in  all 
later  editions. 


'  So  in  all  editions  but  that  ol  lb' 
RoBsetti,  who  substitutes  kerfor^ 
"  in  conformity  with  the  diction  of  al^ 
the  rest  of  this  clause." 

^  So  in  all  editions  but  the  Po^- 
mous  Potms,  wherein  we  read  frot^ 
for  form, 

^  In  former  eiUtions,  ether  ;  soil 
^herial  in  line  92. 
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Beneath  a  dusky  hood  and  double  cape, 

Crouching  within  the  shadow  of  a  tomb ; 

And  o'er  what  seemed  the  head  a  cloud-like  crape 


90 


Was  bent,  a  dun  and  faint  eetherial  gloom 
Tempering  the  light.*    Upon  the  chariot  beam 
A  Janus-visaged  Shadow  did  assume 


The  guidance  of  that  wonder- winged  team ; 
The  shapes  which  drew  it*  in  thick  lightnings 
Were  lost: — I  lieard  alone  on  the  air's  soft  stream 


95 


Tlie  music  of  their  ever-moving  wings. 

AU  the  four  faces  of  that  charioteer 

Had  their  eyes  banded;  little  profit  brings 


100 


Speed  in  the  van  and  blindness  in  the  rear, 
Nor  then  avail  the  beams  that  quench  the  sun* 
Or  that  with  banded  eyes  coidd  pierce  the  sphere 

Of  all  that  is,  has  been  or  will  be  done; 
So  ill  was  the  car  guided — ^but  it  past 
With  solemn  speed  majestically  on. 

The  crowd  gave  way,  and  I  arose  aghast. 
Or  seemed  to  rise,  so  mighty  was  the  trance. 
And  saw,  like  clouds  upon  the  thunder*  blast. 


105 


1  ThLi  18  Mr.  Rossetti's  reading ;  and 
I  do  not  doubt  it  is  right    In  Mn. 
Shelley*!  editions  we  read 
Tbmpcriiif  the  U^t  upon  the  ohaiiot  beam  ; 
a  construction  which  is  hardly  tenable. 

'The  word  U  is  omittea  in  the 
Patikumoui  Poemt,  but  appears  in 
kter  editions,  from  1889  onward. 

'There  is  no  stop  here  in  Mrs. 
Shelley's  editions;  but  Mr.  Rossetti 
inflerts  a  colon,  and  prints  ^at,  in  the 


next  line,  in  italics.  The  sense  seems 
to  me  to  be, — "  Speed  in  the  yan  and 
blindness  in  the  rear  are  unprofitable ; 
and,  under  such  conditions,  the  beams 
which  quench  the  sun  or  which,  the 
eyes  being  banded,  could  pierce  the 
sphere  of  aU  that  is  &c.,  are  of  no 
ayail." 

^  So  in  the  MS.  ;  but  thunden  htoH 
in  the  Poitfiumous  Poems,  and  thunder* $ 
hkut  in  later  editions. 
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The  million  with  fierce  song  and  maniac  dance  w 

Raging  around — such  seemed  the  jubilee 
As  when  to  greet^  some  conqueror^s  advance 


Imperial  Some  poured  forth  her  living  sea 

From  senate-house,  and  forum,  and  theatre, 

When  upon  the  free  w 

Had  bound  a  yoke,  which  soon  they  stooped  to  bear. 
Nor  wanted  here  the  just  similitude 
Of  a  triumphal  pageant,  for  where'er 

The  chariot  rolled,  a  captive  multitude 

Was  driven; — all  those  who  had  grown  old  in  power 

Or  misery, — all  wlio  had  their  age  subdued  la 

By  action  or  by  suflTering,  and  whose  hour 

Was  drained  to  its  last  sand  in  weal  or  woe. 

So  that  the  tnmk  survived  both  fruit  and  flower; — 

All  those  whose  fame  or  infamy  must  grow  w 

Till  the  great  winter  lay  the  form  and  name 
Of  this  green  earth  with  them  for  ever  low ; — 

All  but  the  sacred  few  wlio  could  not  tame 
Their  spirits  to  the  conquerors — but  as  soon 
As  they  had  touched  the  world  with  living  flame,       i» 

Med  back  like  eagles  to  their  native  noon, 
Or  those  who  put  aside  tlie  diadem 
Of  earthly  thrones  or  gems*. .  . 

I  So  in  the  MS.  ;  but  meet  in  fonner  There  ia  no  verb  to  agree  with  tbi 

editions.  nominatives  '  all  those  who  had  grown 

*  Mr.  Roesetti  says,  "  Thi«  long  sen-  old  in  power  '  Ac  ;  and  the  lines  be- 

tcnce  is   evidently   most    im perfect  ginning'werethore' and' were  neither' 
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liere,  of  Athens  or  Jerusalem, 
either  mid  the  mighty  captives  seen, 
d  the  ribald  crowd  that  followed  them, 


135 


)se  who  went  before  fierce  and  obscene. 
A  dance  maddens  in  the  van,  and  those 
ad  it — ^fleet  as  shadows  on  the  green, 

d  the  chariot,  and  without  repose 
th  each  other  in  tempestuous  measure 
ge  music,*  wilder  as  it  grows, 

)rtured  by  their  agonizing  pleasure, 
ed  and  on  the  rapid  whirlwinds  spun 
fierce  spirit,  whose  unholy  leisure 


140 


145 


haye  any  definite  mean- 
ictory  the  one  of  the 
ispect  that  the  sentence 
;ect.  No  verb  to  agree 
dnatives  **  all  those  "  &c. 
yond  what  can  be  found 
oe,  the  sense  being  that 
Ititude  was  driven,  con- 
thoee  who  had  done  as 
inee  120  to  127,— in  fact 
;he  sacred  few  who  could 
r  spirits,  and  "  those  who 
9  diadem'*  &c.  Shelley 
to  have  used  or  loosely 
id  in  line  182.  There 
•Aj  be  a  full- stop  aigemt. 
irord  there  is  a  hiatus, 
3racket8  in  Mrs.  Shelley's 
there  is  nothing  to  shew 
words  wanting  are  for 
preceding  the  hiatus  or 
5  it.  I  have  no  doubt, 
,  the  missing  words  were 
the  nominativo  to  teere 
t  they  were  omitted  till 
•uld  be  found  to  rhyme 
d  noon.  It  will  be  ob- 
mly  four  syllables  could 
•ught  in, — the  Una  rima 
te  but  for  that  number 
and  I  should  say  the 
xl  was  that  while  all 
?d  above  were  there,  no 
-  Athens  or  of  Jerusalem, 


were  seen  amid  Uie  mighty  oaptiveB, 
or  amid  the  ribald  crowd  that  follow- 
ed them  or  those  that  went  before. 
In  that  case,  were  there  and  leere 
neither  would  not  be  oontradictoiy. 
Mr.  Rossetti  sug^ts,  as  representing 
the  "general  drift"  of  thu  passage, 
the  following  modified  lines  : 

Fled  back  like  eagles  to  their  natiTe  noon ; 
For  those  who  pfot  ■aide  the  dLMlem 
Of  earthlj  thronee  or  mnoM  .  .  .  , 
WktOur  of  Athena  or  Jemaalean, 
Were  neither  mid  the  mighty  oaptivea 
aeen,  Ac 

But  nothing  short  of  MS.  authority 
could  justify  the  introduction  into  the 
text  of  any  words  importing  either 
this  sense  or  any  other. 

^  Mr.  Rossetti  places  a  full-stop  at 
the  end  of  this  line.  I  am  of  opinion, 
that,  if  such  a  point  is  to  be  intro- 
duced, it  should  be  after  muaie^  as 
that  seems  to  me  the  place  where  the 
sense  closes  ;  but  Shelley  never  hesi- 
tated, in  a  rapid  movement,  to  com- 
mence a  fresh  sense  after  a  comma  ; 
and  I  leave  this  line  as  in  Mrs.  Shel- 
ley's editions.  The  sense  would  seem 
to  be  that  the  people 

Mix  In  tempeatnoos  maaaore  to  aamge 
mnaie^ 

and  that,  as  the  music  grows  wilder 
they  throw  back  their  heiida,  fte. 
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Was  soothed  by  mischief  since  the  world  b^un. 
Throw  back  their  heads  and  loose  their  streaming  hair; 
And  in  their  dance  round  her  who  dims  the  sun, 

Maidens  and  youths  fling  their  wild  arms  in  air 

As  their  feet  twinkle;  they  recede,  and  now  i» 

Bending  within  each  other's  atmosphere, 

Kindle  in\'isibly — and  as  they  glow, 

Like  moths  by  light  attracted  and  repelled, 

Oft  to  their  bright  destruction  come  and  go, 

Till  like  two  clouds  into  one  vale  impelled  ik 

That  shake  the  mountains  when  their  lightnings  mingle 
And  die  in  rain — the  fiery  band  which  held 

Their  natures,  snaps — while*  the  shock  still  may  tingle; 

One  falls  and  then  another  in  the  path 

Senseless — ^nor  is  the  desolation  single,  i« 

Yet  ere  I  can  say  where — ^the  chariot  hath 
Past  over  them — nor  other  trace  I  find 
But  as  of  foam  after  the  ocean's  wrath 

Is  spent  upon  the  desert*  shore; — ^behind, 

Old  men  and  women  foully  disarrayed,  i« 

Shake  their  gray  hairs  in  the  insulting  wind. 

And  follow  in  the  dance,  with  Umbs  decayed,* 
Seeking  to  reach  the  light  which  leaves  them  still 
Farther  behind  and  deeper  in  the  shade. 

^  This  word  is  in  the  MS.,  but  is  To  aeek,  to  [  ],  to  stndn  with  Hmta  ^ 
omitted  from  former  editions.  cayed, 

'  In  the  Po9thutMUi  Poemt,  desari ;  but  in  later  editions  it  is  sa  in  tb* 

but  I  presume  the  word  is  an  adjectivu  text ;  and  9eeking  is  substitatad  for 

here.  Limping  as  the  initial  w<nd  of  iki 

^  In  the  Potthumoui  Poem$  this  liuc  next  line.     I  do  not  agreee  with  Ut* 


|. 


stands  thus  :—  Roeeetti  as  to  the  original  mtdUmt 
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But  not  the  less  with  impotence  of  wUl 
They  wheel,  though  ghastly  shadows  interpose 
Bound  them  and  round  each  other,  and  fulfil 


170 


Their  work,  and  in  the  dust  from  whence  they  rose 

Sink,  and  corruption  veils  them  as  they  lie, 

And  past  in  these  performs  what  in  those.        175 

Struck  to  the  heart  by  tliis  sad  pageantry. 
Half  to  myself  I  said — ^And  what  is  this  ? 
Whose  shape  is  that  within  the  car?    And  wliy — 


I  would  have  added — is  all  here  amiss  ? — 

But  a  voice  answered — "  Life !" — I  turned,  and  knew 

(O  Heaven,  have  mercy  on  such  wretchedness!) 


ISO 


Tliat  what  I  thought  was  an  old  root  which  grew 
To  strange  distortion  out  of  the  hiQ  side, 
Was  indeed  one  of  those ^  deluded  crew. 


And  that  the  grass,  wliich  methought  hung  so  wide 
And  white,  was  but  liis  tliin  discoloured  hair. 
And  that  the  holes  he  vainly  sought  to  hide, 


165 


Were  or  had  been  eyes : — "  If  thou  canst,  forbear 
To  join  the  dance,  wliich  I  had  well  forborne!" 
Said  the  grim  Feature  (of  my  thouglit  aware). ^ 


lOd 


^  18  "  distinctly  the  finer  " ;  because 
io  not  doubt  that  Shelley  removed 
t  on  technical  grounds,  preferring 
1^  triple  assonance  of  ieekinff,  reach, 
^id  learea  to  the  triple  alliteration 
C  Limping f  light,  and  leavtM, 

'  So  in  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions. 
&.  RoMetti  substitutes  thai. 

*  I  oumot  but  think  with  Mr.  Ros- 
^tH  that  there  is  good  ground  for  re- 
■^tmetuating  this  passage,  which  stands 

VOL.  III. 


thus  in  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions  : 

Said  the  grim  Feature  of  my  thought : 
"  Aware,  .  .  . 

Mr.  Rossetti  mentions  that  the  emen- 
dation originates  with  Mr.  Browning, 
and  characterizes  it  as  ''a  most  mani- 
fest improvement,  though  the  word 
'feature  *  is  anyhow  strange  in  this 
connexion."  But  surely  the  word  is 
not  much  stranger  than  other  obsolete 
words  used  by  Shelley.    I  have  no 


Z 


338  THE  TRIUMPH  OF  LIFE. 

''  I  will  unfold  that  which  to  tliis  deep  scorn 
Tied  me  and  my  com]>anions,  and  relate 

The  progress  of  the  pageant  since  the  morn ; 

I 
I 

"  If  tliirst  of  knowledge  shall  not  then  abate,  i 

Follow  it  thou  even  to  the  night,  but  I  v&  ] 

Am  weary." — Tlien  like  one  who  with  the  weight 


Of  his  own  words  is  staggered,  wearily  I 

He  paused;  and  ere  he  coidd  resume,  I  cried: 

"  First,  who  art  thou  V* — "  Before  thy  memory,  'i 

"I  feared,  loved,  hated,  suffered,  did  and  died,  »  i 

And  if  the  spark  with  which  Heaven  lit  my  spirit 
Had  been  with  purer  nutriment^  supplied, 

"  Corruption  woidd  not  now  thus  much  inherit 

Of  what  was  once  Eousseau, — ^nor  this  disguise  »«  ! 

Stain^  tliat  which  ought  to  have  disdained  to  wear  it; 

"If  I  have  been  extinguished,  yet  there  rise  J 

A  tliousand  beacons  from  the  spark  I  bore" — 

"  And  who  are  those  chained  to  tlie  car  ?  " — "  The  wise, 

1 

"Tlie  great,  the  unforgotten, — they  who  wore 

Mitres  and  helms  and  crowns,  or  wreaths  of  light,      si« 

Signs  of  thought's  empire  over  thought — ^tlieir  lore 

"  Taught  them  not  this,  to  know  themselves ;  their  migW 

Could  not  repress  the  mystery  within. 

And  for  tlie  mom  of  truth  they  feigned,  deep  night 

doubt  that  he  used  feature  in    its  Jonson,  and  Milt-on, — the  laRt-nanx^ 

primitive    flense  of   »fiaping,  facture  using  the  preciae  words  of  the  text 

(factura)f  yotj  nearly  as  an  equivalent  See  Appenaiz  on  Certain  Words, 

for  creature;  and  in  that  sense,  nvith  '  So  in  the  MS.,  but  §eiUmodii 

various  slight  shades  of  difference,  it  former  editions, 

is    to    bo    found   in    Cliaucer,    Ben  '  Stainal  in  Mrs.  Sheilas  edittoo^ 
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"Caught  them  ere  evening." — "Who  is  he  with  chin 
Upon  his  bieast,  and  hands  crost  on  his  chain  V* —     216 
"  The  child  of  a  fierce  hour ;  he  sought  to  win 

"The  world,  and  lost  all  that  it  did  contain 

Of  greatness,  in  its  hope  destroyed ;  and  more 

Of  fame  and  peace  than  virtue's  self  can  gain  220 

"Without  the  opportunity  which  bore 
Him  on  its  eagle  pinions  to  the  peak 
From  which  a  thousand  climbers  liave  before 

"Fallen,  as  Napoleon  felL" — I  felt  my  cheek 

Alter,  to  see  the  shadow  pass  away,  225 

Whose  grasp  had  left  the  giant  world  so  weak. 

That  every  pigmy  kicked  it  as  it  lay; 

And  much  I  grieved  to  think  how  power  and  will 

In  opposition  nde  our  mortal  day, 

And  why  God  made  irreconcilable  280 

G<x)d  and  the  means  of  good ;  and  for  despair 
I  half  disdained  mine  eyes'  desire  to  fill 

With  the  spent  vision  of  the  times  that  were 

And  scarce  have  ceased  to  be. — "Dost  thou  behold," 

Said  my  guide, ^  "those  spoilers  spoiled,  Voltaire,  235 

"Frederick,  and  Paul,  Catherine,  and  Leopold, 
And  hoary  anarchs,  demagogues,  and  sage — 

names*  which  the  world  thinlvs  always  old. 


^  So  in  all  editions  ;  but  probably  name,  and  the  word  which  is  omitted. 

te  should  read  Said  then  my  guide.  Other  editions  give  the  reading  of  the 

'  In  the  Potthumoui  Poems  we  read  text. 

z  2 
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"  For  in  the  battle  life^  and  they  did  wage, 
She  remained  conqueror.    I  was  overoome 
By  my  own  heart  alone,  which  neither  age, 

"Nor  tears,  nor  infamy,  nor  now  the  tomb 
Could  temper  to  its  object." — ^"Let  them  pass," 
I  cried,  ''the  world  and  its  mjrsterious  doom 

"Is  not  so  much  more  glorious  than  it  was. 
That  I  desire  to  worship  those  who  drew 
New  figures  on  its  false  and  fragile  glass 

"As  the  old  feuieA" — ^"Figures  ever  new 
Eise  on  the  bubble,  paint  them  as  you  may; 
We  have  but  thrown,  as  those  before  us  threw, 

"Our  shadows  on  it  as  it  past  away. 

But  mark  how^  chained  to  the  triumphal  chair 

The  mighty  phantoms  of  an  elder  day ; 

"  All  that  is  mortal  of  great  Plato  there 
Kxpiates  the  joy  and  woe  his  master  knew  not ; 
The  star  that  ruled  his  doom  was  far  too  fair, 

"  And  life,  where  long  that  flower  of  Heaven  grew  i 
Conquered  that  heart  by  love,  which  gold,  or  pain, 
Or  age,  or  sloth,  or  slavery  could  subdue  not. 

"And  near  him^  walk  the  twain, 

Tlie  tutor  and  his  pupil,  whom  Dominion 
Followed  as  tame  as  vulture  in  a  chain. 


^  In    Mrs.  Shelley's  editions,  life^  improbable, 

with  a  small  L  '  The  word  Am,  omitted  frao 

'  It  seems  likely   that  we  should  Potthununu  PoetM,  appears  in 

read  now^  for  how :  the  expression  mark  Shelley's  other  editions. 
how  chained  in  certainly  strained  and 
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••The  world  was  darkened  beneath  either  pinion 
Of  him  whom  firom  the  flock  of  conquerors 
IPajne  singled  out^  for  her  thimder-bearing  minion; 


205 


*'  The  other  long  outlived  both  woes  and  wars, 
Throned  in  the  thoughts  of  men,  and  still  had  kept 
The  jealous  key  of  truth's  eternal  doors, 

**  If  Bacon's  eagle  spirit  had  not  leapt 

Take  lightning  out  of  darkness — ^he  compelled 

The  Proteus  shape  of  Nature  as  it  slept 

•*  To  wake,  and  lead  him  to  the  caves  that  held 

The  treasure  of  the  secrets  of  its  reign. 

See  the  great  bards  of  elder  time,  who  quelled 


270 


**  The  passions  which  they  sung,  as  by  their  strain      275 
May  well  be  known:  their  living  melody 
Tempers  its  owa  contagion  to  the  vein 

•*  Of  those  who  are  infected  with  it — I 

Have  suffered  what  I  wrote,  or  viler  pain!^ 

And  so  my  words  have  seeds  of  misery —  2so 

"Even  as  the  deeds  of  others,  not  as  theirs." 
And  then^  he  pointed  to  a  company. 


1 1  think  this  word  out,  which  din- 
tortfl  the  metre,  should  probably  be 
Mnitted. 

'  The  note  of  exclamation  is  here  in 
the  Potthunufus  Poems;  but  in  the 
first  edition  of  1839  it  is  at  the  end 
d  the  next  line. 

•  The  words 

Sren  m  the  deeds  of  others,  not  m  theirs. 
And  then — 

which  are  not  in  any  of  Mrs.  Shelley's 
editions,  are  from  the  MS.  Mrs.  Shel- 
ley states  that  there  is  "  a  chaam  here 


in  the  MS.  which  it  is  impossible  to 
fill.  It  appears  from  the  context, 
that  other  shapes  pass,  and  that 
Rousseau  still  stood  beside  the  dream- 
er." There  is  now,  I  think,  nothing 
wanting, — ^the  sense  being  complete, 
and  the  metre  only  defective  by  rea- 
son of  two  redundant  rhymes.  If 
there  is  really  still  a  chasm,  it  is 
very  remarkable  that  line  282  on  one 
side  of  it  should  rhyme  with  lines 
276,  278,  and  280  on  the  other. 
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'Midst  whom  I  quickly  recognized  the  heira 
Of  Csesar's  crime,  from  him  to  Constantine ; 
The  anarch  chiefs,  whose  force  and  mnrderons  snaieB 

Had  founded  many  a  sceptre-hearing  line,  % 

And  spread  the  plague  of  gold  and  blood  abroad: 
And  Gregory  and  John,  and  men  divine. 

Who  rose  like  shadows  between  man  and  God; 

Till  that  eclipse,  still  hanging  over  heaven,  » 

Was  woi'shipped  by  the  world  o'er  which  they  strode, 

For  the  true  sim  it  quenched — "  Their  power  was  grren 
But  to  destroy,"  replied^  the  leader : — ^"  I 
Am  one  of  those  who  have  created,  even 

"  If  it  be  but  a  world  of  agony." —  » 

"  Whence  earnest*  thou  ?  and  whither  goest  thou  ? 
How  did  thy  course  begin?"   I  said,  "and  why? 

"  Mine  eyes  are  sick  of  this  perpetual  flow 

Of  people,  and  my  heart  sick  of  one  sad  thought^ 

Speak  ! " — "  Whence  I  am,  I  partly  seem  to  know,    * 

"  And  how  and  by  what  paths  I  have  been  brou^t 
To  this  dread  pass,  methinks  even  thou  mayst  guess  ;— 
Why  this  should  be,  my  mind  can  compass  not; 

"  Whither  the  conqueror  hurries  me,  still  less ; — 
But  follow  thou,  and  from  spectator  turn  J 

Actor  or  victim  in  this  wTctchedness, 


1  This  word  replied  is  suspicioua,  as  '  So  in  the  MS.,  but  eomett  in  F** 

there  wan  nothing  to  reply  to.  vioiui  editions. 
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"  And  what  thou  wouldst  be  taught  I  then  may  learn 
From  thee.    Now  listen: — In  the  April  prime. 
When  all  the  forest  tips  began  to  bum 

"  With  kindling  green,  touched  by  the  azure  clime      sio 
Of  the  young  season,  ^  I  was  laid  asleep 
Under  a  mountain,  wliich  from  unknown  time 

"  Had  yawned  into  a  cavern,  high  and  deep ; 

And  from  it  came  a  gentle  rivulet, 

Whose  water,  like  clear  air,  in  its  calm  sweep  315 

"  Bent  the  soft  grass,  and  kept  for  ever  wet 

The  stems  of  the  sweet  flowers,  and  filled  the  grove 

With  sounds,  which  whoso  liears  must  needs  forget 

"  All  pleasure  and  all  pain,  all  hate  and  love, 

Which  they^  had  known  before  that  hour  of  rest;       8» 

A  sleeping  mother  then  would  dream  not  of 

"  Her  only  cliild  who  died  upon  the*  bi*east 
At  eventide — a  king  would  mourn  no  more 
The  crown  of  which  his  brows  were  dispossest 

"  When  the  sun  lingered  o'er  his  ocean  floor,  asc 

To  gild  his  rival's  new  prosperity. 

Thou  wouldst  forget  thus  vainly  to  deplore 

"  nis,  which  if  ills  can  find  no  cure  from  thee, 

The  thouglit  of  which  no  other  sleep  will  quell, 

Nor  other  music  blot  from  memory,  330 


So  in  the  MS.,  but  year*t  daym      Rossetii,  who  substitutes  he  for  they. 
tead  of  §ea$tm  in  former  editions.  '  So  in  the  MS.,  but  her  in  pre- 

'  So  in  all  editionn  but  that  of  Mr.       vious  editions. 
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''  So  sweet  and  deep  is  the  oblivious  spell ; 
And  whether  life  had  been  before  that  sleep 
The  heaven  which  I  imagine,  or  a  hell 

"  Like  tliis  harsh  world  in  which  I  wake  to  weep, 
I  know  not.     I  arose,  and  for  a  space  is 

The  scene  of  woods  and  waters  seemed  to  keep, 

"  Thougli  it  was  now  broad  day,  a  gentle  trace 

Of  light  di\'iner  than  the  common  sun 

Sheds  on  the  common  earth,  and  all  the  place 

"  Was  filled  with  magic  soimds  woven  into  one         » 

Oblivious  melody,  confusing  sense 

Amid  the  gliding  waves  and  shadows  dun; 

"  And,  as  I  looked,  the  bright  omnipresence 

Of  morning  through  the  orient  cavern  flowed, 

And  tlie  sun*s  image  radiantly  intense  ^_ 

"  Burned  on  the  watei-s  of  the  well  that  glowed 
Like  gold,  and  tlireaded  all  the  forest's  maze 
With  winding  paths  of  emerald  fire ;  there  stood 

"  Amid  the  sun,  as  he  amid  the  blaze 

Of  his  OAvn  glory,  on  the  vibrating  ^ 

Floor  of  the  fountain,  paved  with  flasliing  rays, 

"  A  Shape  all  light,  which  with  one  hand  did  fling 
Dew  on  the  earth,  as  if  she  were  the  dawn, 
And  the  invisible  rain  did  ever  sing 

"  A  silver  music  on  the  mossy  la\sTi ;  ^ 

And  still  before  me  on  the  dusky  grass. 
Iris  her  many-coloured  scarf  had  drawn : 
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**  In  her  right  hand  she  bore  a  crystal  glass, 
Mantling  with  bright  Nepenthe;  the  fierce  splendour 
FeU  &om  her  as  she  moved  under  the  mass  seo 

"  Of  the  deep  cavern,  and  with  palms  so  tender,^ 
Their  tread  broke  not  the  mirror  of  its  billow. 
Glided  along  the  river,  and  did  bend  her* 

"  Head  under  the  dark  boughs,  till  like  a  willow. 

Her  fair  hair  swept  the  bosom  of  the  stream  ses 

That  whispered  with  delight  to  be  its  pillow. 

"  As  one  enamoured  is  upborne  in  dream 

O'er  lily-paven  lakes  'mid  silver  mist, 

To  wondrous  music,  so  this  shape  might  seem 

"  Partly  to  tread  the  waves  with  feet  which  kissed      s7o 
The  dancing  foam;  partly  to  glide  along 
The  air  wliich  roughened  the  moist  amethyst, 

"  Or  the  faint  morning  beams  that  fell  among 

The  trees,  or  the  soft  shadows  of  the  trees  ; 

And  her  feet,  ever  to  the  ceaseless  song  876 

"  Of  leaves,  and  winds,  and  waves,  and  birds,  and  bees. 
And  falling  drops,  moved  in^  a  measure  new 
Yet  sweet,  as  on  the  summer  evening  breeze, 

"  Up  from  the  lake  a  shape  of  golden  dew 

Between  two  rocks,  athwart  the  rising  moon,  sso 

Dances  i'  the  wind,  where  never  eagle  flew  ; 


'  So  in  the  MS. ;  but  in  previous  in  previous  editions.     Mrs.  Shelloy 

litions,  places  a  semi-colon,  Mr.  Rotsetti  a 

Out  of  tha  deep  oayem,  with  palme  to  full-stop,  at  the  end  of  line  362. 

tender.  *  So  in  the  MS. ;  but  to  in  former 

^  So  in  ibibMa,,hni  She  glided  kc,  6diti<»i8. 
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<<  And  still  her  feet,  no  less  than  the  sweet  tune 
To  which  they  moved,  seemed  as  they  moved  to  hlot 
The  thoughts  of  him  who  gazed  on  them;  and  soon 

''  All  that  was,  seemed  as  if  it  had  been  not ;  »» 

And  all  the  gazer's  mind  was  strewn  beneath 

Her  feet  like  embers;  and  she,  thought  by  thought^ 

"  Trampled  its  sparks  into  the  dust  of  death ; 

As  day  upon  the  threshold  of  the  east 

Treads  out  the  lamps  of  night,  until  the  breath  m 

"0{  darkness  re-illumine  even  the  least 
Of  heaven's  living  eyes — ^like  day  she  came. 
Making  the  night  a  dream;  and  ere  she  ceased 

"To  move,  as  one  between  desire  and  shame 
Suspended,  I  said — If,  as  it  doth  seem,  s» 

Thou  comest  firom  the  realm  without  a  name, 

"  Into  this  valley  of  perpetual  dream. 
Show  whence  I  came,  and  where  I  am,  and  why- 
Pass  not  away  upon  the  passing  stream. 

"Arise  and  quench  thy  thirst,  was  her  reply.  *f» 

And^  as  a  shut  lily  stricken  by  the  wand 
Of  dewy  morning's  vital  alchemy, 

"I  rose;  and,  bending  at  her  sweet  command, 

Touched  with  faint  Hps  the  cup  she  raised. 

And  suddenly  my  brain  became  as  sand  4^ 


^  I  Btrongly  suspect  that  this  word,  probability  to  such  a  suppoeition.  The 

if  not  stru^  out,  was  meant  to  be ;  metre  would  be  light  if  we  read 
and  the  full-stop  at  the  end  of  the  ^  ^  ^^^  1^.^  ^^ 

previous  line  lends  some  additional 


THE  TRIUMPH  OF  LIFE.  347 

*'  Where  the  first  wave  had  more  than  half  erased 
The  track  of  deer  on  desert  Labrador; 
Whilst  the  wolf,  from  which  they  fled  amazed, 

"Leaves  his  stamp  visibly  upon  the  shore, 

Until  the  second  bursts ; — so  on  my  sight  410 

Burst  a  new  vision,  never  seen  before, 

"And  the  fair  shape  waned  in  the  coming  light, 
As  veil  by  veil  the  silent  splendour  drops 
From  Lucifer,  amid  the  chrysolite 

"Of  sun-rise,  ere  it  tinge  the  mountain  tops;  416 

And  as  the  presence  of  that  fairest  planet. 
Although  unseen,  is  felt  by  one  who  hopes 

"That  his  da/s  path  may  end  as  he  began  it. 

In  that  star's  smile,  whose  light  is  like  the  scent 

Of  a  jonquil  when  evening  breezes  fan  it,  430 

"  Or  the  soft  note  in  which  his  dear  lament 
Tlie  Brescian^  shepherd  breathes,  or  the  caress 
That  turned  Ids  weary  slumber  to  content; 

"  So  knew  I  in  that  light's  severe  excess 

The  presence  of  that  shape  which  on  the  stream  425 

Moved,  as  I  moved  along  the  wilderness, 

"More  dimly  tlian  a  day-appearing  dream, 

Tlie  ghost  of  a  forgotten  form  of  sleep ; 

A  light  of  heaven,  whose  half-extinguished  beam 


^  Mrs.  SheUey  njn  **  The  favourite      [sic]  is  a  Breadan  national  air." 
aong, '  Stanoo  di  pasoolar  le  peooordle,' 
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"Through  the  sick  day  in  which  we  wake  to  weep,    at 
Glimmers,  for  ever  sought,  for  ever  lost; 
So  did  that  shape  its  obscure  tenour  keep 

''Beside  my  path,  as  silent  as  a  ghost; 

But  the  new  Vision,  and  the  cold  bright  car. 

With  solemn  speed  and  stunning  music,  crost  as 

"The  forest,  and  as  if  from  some  dread  war 
Triumphantly  returning,  the  loud  million 
Fiercely  extoUed  the  fortune  of  her  star. 

"  A  moving  arch  of  victory,  the  vermilion 

And  green  and  azure  plumes  of  Iris  had  m 

Built  high  over  her  wind-wingfed  pavilion, 

"And  underneath  aetherial^  glory  clad 
The  wilderness,  and  far  before  her  flew 
The  tempest  of  the  splendour,  which  forbade 

"  Shadow  to  fall  from  leaf  and  stone ;  the  crew         4^ 
Seemed  in  that  Hght,  like  atomies  to  dance 
Within  a  sunbeam; — some  upon  the  new 

"  Embroidery  of  flowers,  that  did  enhance 

The  grassy  vesture  of  the  desart,  played. 

Forgetful  of  the  chariot's  swift  advance ;  4^0 

"Others  stood  gazing,  till  within  the  shade 
Of  the  great  mountain  its  light  left  them  dim ; 
Others  outspeeded  it;  and  others  made 

1  In  the  Posthumous  Poems  etherial :  in  later  editions  eUiereoL 
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"Circles  around  it,  like  the  clouds  that  swim 

Hound  the  high  moon  in  a  bright  sea  of  air ;  4S6 

And  more  did  foUow,  with  exulting  hymn, 

"  The  chariot  and  the  captives  fettered  there  : — 
But  all  like  bubbles  on  an  eddying  flood 
Fell  into  the  same  track  at  last,  and  were 

"Borne  onward. — I  among  the  multitude  4fio 

Was  swept — ^me,  sweetest  flowers  delayed  not  long ; 
Me,  not  the  shadow  nor  the  solitude ; 

"Me,  not  that  falling  stream's  Lethean  song; 

Me,  not  the  phantom  of  that  early^  form. 

Which  moved  upon  its  motion — ^but  among  405 

"The  thickest  billows  of  that  living  storm 
I  plunged,  and  bared  my  bosom  to  the  clime 
Of  that  cold  light,  whose  airs  too  soon  deform. 

"  Before  the  chariot  had  begun  to  climb 

The  opposing  steep  of  that  mysterious  dell,  470 

Behold  a  wonder  worthy  of  the  rhyme 

"  Of  him  who  2  from  the  lowest  depths  of  hell. 
Through  every  paradise  and  through  all  glory, 
Love  led  serene,  and  who  returned  to  tell 

"Tlie  words  of  hate  and  awe;^  the  wondrous  story     475 
How  all  things  are  transfigured  except  Love ; 
For  deaf  as  is  a  sea,  which  wrath  makes  hoary, 

^  This  word  seems  to  me  very  bub-  vious  editions.    Mr.  Rossetti  changed 

picioutf  :  it  might  be  an  error  of  the  the  sense  of  the  line  thus — 
press,  or  of  transcription,  for  aSry.  ^Hio  returned  to  tell 

'  So  in  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions ;  but  The  world  ofhate  and  oarethe  wondrous  itoiy 

vhom    in    Mr.    Rossetti's.     I    doubt  How  all  things,  Ac 

whether  Shelley  would  not  have  de-  But  tiie  MS.  does  not  support  this 

liberately  retained  who.  conjectural  reading. 

'  So  in  the  MS.,  but  care  in  pre- 
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"The  world  can  hear  not  the  sweet  notes  that  more 

The  sphere  whose  light  is  melody  to  lovers — 

A  wonder  worthy  of  his  rhyme. — ^The*  grove  m 

"  Grew  dense  with  shadows  to  its  inmost  covers, 
The  earth  was  grey  with  phantoms,  and  the  air 
Was  peopled  with  dim  forms,  as  when  there  hovers 


''  A  flock  of  vampire-bats  before  the  glare 

Of  the  tropic  sim,  bringing,  ere  evening. 

Strange  night  npon  some  Indian  isle  ;* — thus  were 


485 


"  Phantoms  diffused  aroimd ;  and  some  did  fling 
Shadows  of  shadows,  yet  unlike  themselves. 
Behind  them;  some  like  eaglets  on  the  wing 


"  Were  lost  in  the  wliite  day ;  others  like  elves 
Danced  in  a  thousand  unimagined  shapes 
Upon  the  sunny  streams  and  grassy  shelves; 


480 


"  And  others  sate  chattering  like  restless  apes 

On  vulgar  hands, 

Some  made  a  cradle  of  the  ermined  capes 


i» 


"  Of  kingly  mantles ;  some  across  the  tiar  * 
Of  pontiffs  sate  like  vultures;*  others  played 
Under  the  crown  which  girt  with  empire 


^  Mr.  RosBetti  is  certainly  right  in 
making  this  a  new  sentence.  In  Mrs. 
Shelley's  editions  there  is  only  a  dash 
between  rhyme  and  the, 

'  In  previous  editions,  vale ;  but 
isle  in  the  MS.  Miss  Blind  says  ( West- 
minster  RevteVy  July,  1870,  p.  81)  "The 
correction  is  significant  from  the  fact 
that  these  countless  swarms  of  bats 
are  found  in  the  Indian  Archipelago, 


not  upon  the  continent.  The  ideft 
was  probably  suggested  to  Shelley  by 
Trelawny's  narratives  of  his  adventuiA 
in  these  regions." 

'  In  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions,  iirt: 
Mr.  Rossetti  substitutes  tiar, — ^rightly, 
I  presume. 

*  So  in  the  MS.,  but  rode,  Uh  de- 
mans,  in  previous  editions. 
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''  A  baby's  or  an  ideot's  brow,  and  made 

Their  nests  in  it    The  old  anatomies  boo 

Sate  hatching  their  bare  broods  imder  the  shade 

**  Of  daemon^  wings,  and  laughed  firom  their  dead  eyes 

To  re-assume  the  delegated  power, 

Arrayed  in  which  those  worms  did  monarchize, 

"  Who  made  this  earth  their  chameL     Others  more     bos 

Humble,  like  falcons,  sate  upon  the  fist 

Of  common  men,  and  round  their  heads  did  soar ; 

"  Or  like  small  gnats  and  flies,  as  thick  as  mist 

On  evening  marshes,  thronged  about  the  brow 

Of  lawyers,  statesmen,*  priest  and  theorist ; —  sio 

"  And  others,  like  discoloured  flakes  of  snow 
On  fairest  bosoms  and  the  sunniest  hair. 
Fell,  and  were  melted  by  the  youthful  glow 

"  Which  tliey  extinguished ;  and,  like  tears,  they  were 
A  veil  to  those'  from  whose  faint  lids  they  rained      sis 
In  drops  of  sorrow.     I  became  aware 

"  Of  whence  those  forms  proceeded  which  thus  stained 
Tlie  track  in  which  we  moved.    After  brief  space, 
From  every  form  the  beauty  slowly  waned; 


n 


From  every  firmest  limb  and  fairest  face  sso 

Tlie  strength  and  freshness  fell  like  dust,  and  left 
Tlie  action  and  the  shape  without  the  grace 


'  In  fonner  editionfi,  demon.  '  Mr.  Rometti  suggents  the  subetitu- 

*  So  in  Mrs.  SheUey*8  editionB  :  Mr.  tion  of  eyet  for  thote.    The  text  seems 

K<iMetti,  I  think  wrongly,  subsUtutes  to  me  better  aa  it  ia. 

^vjffT,  ttateiman. 
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"  Of  life.    The  marble  brow  of  youth  was  cleft 
With  care;  and  in  those  eyes  where  once  hope  shone, 
Desire,  like  a  lioness  bereft  sss 

"  Of  her  last  cub,  glared  ere  it  died ;  each  one 

Of  that  great  crowd  sent  forth  incessantly 

These  shadows,  numerous  as  the  dead  leaves  blown 

"  In  autumn  evening  from  a  poplar  tree. 

Each  like  himself  and  like  each  other  were^  53d 

At  first ;  but  some  distorted  seemed  to  be 

"  Obscure  clouds,  moulded  by  the  casual  air  ; 
And  of  tliis  stuflf  the  car's  creative  ray 
Wrought*  all  the  busy  phantoms  that  were  there, 

"As  the  sun  shapes  the  clouds;  thus  on  the  way        sxi 
Mask  after  mask  feU  from  the  coimtenance 
And  form  of  all;  and  long  before  the  day 

"  Was  old,  the  joy  which  waked  like  heaven's  glance 

The  sleepers  in  the  oblivious  valley,  died; 

And  some  grew  weary  of  the  ghastly  dance,  $« 

"  And  fell,  as  I  have  fallen,  by  the  way-side; — 
Those  soonest  fix)m  whose  forms  most  shadows  past. 
And  least  of  strength  and  l>eauty  did  abide. 

"  Then,  what  is  life?  T  cried." — 


^  Mr.  Roesetti  alters  this  line  to  authority  for  so  dome. 

Each  like  himMl^  and  mdi  like  oUmt,  '  So  in  the  MS.,  bat  Wrapt  in  fbrmer 

were. . .  editioQa. 
but  he  does  not  claim  to  have  any 
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[With  The  Triumph  of  lAft  Shelley's  career  endB, — ^with  the  sokmnlj 
appropriate  words  '^  Then,  what  is  life  ?  I  cried  ";  and  here  doees  the  seoood 
chronological  division  of  this  edition.  The  series  of  mature  works  puUiihed 
by  him  has  been  followed  by  the  series  of  principal  mature  works  which  ho 
left  behind  him  unpublished  ;  and  it  now  remains,  before  passing  to  hk 
translations  and  juveniliaf  to  classify  as  best  I  may  those  of  his  smalkr 
posthumous  poems  that  are  left  from  the  coUections  printed  in  his  on 
Tolumes.  The  plan  will  of  course  be  still  chronological ;  but  the  poons  ob 
hardly  be  arranged  quite  as  in  other  editions  for  want  of  those  already 
published  in  Vols.  I  and  II  of  this  edition,  in  the  places  assigned  to  them 
by  Shelley,  and  on  account  of  the  new  material  diaooyered  of  late  jmn. 
This  seems,  however,  an  appropriate  point  at  which  to  introduce  Xiil 
Shelley*s  Preface  to  the  volume  of  PoHhutnouM  Poems  published  in  1824," 
which  she  herself  reprinted,  in  later  editions,  immediately  before  the 
Translations.  In  this  reprint,  the  preface  was  scarcely  altered, — a  km  eor> 
Factions  in  orthography  and  punctuation,  and  the  omission  of  the  woid  Mr, 
some  half  a  dozen  times  (so  as  to  read  ShdUy  for  Mr,  Shetteyf  and  soon) 
being  the  extent  of  the  variations. — H.  B.  F.] 


MRS.  SHELLEY'S  PREFACE   TO  THE 
POSTHUMOUS  POEMS,  1824. 


In  nobil  aangue,  vita  nmile  e  queta, 
Ed  in  alto  intelletto  on  puro  core ; 
Frutto  senile  in  sul  giovenil  fioro, 
E  in  aiipetto  ponaoMo,  aniraa  lieta. 

PrntARTA. 


It  had  been  my  wish,  on  presenting  the  public  with 
the  Posthumous  Poems  of  Shelley,  to  have  accompanied 
them  by  a  biographical  notice :  as  it  appeared  to  me,  that 
at  this  moment,  a  narration  of  the  events  of  my  husband's 
life  would  come  more  gracefully  from  other  hands  than  mine, 
I  applied  to  Leigh  Hunt.  The  distinguished  friendship 
that  Shelley  felt  for  him,  and  the  enthusiastic  afifection 
with  which  Leigh  Hunt  clings  to  his  friend's  memory, 
seemed  to  point  him  out  as  the  person  best  calculated  for 
such  an  undertaking.  His  ab.sence  from  this  country,  which 
prevented  our  mutual  explanation,  has  unfortunately  ren- 
dered mv  scheme  abortive.  I  do  not  doubt  but  that  on 
some  otlier  occasion  he  will  pay  this  tril)ute  to  his  lost 
friend,  and  sincerely  regret  that  the  volume  which  I  edit 
has  not  been  honoured  by  its  insertion. 

The  comparative   solitude   in   which  Shelley  lived,  was 

the  occasion  that    he  was  personally  known  to  few ;    and 

lis  fearless   enthusiasm   in  the  cause  which  he  considered 

the  most  sacred  upon  earth,  the  improvement  of  the  moral 

A.\  2 
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and  physical   state  of  mankind,  was  the  chief  reason  whj 
he,   like  other  illustrious  reformers,  was  pursued  by  hatied 
and  calumny.     No  man  was  ever  more  devoted  than  he,  to 
the  endeavour  of  making  those  around  him  happy ;  no  man 
ever  possessed   friends   more   unfeigneiUy  attached  to  him. 
The  ungrateful  world  did  not  feel  his  loss,  and  the  gap  it 
made   seemed  to  close  as  quickly  over  his  memory  as  the 
murderous  sea  above  his  living  frame.     Hereafter  men  will 
lament  that  his  transcendent  powers  of  intellect   were  ex- 
tinguished before  they  had  bestowed  on  them  their  choicest  ^ 
treasures.     To  his  friends  his  loss  is  irremediable :  the  wise,   : 
the  brave,  the  gentle,  is  gone  for  ever !    He  is  to  them  as   ; 
a   bright   vision,   whose  radiant   track,    left  behind  in  the   • 
memory,   is   worth  all  the  realities  that  society  can  affori 
Before  the  critics  contradict  me,  let  them  appeal  to  anyone   ^ 
who   had   ever  known  him:  to  see  him  was  to  love  him; 
and  Ins  presence,  like  Ithuriers  spear,  was  alone  sufficioit 
to   disclose  the  falsehood   of  the   tale,  which  liis  enemies  ^ 
whispered  in  the  ear  of  the  ignorant  world. 

His  life   was   spent   in  the  contemplation  of  nature,  in  ^ 
arduous   study,   or   in   acts  of  kindness  and  afTection.    He 
was   an   elegant   scholar   and   a   profound   metaphyaiciaiL: 
without     possessing    much    scientific    knowledge,    he   was  ] 
unrivalled  in  the  justness  and  extent  of  his  observations  on  | 
natural  objects ;  he  knew  every  plant  by  its  name,  and  was  ^ 
familiar  with  the  history  and  habits  of  every  production  of 
the  earth ;  he  could  interpret  without  a  fault  each  appearance 
in  the  sky,  and  the  varied  phenomena  of  heaven  and  wrth 
filled   him   with   deep   emotion.    He  made   his  study  and 
reading-room   of  the  shadowed  copse,  the  stream,  the  lake, 
and   the   waterfall     HI  health   and  continual  pain  preyed 
upon    his   powers,   and   the   solitude   in   which   we   lived, 
particularly  on  our  first  arrival  in  Italy,  although  congenial 
to  his  feelings,  must  frequently  have  weighed  upon  his  spirits; 
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those  beautiful  and  affecting  "  Lines,  written  in  dejection  at 
Naples,"  were  composed  at  such  an  interval;  but  when  in 
health,  his  spirits  were  buoyant  and  youthful  to  an  extra- 
ordinary degree. 

Such  was  his  love  for  nature,  that  every  page  of  his  poetry 
is  associated  in  the  minds  of  his  friends  with  the  loveliest 
scenes  of  the  countries  which  he  inhabited.  In  early  life 
he  visited  the  most  beautiful  parts  of  this  country  and 
Ireland.  Afterwards  the  Alps  of  Switzerland  became  his 
inspirers.  "  Prometheus  Unbound  "  was  written  among  the 
deserted  and  flower-grown  ruins  of  Home;  and  when  he 
made  his  home  under  the  Pisan  hills,  their  roofless  recesses 
harboured  him  as  he  composed  "  The  Witch  of  Atlas," 
"Adonais,"  and  "Hellas."  In  the  wild  but  beautiful  Bay 
of  Spezia,  the  winds  and  waves  which  he  loved  became  his 
playmates.  His  days  were  chiefly  spent  on  the  water ;  the 
management  of  his  boat,  its  alterations  and  improvements, 
were  his  principal  occupation.  At  night,  when  the  unclouded 
moon  shone  on  the  calm  sea,  he  often  went  alone  in  his 
little  shallop  to  the  rocky  caves  that  bordered  it,  and  sitting 
beneath  their  shelter  wrote  "  The  Triumph  of  life,"  the  last 
of  his  productions.  The  beauty  but  strangeness  of  this 
lonely  place,  the  refined  pleasure  which  he  felt  in  the 
companionship  of  a  few  selected  friends,  our  entire 
sequestration  from  the  rest  of  the  world,  all  contributed  to 
render  this  period  of  his  life  one  of  continued  enjoyment. 
I  am  convinced  that  the  two  months  we  passed  there  were 
the  happiest  which  he  had  ever  known:  his  health  even 
rapidly  improved,  and  he  was  never  better  than  when  I 
last  saw  liim,  full  of  spirits  and  joy,  embark  for  Leghorn, 
that  he  might  there  welcome  Leigh  Hunt  to  Italy.  I  was 
to  have  accompanied  him,  but  illness  confined  me  to  my 
room,  and  thus  put  the  seal  on  my  misfortune.  His  vessel 
bore  out  of  sight  with  a  favourable  vnnd,  and  I  remained 
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awaiting  bis  return  by  the  breakers  of  that  sea  which  wai 
about  to  engulf  liim. 

Ho  spent  a  week  at  Pisa,  employed  in  kind  offices  towards  \ 
his  friend,  and  enjoying  with  keen  delight  the  renewal  of 
their  intercourse.  He  then  embarked  with  Williams,  the 
chosen  and  beloved  sharer  of  his  pleasures  and  of  his  fate, 
to  return  to  us.  We  waited  for  them  in  vain ;  the  set 
by  its  restless  moaning  seemed   to  desire  to  inform  us  of 

what  we  would  not  learn : ^but  a  veil  may  well  be  drawn 

over  such  misery.  The  real  anguish  of  those  moments 
transcended  all  the  fictions  that  the  most  glo\ving  imagination 
ever  pourtrayed :  our  seclusion,  the  savage  nature  of  the 
inhabitants  of  the  surrounding  villages,  and  our  immediate 
vicinity  to  the  troubled  sea,  combined  to  imbue  with  strange 
honor  our  days  of  uncertainty.  The  truth  was  at  last 
known, — a  trutli  that  made  our  loved  and  lovely  Italy  appear 
a  tomb,  its  sky  a  pall.  Every  heart  echoed  the  deep  lament, 
and  my  only  consolation  was  in  the  praise  and  earnest  love 
that  each  voice  bestowed  and  each  countenance  demonstrated 
for  him  we  had  lost, — not,  I  fondly  hope,  for  ever:  his 
unearthly  and  elevated  nature  is  a  pledge  of  the  continuation 
of  his  being,  although  in  an  altered  form.  Eome  received 
his  ashes ;  they  are  deposited  beneath  its  weed-grown  wall, 
and  "  the  world's  sole  monument "  is  enriched  by  his  remains. 

I  must  add  a  few  words  concerning  the  contents  of  this 
volume.  "  Julian  and  Maddalo,"  "  The  Witch  of  Atlas," 
and  most  of  the  Translations  were  written  some  years 
ago,  and,  with  the  exception  of  "  The  Cyclops,"  and  the 
Scenes  from  the  "  Magico  Prodigioso,"  may  be  considered  as 
having  received  the  author's  ultimate  corrections.  "The 
Triumph  of  Life"  was  his  last  work,  and  was  left  in  so 
unfinished  a  state  that  I  arranged  it  in  its  present  form 
with  great  difficulty.  All  his  poems  which  were  scattered 
in  periodical  works  ai'e  collected  in  this  volume,  and  I  have 


MKS.   SHELLEY'S   PREFACE  TO  POSTHUMOUS  POEMS.         359 

added  a  reprint  of  "Alastor,  or  the  Spirit  of  Solitude".^ — 
the  difficulty  with  which  a  copy  can  be  obtained,  is  the 
cause  of  its  republication.  Many  of  the  Miscellaneous 
Poems,  written  on  the  spur  of  the  occasion,  and  never  re- 
touched, I  found  among  his  manuscript  books,  and  have 
carefully  copied :  I  have  subjoined,  whenever  I  have  been 
able^  the  date  of  their  composition. 

I  do  not  know  whether  the  critics  will  reprehend  the 
insertion  of  some  of  the  most  imperfect  among  these ;  but 
I  frankly  own,  that  I  have  been  more  actuated  by  the  fear 
lest  any  monument  of  his  genius  should  escape  me,  than 
the  wish  of  presenting  nothing  but  what  was  complete  to 
the  fastidious  reader.  I  feel  secure  that  the  Lovers  of 
Shelley's  Poetry  (who  know  how  more  than  any  other 
poet  of  the  present  day  every  line  and  word  he  wrote  is 
instinct  with  peculiar  beauty)  will  pardon  and  thank  me: 
I  consecrate  this  volume  to  them. 

The  size  of  this  collection  has  prevented  the  insertion  of 
any  prose  pieces.  They  will  hereafter  appear  in  a  separate 
publication. 

Mary  W.  Shelley. 


Lomhiiy  June  1st,  1824. 
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[The  fortunate  duooyery  of  the  revised  copy  of  Queen  liaib  mentioDed  in 
Middleton's  SkdUy  and  HU  Writingt,  and  of  which  a  full  account  will  be 
given  in  the  Appendix,  woiUd  have  been  still   more  fortunate  had  it  been 
made  before  the  first  volume  of  this  edition  was  printed ;  for  it  containfl  ■ 
Second  Part  of  The  Demon   of  the  World;  and  this  might  best  have  been 
introduced  unmediately  after  the  "Fragment"  so  named,  which  SheDeyput 
forth  with  Alatiorf  and   which  it  completes.    The  "  Fragment"  is  in  fact 
Part  I  of  the  remodelling,  and  what  I  here  introduce  among  the  Poems  of  1814 
to  1816  is  Part  IL    These  two  parts  shew  us  pretty  clearly  what  the  matun 
Shelley  of  1815  considered  worth  preserving  of  Queen  Mab;  and  it  seem  to 
me  Ur  better  to  introduce  Part  II  here,  among  the  mature  works,  thin  to 
give  it  in  the  form  of  extensive  notes  along  with  the  immature  Queen  Mab, 
reserved  for  the  appendix   of  juvenilia.    Indeed,  no   ordinary  reader  ooold 
form  an  idea  of  the  scope  of  The  Desman  of  ike  World  if  it  were  left  to  be 
picked   out  from  notes,  however  carefully  those   might  be  framed  with  t 
view  to  facilitate  this  operation ;  and  only  a  few  students  would  find  time  to 
reconstruct  the  poem  in  imagination  ;  but  there  will  now  be  no  difficulty  in 
appreciating  Tht  Dcemon  of  the  World  as  a  whole,   for  any  one  who  will 
read  Part  I  of  it  in  the  first  volume  of  this  edition,  and  Part  II  as  printed 
in  the  present  division  of  this  volume. — H.  B.  F.] 
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STANZA,! 

WRITTEN   AT  BRACKNELL. 

Thy  dewy  looks  sink  in  my  breast; 

Thy  gentle  words  stir  poison  there ; 
Thou  liast  disturbed  the  only  rest 

That  was  the  portion  of  despair ! 
Subdued  to  Duty's  hard  controul, 

I  could  have  borne  my  wayward  lot: 
The  chains  that  bind  this  ruined  soul 

Had  cankered  then — ^but  crushed  it  not. 


^  This  stanza  is  from  Uogg*B  Lift  of 
SMUy  (voL  II,  p.  516).  Itw  part  of 
a  letter  from  Shelley  to  Hogg  dated 
"  Bracknell,  March  16, 1814,"  written 
while  Shelley  was  staying  at  the  house 
of  Mrs.  Boinville,  shortly  before  the 
separation  from  Harriett,  and,  as  Mr. 
HuHsetti  says,  **  under  the  influence  of 
▼ery  gloomy  feelings  as  to  his  domes- 
tic relations  and  prospects."  Mr. 
Koesetti  adds  that  the  person  addressed 
18  **  apparently  "  Mrs  Boinville,  or  her 
4 laughter,  Mii».  Newton.     Shelley  in- 


troduces the  stanza  to  Hogg  by  saying 
**  I  have  written  nothing,  but  one 
stanza,  which  has  no  meaning,  and 
that  I  have  only  written  in  thought:" 
and  he  f  oUows  it  up  with  the  comment, 
"  This  is  the  vision  of  a  delirious  and 
distempered  dream,  which  passes 
away  at  the  cold  dear  light  of  morn- 
ing. Its  surpassing  exoeUenoe  and 
exquisite  perfections  have  no  more 
reality  than  the  colour  of  an  autumnal 
sunset." 
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TO  MARY  WOLLSTONECEAFT  GODWIN.^ 


Mine  ejes  were  dim  with  tears  unshed; 

Yes,  I  was  firm — ^thtis  wert*  not  thou; — 
My  baffled  looks  did  fear  yet  dread 

To  meet  thy  looks — I  could  not  know 
How  anxiously  they  sought  to  shine 
With  soothing  pity  upon  mine. 


n. 

To  sit  and  curb  the  soul's  mute  rage 
Which  preys  upon  itself  alone ; 

To  curse  the  life  which  is  the  cage 
Of  fettered  grief  that  dares  not  groan, 

Hiding  from  many  a  careless  eye 

The  scomfed  load  of  agony. 


« 


ui. 


Whilst  thou  alone,  then  not  regarded, 
The  thou  alone  should  be. 

To  spend  years  thus,  and  be  rewarded. 
As  thou,  sweet  love,  requited  me 


^  In  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions,  from 
the  Potthumoui  Poems  onward,  this 
poem  IB  headed  To ,  and  assign- 
ed to  the  year  1821 ;  but  in  1862  Mr. 
Gamett  wrote  thus  of  it  in  the  JRdicB 
ofSKdUy  (pp.  160— 1)—"  Much  light 
has  been  recently  thrown  upon  the 
feelings  which  actuated  Shellev  at  this 
critical  period  [the  period  of  tLe  sepa- 
ration from  Harriett]  of  his  history, 
by  an  interesting  and  unexpected  dis- 
covery made  during  the  preparation  of 


this  volume.  It  appears  that  a  poem 
[the  poem  given  ^wve^  biUierto  re- 
ferred to  the  date  of  1821,  was  in  fact 
written  in  June,  1814,  and  addressed 
to  Mary ....  This  poem  has  hitherto 
been  wholly  unintelligible;  no  one 
could  conjecture  either  tlie  ooeaaian  of 
its  composition  or  the  penmi  to  whom 
it  was  addressed." 

*  In  the  Podhwrunu  Poemi,  did ; 
but  weH  in  later  editions. 
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When  none  were  near — Oh!   I  did  wake 
From  torture  for  that  moment's  sake. 

IV. 

Upon  my  heart  thy  accents  sweet 
Of  peace  and  pity  fell  like  dew 

On  flowers  half  dead ; — thy  lips  did  meet 
Mine  tremblingly;  thy  dark  eyes  threw 

Their^  soft  persuasion  on  my  brain, 

Charming  away  its  dream  of  paiiL 

V. 
We  are  not  happy,  sweet!  our  state 

Is  strange  and  full  of  doubt  and  fear ; 
More  need  of  words  that  ills  abate; — 

Reserve  or  censure  come  not  near 
Our  sacred  friendship,  lest  there  be 
No  solace  left  for  thee*  and  me. 

VI. 

Gentle  and  good  and  mild  thou  art, 
Nor  can  I^  live  if  thou  appear 

Aught  but  thyself,  or  turn  tliine  heart 
Away  from  me,  or  stoop  to  wear 

The  mask  of  scorn,  although  it  be 

To  hide  the  love  thou  feel'st*  for  me. 


^  2%y  in  the  Potthumoui  Poems,  but 
Their  in  later  editions. 

*  In  the  Pottkumous  Poems,  thou ; 
but  thee  in  later  editions. 

'  In  the  Posthumous  Poems  we  read 
Nor  I  can  ;  but  Nor  can  I  in  the  col- 
lected editions. 

^  In  the  Posthumous  Poem*,  we  read 
fed  instead  of  feeCst ;  but  the  gram- 
mar is  set  right  in  the  editions  of  1839. 
I  do  not  thmk  it  possible  that  SheUey 


wrote  thou  fed,  unless  My  mere  acci- 
dent ;  but  I  do  think  it  Ukely  that  he 
would  have  deliberately  preferred,  for 
the  sake  of  euphony,  should  to  shoiUdst 
and  requited  to  requitedst,  in  linos  2 
and  4  of  stanza  III;  and  asl  know  of  no 
authority  for  altering  the  words  as 
Mr.  Rossetti  has  done,  I  leave  them  as 
Mrs.  Shelley  left  and  probably  found 
them. 


3Gfi 
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TO 


Yet  look  on  me — ^take  not  thine  eyes  away, 

Which  feed  upon  the  love  within  mine  own, 
Which  is  indeed  but  the  reflected  ray 

Of  thine  own  beauty  from  my  spirit  thrown. 

Yet  speak  to  me — thy  voice  is  as  the  tone 
Of  my  heart's  echo,  and  I  tliink  I  hear 

Tliat  thou  yet  lovest  me;  yet  thou  alone 
Like  one  before  a  mirror,  without  care 
Of  aught  but  thine  own  features,  imaged  there; 
And  yet  I  wear  out  life  in  watching  thee ; 

A  toil  so  sweet  at  times,  and  thou  indeed 
Art  kind  when  I  am  sick,  and  pity  me. 


*  These  lines  were  first  given  by 
Mrs.  Shelley  in  her  note  on  the  poems 
of  1817,  in  the  second  edition  of  1889. 
She  calls  them  a  ''fragment  of  a  song" ; 
but  Mr.  Kossetti  is  doubtless  right  in 
regarding  them  as  an  unfinished  son- 
net,— though  not,  I  think,  in  chang- 
ing pity  to  pUyeiu  in  the  last  line. 
W^ithout  the  remainder  we  do  not  know 
what  the  construction  may  have  been 


or  what  tense  pity  is  meant  for.  Hn. 
Shelley  savs  of  this  fragment,  "Ho 
not  know  the  date  when  it  was  writteD, 
—but  it  was  early."  The  Early  PoeiM 
in  her  editions  are,  all  but  one,  thoae 
published  with  AUUtor  ;  and  thiafrtc^ 
ment  may  perhaps  be  safely  aangned 
to  some  tune  during  the  yean  18U 
and  1815 :  probably  1814  would  be^ 
time. 


. 


THE    D^MON    OF   THE   WORLD. 


SECOND  PAET. 


0  HAPPY  Earth !   reality  of  Heaven ! 
To  which  those  restless  powers  that  ceaselessly 
Tlirong  through  the  human  universe,  aspire; 
Thou  consummation  of  all  mortal  hope! 
Thou  glorious  prize  of  blindly-working  will ! 
Whose  rays,  diffused  throughout  all  space  and  time, 
Verge  to  one  point  and  blend  forever  there : 
Of  purest  spirits  thou  pure  dwelling-place! 
Wliere  care  and  sorrow,  impotence  and  crime. 
Languor,  disease,  and  ignorance  dare  not  come: 
O  happy  Earth,  reality  of  Heaven ! 


10 


Genius  has  seen  thee  in  her  passionate  dreams. 
And  dim  forebodings  of  thy  loveliness 
Haunting  the  human  heart,  have  there  entwined 
Those  rooted  hopes,  tliat  the  proud  Power*  of  Evil 
Shall  not  forever  on  this  fairest  world 
Shake  pestilence  and  war,  or  that  his  slaves 
With  blasphemy  for  prayer,  and  human  blood 


15 


'  ThiB  important  poem  (or  half  poem) 
mide  out  of  the  lant  two  tections  of 
Queen  Mob,  an  the  other  half  is  of  the 
first  two  secUoDB,  is  now  given  for  the 
first  time  from  the  copy  of  Queen  Mob 
that  contains  revisions  for  the  frag- 
ment heretofore  known  as  The  Batnum 
of  the  World.  See  note  at  page  362. 
The  rearranging  and  constant  verbal 
alterations  leave  but  little  general  like- 


ness to  the  two  sections  of  Queen  Afab ; 
but  beside  these  differences  there  are 
some  sixty  lines  of  verse  written  in 
the  book  in  the  course  of  the  revision. 
It  is,  to  all  intents  and  purposes,  a 
new  poem. 

*  In  the  original,  Shelley  had  written 
Ood  here ;  but  the  word  is  struck  out, 
and  PoiPer  substituted  in  his  hand- 
writing. 
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For  sacrifice,  before  his  shrine  forever 

In  adoration  bend,  or*  Erebus 

With  all  its  banded  fiends  shall  not  uprise 

To  overwhelm  in  envy  and  revenge 

The  dauntless  and  the  good,  who  dare  to  hurl 

Defiance  at  his  throne,  girt  tho'  it  be 

With  Death's  omnipotence.    Thou  hast  beheld 

His  empire,  o'er  the  present  and  the  past; 

It  was  a  desolate  sight — ^now  gaze  on  mine. 

Futurity.    Thou  hoary  giant  Time,* 

Render  thou  up  thy  half-devoured  babes, — 

And  from  the  cradles  of  eternity. 

Where  millions  lie  lulled  to  their  portioned  sleep 

By  the  deep  murmuring  stream  of  passing  things. 

Tear  thou  that  gloomy  shroud. — Spirit^  behold 

Thy  glorious  destiny! 

The  Spirit  saw* 
The  vast  frame  of  the  renovated  world 
Smile  in  the  lap  of  Chaos,^  and  the  sense 
Of  hope  thro'*  her  fine  texture  did  suffuse 


ss 


^  This  paflsage  was  first  writti^n  in 

be  book  tbuB  : — 

Or  that  its  Jaws 
dnapiiiiig  Hell  shall  gape  to  awallow  all 
he  daonueaiy  Ao. 

ut  this  reading  is  cancelled  by  Shel- 
by for  that  in  the  text. 
'  Shelley  had  written  timef  with  a 
mall  tf  and  afterwards  altered  it  to 
Hme  with  a  oapitaL  This  is  interest- 
ig  as  additional  evidence  that  he  did 
ay  attention  to  such  details,  and  b 
1  favour  of  the  opinion  that,  where 
e  used  a  common  noun  personally, 
e  distinguished  it  with  a  capitid. 
'Ut  there  is  a  more  interesting  can- 
ailing  in  this  passage.  The  original 
pening  of  section  VIII,  Quetn  Mob, 
Ands  thus  : — 

he  preaent  and  the  past  thoa  hast  beheld : 
waa  a  deeolate  nght.    Now,  Spirit,  learn 
The  eeorets  of  the  Aitore. — ^Time  I 
Qfold  the  hrooding  pinion  of  thj  gloom, . . . 


In  the  revised  copy  SheUey  had  em- 
celled  the  word  Time  and  the  last 
line,  substituting 

mirikifytiiM 
Belenileia  dre,  inezorabl*  Eng  I 

The  whole  (original  and  revision)  wu 
then  cancelled,  and  the  reading  of  the 
text  supplied. 

*  The  word  feU  was  written  firBt, 
and  aaw  substituted. 

^  It  may  be  of  consequence  to  reosU 

the  close  resemblance  of  this 

to  that  in  Alauior, 

It  was  a  tranqnil  root,  that  ■nainart  to( 
Even  in  the  lap  of  oonror. 

This  coincidence  of  exprsesion  may 
have  some  weight  in  fixing  1815  aa 
the  date  of  the  revision  of  Quern  Meb 
for  The  Demon  of  ike  World. 

'  Originally  on  was  written  here ; 
but  thro*  is  substituted  by  Shdley. 
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Such  varying  glow,  as  summer  evening  casts  ^ 

On  undulating  clouds  and  deepening  lakes. 

like  the  vague  sighings  of  a  wind  at  even, 

That  wakes  the  wavelets  of  the  slumbering  sea 

And  dies  on  the  creation  of  its  breath, 

And  sinks  and  rises,  fails  and  swells  by  fits : 

"Was  the  sweet  stream  of  thought  that  with  mild  motion 

Flowed  o'er  the  Spirit's  human  sympathies. 

The  mighty  tide  of  thought  had  paused  awhile,' 

Which  &om  the  Daemon  now  like  Ocean's  stream 

Again  began  to  pour.' — 


45 


To  me  is  given 
The  wonders  of  the  human  world  to  keep- 
Space,  matter,  time  and  mind — ^let  the  sight 
Renew  and  strengthen  all  thy  failing  hope.* 
All  things  are  recreated,  and  the  flame 
Of  consentaneous  love  inspires  all  life : 
The  fertile  bosom  of  the  earth  gives  suck 
To  myriads,  who  still  grow  beneath  her  care, 
Bewarding  her  with  their  pure  perfectness : 
The  balmy  breathings  of  the  wind  inhale 
Her  virtues,  and  difiuse  them  all  abroad : 
Health  floats  amid  the  gentle  atmosphere. 
Glows  in  the  fruits,  and  mantles  on  the  stream: 
No  storms  deform  the  beaming  brow  of  heaven. 
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1  ThiB  line  is  written 
Bofbh  rMTjing  glowi,  m  ■ommer  ereningi 


the  $  being  cancelled  at  the  end  of 

*  Cancelled  MS.  reading 

The  mli^ity  ftnam  of  thought  had  calmlj 
flowsd. 

*  Cancelled  MS.  reading,  Jlow  for 
pour. 

*  Here  there  is  a  most  intereating 
cancelled  MS.  reading.    The  paaeage 

was  written  in  thus  : — 

iaaii 
tokei 


To  mo  is  giT«n 
Tbo  wondflncf  the  fanmaa  world  to  keep 


Space,  matter  time  and  mind— Fatnrity 
iScpoaee  all  the  treaeoree  to  ihj  dghi . . . 

The  latter  words,  from  FiUurity,  are 
struck  through,  and  the  words  of  the 
text  are  written  beneath  them.  ItwiU 
be  seen  that  I  have  had  to  supply  a 
couple  of  stops  ;  but  the  interest  here 
is  in  the  fact  that,  with  all  his  fasti- 
diousness, the  poet  ended  hj  conrert- 
ing  a  metrical  hne  into  an  unmetrical 
one.  Had  he  revised  the  new  poem 
once  more,  for  press,  he  would  pro- 
bably have  supplied  some  such  word 
as  Men, — reading  kt,  tkm,  the  mghi. 


VOL.  in. 
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Nor  scatter  in  the  freshness  of  its  pride 
Tlie  foliage  of  the  undecaying^  trees ; 
But  fruits  are  ever  ripe,  flowers  ever  fair, 
And  Autumn'  proudly  bears  her  matron  grace, 
Kindling  a  flush  on  the  fair  cheek  of  Springs' 
Whose  virgin  bloom  beneath  the  ruddy  fruit 
Eeflects  its  tint  and  blushes  into  love. 

The  habitable  earth  is  full  of  bliss ; 
Those  wastes  of  frozen  billows  that  were  hurled 
By  everlasting  snow-storms  round  the  poles. 
Where  matter  dared  nor  vegetate  nor  live  * 
But  ceaseless  firost  round  the  vast  solitude 
Bound  its  broad  zone  of  stillness,  are  unloosed; 
And  fragrant  zephyrs  there  from  spicy  isles 
KufHe  the  placid  ocean-deep,  that  rolls 
Its  broad,  bright  surges  to  the  sloping  sand, 
Wliose  roar  is  wakened  into  echoings  sweet 
To  murmur  through  the  heaven-breathing  groves 
And  melodize  with  man's  blest  nature  there. 


' 


6 


^ 


T5    { 
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The  vast  tract  of  the  parched  and  sandy  waste* 
Now  teems  with  countless  rills  and  shady  woods, 
Corn-fields  and  pastures  and  white  cottages; 
And  where  the  startled  wilderness  did  hear 
A  savage  conqueror  stained  in  kindred  blood, 
HjTnning  his  victory,  or  the  nnlder  snake 


ss 


^  The  Bubetituiion  of  undeeaying 
for  the  ever  verdant  of  Qiteen  Mob  in- 
dicates a  great  advance  in  poetic  in- 
Btinct. 

'  There  is  no  authority  for  spelling 
Autumn  with  a  capital  A , — beyond  the 
inference  that  Shelley  would  have  done 
so,  had  he  noticed  the  want  of  such 
capital. 

'  The  same  remark  applies  to  Spring, 

^  The  Queen  Mob  reading  (1813)  is 
\OMBn  matter  dared  not  regelate  or  live, 


but  Mrs.  Shelley  substituted  nor  for 
or  in  the  first  edition  of  1889 ;  and 
Mr.  Roesetti  does  not  seem  to  hsTC 
cared  to  restore  the  better  gFammar 
of  Shelley's  own   edition.    Hie  ssw 
reading  has  the  double  advantage  of 
being  grammatical  and  poetia 
^  Cancelled  MS.  reading — 
The  vaat  tract  of  the  nndy  wiManiMt 
probably  rejected  on  aoooont  of  the 
occurrence  of  the  w<»d  wQdemut  in 
the  next  line  but  two. 
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/rushing  the  bones  of  some  frail  antelope 

Vithin  his  brazen  folds — ^the  dewy  lawn, 

)ffering  sweet  incense  to  the  sun-rise,  smiles 

'o  see  a  babe  before  his  mother's  door,  90 

>hare  with  the  green  and  golden  basilisk 

Imt  comes  to  lick  his  feet,  his  morning's  meaL 

Those  trackless  deeps,  where  many  a  weary  sail 
las  seen  above  the  illimitable  plain, 
doming  on  night,  and  night  on  morning  rise,  95 

Yhilst  still  no  land  to  greet  the  wanderer  spread 
!ts  shadowy  mountains  on  the  sun-bright  sea, 
yhere  the  loud  roarings  of  the  tempest-waves 
)0  long  have  mingled  with  the  gusty  wind 
n  melancholy  loneliness,  and  swept  100 

rhe  desert  of  those  ocean  solitudes, 
3ut  vocal  to  the  sea-bird's  harrowing  shriek, 
rhe  bellowing  monster,  and  the  rushing  storm, 
•fow  to  the  sweet  and  many-mingling^  sounds 
)f  kindliest  human  impulses  respond :  105 

rhose  lonely  realms  bright  garden-isles  begem, 
Vith  lightsome  clouds  and  shining  seas  between, 
Vjid  fertile  vallies,  resonant  with  bliss, 
^Thilst  green  woods  overcanopy  the  wave, 
^liich  like  a  toil-worn  labourer  leaps  to  shore,  110 

Do  meet  the  kisses  of  the  flowerets  there. 

Man  chief  perceives  the  change,  his  being  notes 
riie  gradual  renovation,  and  defines 

This  18  not  a  compound  epithet  in  that  the  sounds  were  many,  sweet, 

Hoy's  edition  of  ^ueen  Mob ;  nor  and  mingling,  he  would  surely  have 

any  hyphen  inserted   when  ho  written 
ie  the  revisions  for  The  Dcenum  of         Now  to  tha  many  iweet  and  mingling 
World.     Nevertheless,  there  can  Bound* ... 

lly,  in  this  instance,  be  any  doubt  As  matters  stand  it  la  almost  certain 

;  he  meant  the  words  for  a  com-  that  many-mingling  is  used  to  imply 

ad  epithet :  had  he  merely  meant  diversity  of  combination. 
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Each  movement  of  its  progress  on  his  mind. 

Man,  where  the  gloom  of  the  long  polar  night  m 

Lowered  o'er  the  snow-clad  rocks  and  frozen  soil. 

Where  scarce  the  hardest  herh  that  hraves  the  frost 

Basked  in  the  moonlight's  ineffectual  glow. 

Shrank  with  the  plants,  and  darkened  with  the  night: 

Nor  where  the  tropics  hound  the  realms  of  day  w 

With  a  broad  belt  of  mingling  cloud  and  flame, 

Where  blue  mists  through  the  unmoving  atmosphere 

Scattered  the  seeds  of  pestilence,  and  fed 

Unnatural  vegetation,  where  the  land 

Teemed  with  all  earthquake,  tempest  and  disease,        i:^ 

Was  man  a  nobler  being;  slavery 

Had  crushed  him  to  his  country's  bloodstained  dust 


Even  where  the  milder  zone  afforded  man 
A  seeming  shelter,  yet  contagion  there. 
Blighting  his  being  with  unnumbered  ills,  i» 

Spread  like  a  quenchless  fire;  nor  truth  availed 
Till  late  to  arrest  its  progress,  or  create^    ^ 
That  peace  which  first  in  bloodless  victory  waved 
Her  snowy  standard  o'er  this  favoured  clime: 
There  man  was  long  the  train-bearer  of  slaves,  i^  ' 

The  mimic  of  surrounding  misery. 
The  jackal  of  ambition's  lion-rage, 
The  bloodhound  of  religion's  hungry  zeal. 

Here  now  the  human  being  stands  adorning 
This  loveliest  earth  with  taintless  body  and  mind;      m 
Blest  from  his  birth  with  all  bland  impulses. 


^  Here  again  the  reviaion  la  moat  AvaUad  to  anaii  its  progreai^  a 

notable    aa   affecting    the    queation  to   avoid   which   accidental  ooaM 

whether  SheUey  was  a  careleaa  writer.  among  hia  blank  iambica,  SheUcTUi, 

The  lineaatand  in  Qneen Mob  thua  in  the  reviaed  copy,  made  lOllalf  and 

Spread  like  a  qnenchlen  ilia ;  nor  tnithtill  avaUed,  change  places. 
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Which  gently  in  his  noble  bosom  ^  wake 

All  kindly  passions  and  all  pure  desires. 

Him,  stiU  from  hope  to  hope  the  bliss  pursuing, 

Which  from  the  exhaustless  lore  of  human  weal  145 

Draws  on  the  virtuous  mind,  the  thoughts  that  rise 

In  time-destro}ring  infiniteness,  gift 

With  self-enshrined  eternity,  that  mocks 

The  unprevailing  hoariness  of  age. 

And  man,  once  fleeting  o'er  the  transient  scene  150 

Swift  as  an  unremembered  vision,  stands 

Immortal  upon  earth:  no  longer  now 

He  slays  the  beast  that  sports  around  his  dwelling 

And  horribly  devours  its  mangled  flesh. 

Or  drinks  its  vital  blood,  which  like  a  stream  U6 

Of  poison  thro'  his  fevered  veins  did  flow 

Feeding  a  plague  that  secretly  consimied* 

His  feeble  frame,  and  kindling  in  his  mind 

Hatred,  despair,  and  fear  and  vain  belief. 

The  germs  of  misery,  deatli,  disease,  and  crime.  100 

No  longer  now  the  winged  habitants. 

That  in  the  woods  their  sweet  lives  sing  away. 

Flee  from  the  form  of  man ;  but  gather  round. 

And  prune  their  sunny  feathers  on  the  hands 

Which  little  children  stretch  in  friendly  sport  i«5 

Towards  these  dreadless  partners  of  their  play. 

AU  things  are  void  of  terror :  man  has  lost 

His  desolating  privilege,  and  stands 

An  equal  amidst  equals:  happiness 

And  science  dawn  though  late  upon  the  earth ;  no 

Peace  cheers  the  mind,  health  renovates  the  frame ; 

^  These  two  words,  noble  hoiom,  were  were  doubtless    condemned    by    the 

meant  to    be    cancelled.    They    are  Shelley  of  1815  as  a  detestably  com- 

blotted  over  ;  but,  as  nothing  is  sup-  monplace  expression  of  the  Shelley  of 

plied  in  place  of  them,  I  have  no  alter-  some  years  earlier. 

native  but  to  leave  them  undisturbed,  *  Cancelled  "hlB.  reading,— eft (i  cat 

merely  remarking  further  that  they  for  consumed. 


374 


POEMS  OF  1814  TO  1816. 


Disease  and  pleasure  cease  to  mingle  here, 
Season  and  passion  cease  to  combat  there; 
Whilst  mind  unfettered  o'er  the  earth  extends 
Its  all-subduing  energies,  and  wields 
Tlie  sceptre  of  a  vast  dominion  there.* 

Mild  is  the  slow  necessity  of  death : 
The  tranquil  spirit  fails  beneath  its  grasp. 
Without  a  groan,  almost  without  a  fear, 
Resigned  in  -peace  to  the  necessity, 
Calm  as  a  voyager  to  some  distant  land. 
And  full  of  wonder,  full  of  hope  as  he. 
Tlio  deadly  germs  of  languor  and  disease 
Waste  in  the  human  frame,  and  Nature  gifts 
With  choicest  boons  her  human  worshippers. 
How  vigorous  now  the  athletic  form  of  age! 
How  clear  its  open  and  unwrinkled  brow  I 
Where  neither  avarice,  cunning,  pride,  or  care. 
Had  stamped  the  seal  of  grey  deformity 
On  all  the  mingling  lineaments  of  time. 
How  lovely  the  intrepid  front  of  youth  ! 
How  sweet  the  smiles  of  taintless  infancy. 


ITS 
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185 


Within  the  massy  prison's  mouldering  courts. 
Fearless  and  free  the  ruddy  children  play. 
Weaving  gay  cliaplets  for  their  innocent  brows 
With  the  green  ivy  and  the  red  wall-flower. 
That  mock  the  dungeon's  unavailing  gloom; 


196 


^  The  end  of  the  eighth  section  of 

Queen  Mab  la 

Whilst  each  unfettered  o'er  the  earth  extend 
Their  all-mibduing  energien,  and  wield 
The  nceptre  of  a  vast  dominion  there  ; 
Whilst  every  aliape  and  mode  of  matter  lends 
Its  foroe  to  the  omnijiotenoe  of  mind, 
Which  from  ita  dark  mine  drags  the  gem  of 

truth 
To  decorate  its  paradise  of  peace. 

ShcUey  revised  the  passage  by  striking 


out  each  in  the  firat  of  these  lines  and 
writing  mind  over  it,  adding  J  to 
extend f  and  to  leidd  in  the  second  hue, 
substitutiog  Afiifl'Siop  for  a  semi-coloD 
at  the  end  of  the  third,  and  crossing 
out  the  remaining  four.  He  omitted 
to  alter  Their  to  Its  ia.  the  seoond 
line  ;  but  this  was  clearly  a  mere  over* 
sight. 
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The  ponderous  chains,  and  gratings  of  strong  iron, 

There  rust  amid  the  accumulated  ruins 

Now  mingling  slowly  with  their  native  earth:  aoo 

There  the  broad  beam  of  day,  which  feebly  once 

Lighted  the  cheek  of  lean  captivity 

With  a  pale  and  sickly  glare,  now  freely  shines 

On  the  pure  smiles  of  infant  playfulness : 

No  more  the  shuddering  voice  of  hoarse  despair  206 

Peals  ^  through  the  echoing  vaults,  but  soothing  notes 

Of  ivy-fingered  winds  and  gladsome  birds 

And  merriment  are  resonant  around. 


The  fanes  of  Fear  and  Falsehood  hear  no  more^ 
The  voice  tliat  once  waked  multitudes  to  war 
Thundering  thro'  all  their  aisles :  but  now  respond 
To  the  death  dirge  of  the  melancholy  wind : 
It  were  a  sight  of  awfulness  to  see 
Tlie  works  of  faith  and  slavery,  so  vast. 
So  sumptuous,  yet  withal  so  perishing! 
Even  as  the  corpse  that  rests  beneath  their^  walL 
A  thousand  mourners  deck  the  pomp  of  death 


210 


216 


^  It  should  be  stated  that,  in  chang- 
ing the  tense  of  this  passage  Shelley 
omitted  to  alter  Pealed  to  Peals  in 
this  line,  and  were  to  cire  in  the  next 
line  but  one,  though  he  altered  then 
freely  ahone  to  nowfredy  $hines  in  line 
203,  and  made  seven  other  similar  al- 
terations on  the  same  page  with  this. 
Of  course  he  meant  to  make  those 
which  I  have  made  in  the  text. 

*  There  is  a  cancelled  MS.  reading, 

Temples  onoe  ttained  witii  Iklabood  hoar  no 
tnon . .  . 

It  should  be  noted  that,  in  both  in- 
stances of  the  word  faUehood  being 
written  here,  the  e  is  omitted, — as  is 
the  case  generally  in  Queen  Mah.  It 
is  curious  that,  while  substituting 
80  MimptuouB,  yet  withal  so  perkhing  I 

for  the  Queen  Mah  line, 

Uo  Bumptuoiu  yet  ao  }>urit>hiiig  withal ! 

so    as   to    avoid    another    accidental 


rhyme,    Shelley   yet  introduced    an 

accidental  rhyme  in  the  MS.  passage 

interpolated  immediately  before, — 

The  &nei  of  Fear  and  FklMhood  bear  DO  more 
The  Toioe  that  onoe  waked  multitodee  to  war. 

I  have  no  doubt  that,  had  he  noticed 

this,  he  would  have  altered  the  line  a 

second  time, — perhaps  so  as  to  read 

No  more  thefluieeof  Fear  and  FslMhood 
hear  Ac 

It  is  also  of  interest  that,  in  the  first 
revision,  faUehood,  being  impersonal, 
is  with  a  small  /, — in  the  second,  being 
personal,  with  a  capital 

*  Shelley  had  forgotten  to  alter  iU 
to  their  in  this  line,  which  is  un- 
touched in  the  revised  copy  of  Queen 
Mabf  although  the  lone  cathedral,  of 
Queen  Mob,  on  which  it  deT>ends,  has 
given  place  to  Tlic  fanes  of  Fear  and 
Falsehood. 
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To-day,  the  breathing  marble  glows  above 
To  decorate  its  memory,  and  tongues 
Are  busy  of  its  life :  to-morrow,  worms 
In  silence  and  in  darkness  seize  their  prey. 
These  ruins  soon  leave  not  a  wreck  behind: 
Their  elements,  wide  scattered  o'er  the  globe. 
To  happier  shapes  are  moulded,  and  become 
Ministrant  to  all  blissful  impulses : 
Thus  human  things  are  perfected,  and  earth. 
Even  as  a  child  beneath  its  mother's  love. 
Is  strengthened  in  all  excellence,  and  grows 
Fairer  and  nobler  with  each  passing  year. 


Now  Time  his  dusky  pennons  o'er  the  scene  so 

Closes  in  steadfast^  darkness,  and  the  past 
Fades  from  our  charmed  sight    My  task  is  done: 
Thy  lore  is  learned.    Earth's  wonders  are  thine  own, 
With  all  the  fear  and  all  the  hope  they  bring. 
My  spells  are  past:  the  present  now  recurs.  m 

Ah  me!   a  pathless  wilderness  remains 
Yet  unsubdued  by  man's  reclaiming  hand. 

Yet,  human  Spirit,  bravely  hold  thy  course. 
Let  virtue  teach  thee  firmly  to  pursue 
The  gradual  paths  of  an  aspiring  change :  sio 

For  birth  and  life  and  death,  and  that  strange  state 
Before  the  naked  powers  that  thro'  the  world 
Wander  like  winds  have  founi  a  human  home. 
All  tend  to  perfect  happiness,  and  urge 
The  restless  wheels  of  being  on  their  way,  m 

Whose  flashing  spokes,  instinct  with  infinite  life. 
Bicker  and  burn  to  gain  their  destined  goal: 
For  birth  but  wakes  the  imiversal  mind 

'  In  the  origiuiil,  sUd/ati, 
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Whose  mighty  streams  might  else  in  silence  flow 

Thro'  the  vast  world,  to  individual  sense  250 

Of  outward  shews,  whose  unexperienced  shape 

New  modes  of  passion  to  its  frame  may  lend ; 

life  is  its  state  of  action,  and  the  store 

Of  all  events  is  aggr^ated  there 

That  variegate  the  eternal  imiverse;  sss 

Death  is  a  gate  of  dreariness  and  gloom, 

That  leads  to  azure  isles  and  beaming  skies 

And  happy  regions  of  eternal  hopa 

Therefore,  0  Spirit!  fearlessly  bear  on:  iso 

Though  storms  may  break  the  primrose  on  its  stalk. 

Though  frosts  may  blight  the  freshness  of  its  bloom. 

Yet  spring's  awakening  breath  will  woo  the  earth. 

To  feed  with  kindliest  dews  its  favorite  flower. 

That  blooms  in  mossy  banks  and  darksome  glens. 

Lighting  the  green  wood  with  its  sunny  smile.  ses 

Fear  not  then,  Spirit,  death's  disrobing  hand, 
So  welcome  when  the  tyrant  is  awake. 
So  welcome  when  the  bigot's  hell-torch  flares; 
'Tis  but  the  voyage  of  a  darksome  hour. 
The  transient  gulph-dream  of  a  startling  sleep.  270 

For  what  thou  art  shall  perish  utterly. 
But  what  is  thine  may  never  cease  to  be ; 
Death  is  no  foe  to  virtue:  earth  has  seen 
Love's  brightest  roses  on  the  scaffold  bloom. 
Mingling  with  freedom's  fadeless  laurels  there,  ns 

And  presaging  the  truth  of  visioned  bliss. 
Are  there  not  hopes  within  thee,  which  this  scene 
Of  linked  and  gradual  being  has  confirmed  ? 
Hopes  that  not  vainly  thou,  and  living  fires 
Of  mind,  as  radiant  and  as  pure  as  thou  280 

Have  shone  upon  the  paths  of  men — ^return 
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Surpassing  Spirit,  to  that  worid,  wlieie  thou 
Art  destined  an  eternal  war  to  wage 
With  tyranny  and  falsehood,^  and  uproot 
The  germs  of  misery  firom  the  human  heart  ts& 

Thine  is  the  hand  whose  piety  would  soothe 
The  thorny  pillow  of  unhappy  crime, 
Whose  impotence  an  easy  pardon  gains, 
Watching  its  wanderings  as  a  friend's  disease:  < 

Thine  is  the  brow  whose  mildness  would  defy  290 

Its  fiercest  rage,  and  brave  its  sternest  will. 
When  fenced  by  power  and  master  of  the  world. 
Thou  art  sincere  and  good ;  of  resolute  mind. 
Free  &om  heart-withering  custom's  cold  control. 
Of  passion  lofty,  pure  and  unsubdued.  sk 

Earth's  pride  and  meanness  could  not  vanquish  thee, 
And  therefore  art  thou  worthy  of  the  boon 
Which  thou  hast  now  received:  virtue  shall  keep 
Thy  footsteps  in  the  path  that  thou  hast  trod. 
And  many  days  of  beaming  hope  shall  bless  soo 

Thy  spotless  life  of  sweet  and  sacred  love. 
Go,  happy  one,  and  give  that  bosom  joy 
Whose  sleepless  spirit  waits  to  catch 
Light,  life  and  rapture  firom  thy  smile. 

The  Daemon  called  its  winged  ministers.*  sos 

Speechless  with  bliss  the  Spirit  mounts  the  car. 
That  rolled  beside  the  crystal'  battlement. 
Bending  her  beamy  eyes  in  thankfulness. 

The  burning  wheels  inflame 
The  steep  descent  of  Heaven's*  untrodden  way.  sio 


^  In  the  original,  fdUhood,  *  In  Q^een  Mob,  hmven,  with  a  small 

*  Cancelled  MS.    reading, — mesten'  h ;  but,  as  in  the  MS.  paesage  in- 

gers  for  minuters.  serted    immediately    afterwarda    we 

'  This  word,  which  is  not  in  Queen  find  Heaven  with  a  capital,  I  presume 

M<»b  in  this  place,  is  spelt  chryttal  in  this  was  left  unaltered  by  aocodent. 

Shelley's  marginal  emendation. 
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Fast  and  far  the  chariot  flew: 

The  mighty  globes  that  rolled 
Around  the  gate  of  the  Eternal  Fane 
Lessened  by  slow  degrees,  and  soon  appeared 
Such  tiny  twinklers  as  the  planet  orbs  ti6 

That  ministering  on  the  solar  power 
With  borrowed  light  pursued  their  narrower  way. 

Earth  floated  then  below: 

The  chariot  paused  a  moment; 

The  Spirit  then  descended:  82d 

And  from  the  earth  departing 

The  shadows  with  swift  wings 
Speeded  like  thought  upon  the  light  of  Heaven. 

The  Body  and  the  Soul  united  then, 
A  gentle  start  convulsed  lanthe's  frame:  826 

Her  veiny  eyelids  quietly  unclosed ; 
Moveless  awhile  the  dark  blue  orbs  remained: 
She  looked  around  in  wonder  and  beheld 
Henry,  who  kneeled  in  silence  by  her  couch. 
Watching  her  sleep  with  looks  of  speechless  love,        sso 

And  the  bright  beaming  stars 

That  through  the  casement  shone. 


I 
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THE  SUKSET.i 

Thebe  late  was  One  within  whose  subtle  being, 

As  light  and  wind  within  some  delicate  cloud 

That  fades  amid  the  blue  noon's  burning  sky, 

Grenius  and  death'  contended.    None  maj  know 

The  sweetness  of  the  joj  which  made  his  breath  s 

Fail,  like  the  trances  of  the  summer  air, 

When,  with  the  Lady  of  his  love,  who  then 

First  knew  the  unreserve  of  mingled  being, 

He  walked  along  the  pathway  of  a  field 

Which  to  the  east  a  hoar  wood  shadowed  o'er,  lo 

But  to  the  west  was  open  to  the  sky. 

There  now  the  sun  had  sunk,  but  lines  of  gold 

Hung  on  the  ashen  clouds,  and  on  the  points 

Of  the  far  level  grass  and  nodding  flowers 

And  the  old  dandelion's  hoary  beard,  is 

And,  mingled  with  the  shades  of  twilight,  lay 

On  the  brown  massy  woods — and  in  the  east 

The  broad  and  burning  moon  Ungeringly  rose 

Between  the  black  trunks  of  the  crowded  trees. 

While  the  faint  stars  were  gathering  overhead. —  » 

"Is  it  not  strange,  Isabel,"  said  the  youth, 

^1  never  saw  the  sun'?    We  will  walk  here 

To-morrow;  thou  shalt  look  on  it  with  me." 

That  night  the  youth  and  lady  mingled  lay 
In  love  and  sleep — but  when  the  morning  came  a 

^  Mrs.  Shelley  says  thifi  poem  waa  '  So  in  the  collected  editions ;  but 

written  in  the  Spring  of  the  year  1816,  jfotUk  in  the  Posthumou9  Poemt. 

while  Shelley  waa  residing  at  Bishop-  '  Although  I  cannot  venture  to  in- 

gate,  near  Windsor  Forest.    It  first  terferewith  the  text  without  authority, 

occurs  in  the  PoHhumotis  Poems.  I  feel  sure  this  line  is  very  much  oor- 
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The  lady  found  her  lover  dead  and  cold. 

Let  none  believe  that  God  in  mercy  gave 

That  stroke.    The  lady  died  not,  nor  grew  wild, 

But  year  by  year  lived  on — ^in  truth  I  think 

Her  gentleness  and  patience  and  sad  smiles,  so 

And  that  she  did  not  die,  but  lived  to  tend 

Her  agM  father,  were  a  kind  of  madness, 

If  madness  'tis  to  be  unlike  the  world. 

For  but  to  see  her  were  to  read  the  tale 

Woven  by  some  subtlest  bard,  to  make  hard  hearts      S6 

Dissolve  away  in  wisdom-working  grief; — 

Her  eyelashes  were  wom^  away  with  tears. 

Her  lips  and  cheeks  were  like  things  dead — so  pale; 

Her  hands  were  thin,  and  through  their  wandering  veins 

And  weak  articulations  might  be  seen  40 

Da/s  ruddy  light.    The  tomb  of  thy  dead  self 

Which  one  vexed  ghost  inhabits,  night  and  day, 

Is  all,  lost  child,  that  now  remains  of  thee  I 


"  Inheritor  of  more  than  earth  can  give. 
Passionless*  calm  and  silence  imreproved, 
Wliether  the  dead  find,  oh,  not  sleep!  but  rest. 
And  are  the  uncomplaining  things  they  seem. 
Or  live,  or  drop  in  the  deep  sea  of  Love ; 
Oh,  tliat  like  thine,  mine  epitaph  were — Peace!" 
This  was  the  only  moan  she  ever  made. 


45 
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rupted,  and  thfttwe  should  read 

I  nerer  Mw  the  san-rue  f  We  will  wal»  hare . . . 

As  the  paasaffo  staDda  the  youth'a 
atatement  and  propoaal  both  aeem 
prepoeteroua,— one  by  reaaon  of  im- 
probability, the  other  by  reaaon  of 
tameneas  aa  leading  up  to  the  violent 
doee.  That  two  yoting  people  should 
take  it  into  their  heads  to  sleep  out 
of  doors  to  see  the  sun-rise  would  be 
an  idea  likely  to  commend  itself  to 


Shelley ;  and  that  he  within  whoae 
being  **  genius  and  death  contended  " 
should  die  in  the  oold  night  air  is 
eminently  probable. 

^  In  the  Potthvmoui  PoeiM,  worn; 
but  in  the  first  edition  of  1889  and 
onwarda,  <orfi,^-certainly  a  misprint, 
but  followed  by  Mr.  RoeaettL 

'  There  is  a  comma  at  PatsionUum 
the  Potthtunoui  Poem§  ;  but  not  in 
later  editions. 
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FRAGMENT  ON  HOMR^ 

Dear  home,  thou  scene  of  earliest  hopes  and  joys. 
The  least  of  which  wronged  Memory  ever  makes 
Bitterer  than  all  thine  unremembered  tears. 


FRAGMENT  OF  A  GHOST-STOEY.« 

A  SHOVEL  of  his  ashes  took 
From  the  hearth's  obscurest  nook, 
Muttering  mysteries  as  she  went. 
Helen  and  Henry  knew  that  Granny 
W«  a,  much  .Ld  of  gh»«  a.  Jj. 

And  so  they  followed  hard — 
But  Helen  clung  to  her  brother's  arm. 
And  her  own  spasm  made  her  shake. 


^  From  Bdict  of  ShdUy  (p.  74). 
^  Remarkable,**  says  Mr.  Qamett,  in 
assigning  the  lines  to  the  year  1816, 
**  as  the  only  passage  in  which  Shelley 
alludes  to  hia  home." 

*  This  is  also  from  the  iZe2»C9,  where 
it  appears  with  the  date  1816,  and  the 
note,  "Apparently  a  fragment  of  a 
ghost-story.    Shelley  was  partial  to 


the  name  of  'Helen,*  as  that  of 
favourite  sister.  '  Henry '  is  the  o 
of  lanthe's  lover  in  'Queen  Me 
The  lines  strike  me  as  being  very  n 
like  a  relic  of  the  pieces  said  to  b 
a  similar  character  to  PeUr  Bd 
Third,  sent  to  Hunt  for  Mr.  011i< 
publicdi,  and  referred  to  in  the  It 
quoted  at  p.  178  of  thia  volume. 


POEMS    WRITTEN    IN    1817. 


[It  will  be  remembered  that,  to  this  eventful  year  1817  belong  Laitm  md 
Cyth$ta  and  a  portion  of  RotdUnd  and  Jffden,  and  that,  during  the  Mme 
period,  Shelley  was  occupied  with  his  Chancery  case,  and  with  the  tvo 
proae  pamphlets  published  under  the  pseudonym  of  "The  Hermit  of 
Marlow/'  namely  A  Propotal  fcr  PvUing  Rrform  to  the  VUe  tkrougkamt  the 
Umiied  Kingdom,  and  An  Addrtu  to  ikt  People  on  ike  JDeatk  of  the  Prineeu 
CkaHatU  (usually,  and  incorrectly,  designated  We  PUy  the  Phtmage,  Imi 
Forget  the  Dying  Bird, — ^which  words  are  an  epigraph,  not  a  tiUe) ;  so  that 
it  was  altogether  a  year  of  great  productiyeness. — ^H.  B.  F.] 
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MAEIANNES  DREAM.* 

I. 

A  PALE  dream  came  to  a  Lady  fair. 
And  said,  A  boon,  a  boon,  I  pray ! 

I  know  the  secrets  of  the  air, 

And  things  are  lost  in  the  glare  of  day, 

Which  I  can  make  tlie  sleeping  see. 

If  they  will  put  their  trust  in  me. 

11. 

And  thou  shalt  know  of  things  unknown. 
If  thou  wilt  let  me  rest  between 

The  veiny  lids,  whose  fringe  is  thrown 
Over  thine  eyes  so  dark  and  sheen : 

And  half  in  hope,  and  half  in  fright, 

The  Lady  closed  her  eyes  so  bright. 

III. 

At  first  all  deadly  shapes  were  driven 
Tumultuously  across  her  sleep. 


^  This  poem  waa  first  publiohed  in  would  leave  no  doubt  that  the  parti- 

J*ke   LiUrary  Pocket-Book ;  or  Com"  cular  Marianne  waa  Bfra.  Leigh  Hunt ; 

p€ndon  for  the  Lover  of  Nature  and  but  it  is  known  in  that  lady's  family 

4ft  (London  :  Oilier,  1819),  edited  by  that  she  actually  related  this  dream 

Ueigh  Hunt,  who  in  telling  Shelley  of  to   Shelley,  who  veraified  it.      Mn. 

Kti^  publication,  ■ayB(Corre«pon(£»uv,  Shelley  included    the  poem  in    the 

V'oL  1,  p.  125)  that  it  is  '*  to  the  great  volume  of  PotUium/ouM  Poemt  (1824), 

lielight  of  said  Marianna"    This  alone  inscribing  at  the  end,  **  Marlow,  1817. 

VOL.  m.  C  C 
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And  o'er  the  vast  cope  of  bending  heaven 

All  ghastly-visaged  clouds  did  sweep ; 
And  the  Lady  ever  looked  to  spy 
If  the  golden^  sun  shone  forth  on  high. 

IV. 

And  as  towards  the  east  she  turned. 

She  saw  aloft  in  the  morning  air, 
Which  now  with  hues  of  sunrise  burned, 

A  great  black  Anchor  rising  there; 
And  wherever  the  Lady  turned  her  eyes, 
It  hung  before  her  in  the  skies. 

V. 

The  sky  was  blue  as  the  summer  sea, 

The  depths  were  cloudless  over  head. 
The  air  was  calm  as  it  could  be, 

There  was  no  sight  or'  sound  of  dread. 
But  that  black  Anchor  floating  still 
Over  the  piny  eastern  hilL 

VI. 

The  Lady  grew  sick  with  a  weight  of  fear, 

To  see  that  Anchor  ever  hanging, 
And  veiled  her  eyes;   she  then  did  hear 

The  sound  as  of  a  dim  low  clanging, 
And  looked  abroad  if  she  might  know 
Was  it  aught  else,  or  but  the  flow 
Of  the  blood  in  her  own  veins,  to  and  fro. 

VIL 

There  was  a  mist  in  the  sunless  air. 
Which  shook  as  it  were  with  an  earthquake's  shod; 

^  In  Mrs.  Shelley**  editioDJi,  from  *  So  in  the  PodkummMP^mi;  ^ 

1824  onward,  we  reed  gM  iarffolden,      nor  in  the  editions  <tf  18S9. 
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But  the  veiy  weeds  that  blossomed  there 
Were  moveless,  and  each  mighty  rock 
Stood  on  its  basis  steadfastly; 
The  Anchor  was  seen  no  more  on  liigh. 

VIIL 

But  piled  around,  with  summits  hid 

In  lines  of  cloud  at  intervals, 
stood  many  a  mountain  pyramid 

Among  whose  everlasting  walls 
Two  mighty  cities  shone,  and  ever 
Through  the  red  mist  their  domes  did  quiver. 

IX. 

On  two  dread  mountains,  from  whose  crest, 
Might  seem,  the  eagle,  for  her  brood. 

Would  ne'er  have  hung  her  dizzy  nest. 
Those  tower-encircled  cities  stood. 

A  vision  strange  such  towers  to  see. 

Sculptured  and  wrought  so  gorgeously, 

Where  human  art  could  never  be. 

X. 

And  columns  framed  of  marble  white, 
And  giant  fanes,  dome  over  dome 

Piled,  and  triumphant  gates,  all  bright 
With  workmanship,  which  could  not  come 

From  touch  of  mortal  instniment. 

Shot  o'er  the  vales,  or  lustre  lent^ 

From  its  own  shapes  magnificent. 


*  Mr.  Rosaetti  says  **  I  itronglj  bub- 
pact  Hub  ought  to  stand 

'  Shot  o'er  the  vaUa  a  lustre  lent."* 
But  the  \m0pecified  change  of  tte  to 
ikeir  in  the  next  line  is  material  as 
■iTecting  the  question  of  reading  a  for 
0r.  I  am  of  opinion  that  the  passage 
■tiinds  aooording  to  Shelley's  inten- 


tion, the  sense  being  somewhat  at 
variance  with  the  construction.  The 
idea  in  his  mind  would  seem  to  have 
been  that  the  columns,  fanes,  Ac.,  shot 
up  over  the  vales,  and  that  the  super- 
human workmanship  lent  a  lustre 
from  its  magnificent  shapes. 
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XL 

But  stiU  the  Lady  heard  that  clang 
Filling  the  wide  air  far  away; 

And  still  the  mist  whose  light  did  hang 
Among  the  mountains  shook  alway. 

So  that  the  Lady's  heart  beat  fast, 

As  half  in  joy,  and  half  aghast, 

On  those  high  domes  her  look  she  cast. 

XII. 

Sudden,  from  out  that  city  sprung 
A  light  that  made  the  earth  grow  red; 

Two  flames  that  each  with  quivering  tongue 
Licked  its  high  domes,  and  over  head 

Among  those  mighty  towers  and  fanes 

Dropped  fire,  as  a  volcano  rains 

Its  sulphurous  niin  on  the  plains. 

XIII. 

And  hark !  a  rush  as  if  the  deep 

Had  burst  its  bonds;  she  looked  behind 
And  saw  over  the  western  steep 

A  raging  flood  descend,  and  wind 
Through  that  wide  vale;  she  felt  no  fear, 
But  said  within  herself,  'Tis  clear 
These  towers  are  Nature's  own,  and  she 
To  save  them  has  sent  forth  the  sea. 

XIV. 

And  now  those  raging  billows  came 
Where  that  fair  Lady  sate,  and  she 

Was  borne  towards  tlie  showering  flame 
By  the  wild  waves  heaped  tumultuously, 

And  on  a  little  plank,  the  flow 

Of  the  wliirlpool  bore  her  to  and  fn>. 
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XV. 

rhe  flames^  were  fiercely  vomited 

From  every  tower  and  every  dome. 
And  dreary  light  did  widely  shed 

O'er  that  vast  flood's  suspended  foam, 
Beneath  the  smoke  which  hung  its  night 
On  the  stained  cope  of  heaven's  light. 

XVI. 

The  plank  whereon  that  Lady  sate 

Was  driven  through  the  chasms,  about  and  about, 
Between  the  peaks  so  desolate 

Of  the  drowning  mountains,*  in  and  out, 
As  the  thistle-beard  on  a  whirlwind  sails — 
While  the  flood  was  filling  those  hollow  vales. 

XVII. 

At  last  her  plank  an  eddy  crost, 

And  bore  her  to  the  city's  wall. 
Which  now  the  flood  had  reached  almost; 

It  might  the  stoutest  heart  appal 
lo  hear  the  fire  roar  and  hiss 
rhrough  the  domes  of  those  mighty  palaces. 

XVIII. 

The  eddy  wliirled  her  round  and  round 

Before  a  gorgeous  gate,  which  stood 
Piercing  the  clouds  of  smoke  which  bound 

Its  aery  arch  with  light  like  blood; 
She  looked  on  that  gate  of  marble  clear, 
With  wonder  that  extinguislied  fear. 

Bir.  Rossetti  was  uDquentionably  '  In  Mrs.   SheUey's  editions,  from 

it  in  Bub8tituting/ame«  for  iMive«,  1824    onward,    mountain  instead   of 

word  which  appeared  here  in  all  mountaim. 
ionH  prior  t«)  his. 
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For  it  was  filled  with  sculptuies  rurest^ 
Of  forms  most  beautiful  and  sferange, 

like  nothing  human,  but  the  bixeet 
Of  winged  shapes,  whose  legions  zange 

Throughout  the  sleep  of  those  that^  are, 

like  this  same  Lady,  good  and  fisdr. 


And  as  she  looked,  stiU  lovelier  grew 
Those  marble  forms; — ^the  sculptor  sure 

Was  a  strong  spirit,  and  the  hue 
Of  his  own  mind  did  there  endure 

After  the  touch,  whose  power  had  braided 

Such  grace,  was  in  some  sad  change  fiEKled. 

XXL 

She  looked,  the  flames  were  dim,  the  flood 

Grew  tranquil  as  a  woodland  river 
Winding  through  hiUs  in  solitude; 

Those  marble  shapes  then  seemed  to  quiver. 
And  their  fair  limbs  to  float  in  motion, 
like  weeds  unfolding  in  the  ocean. 

XXIL 

And  their  lips  moved ;  one  seemed  to  speak. 

When  suddenly  the  mountain  crackt. 
And  through  the  chasm  the  flood'  did  break 

With  an  earth-uplifting  cataract: 
The  statues  gave  a  joyous  scream. 
And  on  its  wings  the  pale  thin  dream 
lifted  the  Lady  from  the  stream. 

1  lb  MiB.  Shell^*8oolleotodeditkms,  >  In  the  ooUectad  9^dAsm,  M 

who;  but  that   in    tho   Pottkmmous      but /bod  in  the  PoiMi 
Poemt, 
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xxm. 

The  dizzy  flight  of  that  phantom  pale 
Waked  the  fair  Lady  firom  her  sleep. 

And  she  arose,  while  from  the  veil 
Of  her  dark  eyes  the  dream  did  creep, 

And  she  walked  about  as  one  who  knew 

That  sleep  has  sights  as  dear  and  true 

As  any  waking  eyes  can  view. 


TO  CONSTANTIA, 


SINGING. 


I. 

Thus  to  be  lost  and  thus  to  sink  and  die, 

Perchance  were  death  indeed ! — Constantia,  tiim  ! 

In  thy  dark  eyes  a  power  like  light  doth  lie, 

Even  though  the  sounds  which  were  thy  voice,  which  bum 

Between  thy  lips,  are  laid  to  sleep; 
Within  thy  breath,  and  on  thy  hair,  like  odour  it  is  yet, 

And  from  thy  touch  like  fire  doth  leap. 
Even  while  I  write,  my  burning  cheeks  are  wet, 
Alas,  that  the  torn  heart  can  bleed,  but  not  forget! 


^  Mrs.  Shelley  fint  gave  this  poem,  tlmika  the  name  "k  moat  probably  a 

without  date,  in  the  volume  of  Pott'  fancy  name  eiven  to  the  lady  in  ques- 

humous  Poems  ;  but  in  the  collected  taon  by  Shelley  in  oonsequenoe  of  his 

editions  she  placed  it  among  the  poems  enthusiasm  for  the  heroine,  Constantia 

of  1817.    It  is  not,  I  believe,  known  Dudley,  of  a  novel  by  Brockden  Brown 

to  whom  it  refers  ;  but  Mr.  Rossetti  entitled  Ormond,'* 
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II. 

A  breathless  awe,  like  the  swift  change 

Unseen,  but  /elt  in  youthful  slumbers. 
Wild,  sweet,  but  uncommunicably  strange. 

Thou  breathest  now  in  fast  ascending  numbers. 
The  cope  of  heaven  seems  rent  and  cloven 

By  the  inchaiitment  of  thy  strain. 
And  on  my  shoulders  wings  are  woven. 

To  follow  its  sublime  career, 
Beyond  the  mighty  moons  that  wane 
Upon  the  verge  of  nature's  utmost  sphere, 
Till  the  world's  shadowy  walls  are  past  and  disappear. 

III. 

Her  voice  is  hovering  o'er  my  soul — ^it  lingers 

»       O'ershadowing  it  with  soft  and  lulling  wings. 

The  blood  and  life  within  those  snowy  fingers 

Teach  witchcraft  to  the  instrumental  strings. 
My  brain  is  wild,  my  breath  comes  quick — 

The  blood  is  listening  in  my  frame. 
And  thronging  shadows,  fast  and  thick. 

Fall  on  my  overflowing  eyes ; 
My  heart  is  quivering  like  a  flame  ; 

As  morning  dew,  that  in  the  sunbeam  dies, 

I  am  dissolved  in  these  consuming  ecstasies.^ 

IV. 

I  have  no  life,  Constantia,  now,  but  thee. 
Whilst,  like  the  world-surrounding  air,  thy  song 

Flows  on,  and  fills  all  things  with  melody. — 
Now  is  thy  voice  a  tempest  swift  and  strong, 

^  In  the  Posthumous  Poem»,  extaeia :  in  the  collected  editions,  ecMtaekt. 


. 
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On  which,  like  one  in  trance  upborne. 

Secure  o'er  rocks  and  waves  I  sweep, 
Bejoicing  like  a  cloud  of  mom. 

Now  'tis  the  breath  of  summer  night, 
Which  when  the  starry  waters  sleep. 

Bound  western  isles,  with  incense-blossoms  bright. 

Lingering,  suspends  my  soul  in  its  voluptuous  flight. 


TO  C0KSTANTIA.1 

I. 

The  rose  that  drinks  the  fountain  dew 

In  the  pleasant  air  of  noon. 
Grows  pale  and  blue  with  altered  hue — 

In  the  gaze  of  the  nightly  moon; 
For  the  planet  of  frost,  so  cold  and  bright. 
Makes  it  wan  with  her  borrowed  light. 

II. 

Such  is  my  heart — ^roses  are  fair. 
And  that  at  best  a  withered  blossom; 

But  thy  false  care  did  idly  wear 

Its  withered  leaves  in  a  faithless  bosom; 

And  fed  with  love,  like  air  and  dew. 

Its  growth 


*  Tbia  fragxnent  was  first  given  by      1889,  amoDg  Poems  of  1817. 
Mrs.  Shelley  in  the  first  edition  en 


i 
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FRAGMENT:  TO  ONE  SINGING. > 


My  spirit  like  a  charmM  bark  doth  swim 
Upon  the  liquid  waTes  of  thy  sweet  aiiiging, 

Far  away  into  the  r^ons  dim 

Of  rapture — as  a  boat,  with  swift  sails  winging 

Ita  way  adown  some  many-winding  river. 


TO  THE  LORD  CHANCELLOR* 


Tht  country's  curse  is  on  thee,  darkest  crest 
Of  that  foul,  knotted,  many-headed  worm 

Which  rends  our  Mother's  bosom — Priestly  Pest! 
Masked  Resurrection  of  a  buried  Form !' 


i 


IL 


Thy  country^s  curse  is  on  thee !  Justice  sold. 
Truth  trampled,  Nature's  landmarks  overthrown, 


1 


^  This  and  the  five  fragmente  at 
pp.  404 — 6,  given  b^  Mrs.  Shelley 
(without  any  titles)  in  her  note  on 
Poems  of  1817,  in  Uie  first  edition  of 
1889,  are  all,  I  presume,  assignable  to 
the  year  1817.  This  and  the  first 
four  of  the  others  seem  to  be  from 
the  note-book  oontainin^  the  IffS.  of 
the  poem  To  OontUmlta,  Singing; 
and  this  particular  one  associates  it- 
self naturally  in  the  mind  with  the 
lady  addressed  as  Coustantia.  It  is  to 
be  observed  that  Shelley  subsequently 
made  use  of  these  lines  m  an  altered 
form  in  the  song  of  Asia  ending  Act 
II  of  Promdkeui  Unbound,  See  VoL 
II  of  this  edition,  p.  214. 

'  Mr.  Rossetti  assigns  this  poem  and 
the  next  to  August  or  September, 
1817,  on  the  reasonable  ground  that 
Lord  ChanceUor  Eldon's  decree,  de- 
priving   Shelley  of    the    custody  of 


his  children,  Charles  and  lanth^  nu 
pronounced  in  August.  Mrs.  SImQ^ 
printed  seven  of  the  sfcaBBHi  Te  tlsl«4 
(Jhanedlar  in  her  note  on  the  posnt 
of  1819,  in  the  first  edhaoo  of  18S9: 
in  the  second,  she  gave  the  wkoli 
poem,  still,  however,  m  the  nofea 
The  text  hm  been  ooUaled  with  tuo 
transcripts  in  Mrs.  SheUc^s  writiiifr 
— one  formerly  in  Leig^  Hnat*s  pos> 
session,  but  now  in  the  hands  of  lir. 
Edward  Spender,  whom  I  have  to 
thank  for  the  loan  of  it^  and  the  oUmt 
m  the  possession  of  Mr.  Charles  Go«- 
denCUi^e.  This,  Mrs.  Claris  kMly 
copied  for  me  :  it  varies  aligjhtlT  tnm 
the  other.  I  haveadopted,  in  ■naatiit, 
whatever  readings  from  meae  saaioai 
seem  most  likely  to  be  aocaiateu 

*  The  Star  Chamber,  Mra.  SheQv 
explains. 
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And  heaps  of  firaud-accumiilated  gold, 

Plead,  load  as  thunder,  at  Destruction's  throne. 

m. 

And,  whilst  that  sure^  slow  Angel  which  aje  stands 

Watching  the  beck  of  Mutability 
Delays  to  execute  her  high  commands, 

And,  though  a  nation  weeps,  spares  thine  and  thee, 

IV. 

0  let  a  father's  curse  be  on  thy  soul, 

And  let  a  daughter's  hope  be  on  thy  tomb; 
Be*  both,  on  thy  grey  head,  a  leaden  cowl 
To  weigh  thee  down  to  thine'  approaching  doom! 

V. 

1  curse  thee  by  a  parent's  outraged  love. 

By  hopes  long  cherished  and  too  lately  lost, 
By  gentle  feelings  thou  couldst  never  prove, 
By  griefs  which  thy  stem  nature  never  crost ; 

VI. 

By  those  infantine  smiles  of  happy  light. 
Which  were  a  fire  within  a  stranger^s  hearth. 

Quenched  even  when  kindled,  in  untimely  night, 
Hiding  the  promise  of  a  lovely  birth  ;* 

VIL 
By  those  unpractised  accents  of  young  speech. 
Which  he  who  is  a  father  thought  to  firame 

*  In  Mrs.  Shelley's    editions,  and  *  So  in  one  transcript,  but  thy  in 

one  of  the  transcripts,  aUno  ture, — in  the  other. 

the  other  transcript  turtdow.  ^  So  in  both  transcripts  and  in  tht 

'  So  in  one  of  the  transcripts ;  but  second  edition  of  1889  ;  but  in  the 

in  the  other,  and  in  Mrs.   Shelley's  first 

edition,  iind  6o<A  &C.  HMing  the  promiMf  oflofdy  Wrtt. 
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To  gentlest  lore,  such  as  the  wisest  teach — 

Thau  strike  the  lyre  of  mind !    O  grief  and  shame  1 

VIII. 

By  all  the  happy  see  in  children's  growth — 
That  undeveloped  flower  of  budding  years — 

Sweetness  and  sadness  interwoven  both. 
Source  of  the  sweetest  hopes  and  saddest  fears — 

IX. 

By  all  the  days  under  an^  hireling's  care. 
Of  dull  constraint  and  bitter  heaviness, — 

O  wretched  ye  if  ever  any  were  - 
Sadder  than  orphans,  yet  not  fatherless! 

X. 

By  the  false  cant  which  on  their  innocent  lips 
Must  hang  like  poison  on  an  opening  bloom, 

By  the  dark  creeds  which  cover  with  eclipse 
Their  pathway  from  the  cradle  to  the  tomb — 

XJ. 

By  thy  most  impious  Hell,  and  all  its  terror;* 
By  all  the  grief,  the  madness,  and  the  guilt 

Of  thine  impostures,  which  must  be  their  error — 
That  sand  on  which  thy  crumbling  power  is  built — 

XII. 

By  thy  complicity  with  lust  and  hate — 
Thy  thirst  for  tears — ^thy  hunger  after  gold — 

The  ready  frauds  which  ever  on  thee  wait — 
The  servile  arts  in  which  thou  hast'  grown  old — 

^  So  in  both  tnnscripti,  but  a  in  Shelley*!  editions  terron  and  emn, 
Mn.  Shelley's  editions.  '  In  one  transcript,  art, — in  Um 

'  So  in  both  tnmscripts,  and  error  other  and  in  Mrs.  Shelley's  editton, 

in  the  next  line  bat  one ;  but  in  Mrs.  hatL 
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xin. 

By  thy  most  killing  sneer,  and  by  thy  smile — 
By  all  the  arts  and  snares  of  thy  black  den,^ 

And — ^for  thou  canst  outweep  the  crocodile — 

By  thy  false  tears — those  millstones  braining  men — 

XIV. 

By  all  the  hate  which  checks  a  father's  love — 
By  all  the  scorn  which  kills  a  father's  care — 


By  those  most  impious  hands  which  dared  remove 
Nature's  high  bounds — ^by  thee — and  by  despair — 

XV. 

Yes,  the  despair  which  bids  a  father  groan. 
And  cry^ — my  children  are  no  longer  mine — 

The  blood  within  those*  veins  may  be  mine  own, 
But — ^Tyrant — ^their  polluted  souls  are*  thine  ;— 

XVI. 

I  curse  thee — though  I  hate  thee  not — 0  slave! 

If  thou  couldst  quench  the  earth-consuming  Hell 
Of  which  thou  art  a  daemon,  on  thy  grave 

This  curse  should  be  a  blessing.    Fare  thee  well  I 


*  In  one  tranBcript  this  line  is  u  in  'In  one  tranBcript  we  read  «ay  for 

the  text :  in  the  oUier  we  read —  cry. 

B7  »I1  tlM  nurei  and neu'of  thj  fldaeden,  '  So  in  one  transcript,  but  thtir  in 

but  in  Mrs.  Shelley's  and  Mr.  Ros-  the  other. 

settTs  editions  aeU  is  misprinted  for  ^  So  in  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions  ;  but 

arU,  9f^  w  in  both  transcripts. 
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TO  WILLIAM  SHELLEY.^ 


The  billows  on  the  beach*  are  leaping  around  it, 

The  bark  is  weak  and  frail, 
The  sea  looks  black,  and  the  clouds  that  bound  it 

Darkly  strew  the  gale. 
Come  with  me,  thou'  delightful  child, 
Come  with  me,  though  the  wave  is  wild^ 
And  the  winds  are  loose,  we  must  not  stay, 
Or  tlie  slaves  of  the^  law  may  rend  thee  away. 

n. 
They  have  taken  thy  brother  and  sister  dear. 

They  have  made  them  unfit  for  thee; 
They  have  withered  the  smile  and  dried  the  tear 

Which  should  have  been  sacred  to  me. 
To  a  blighting  faith  and  a  cause  of  crime 
They  have  bound  them  slaves  in  youthly  prime,* 
And  they  will  curse  my  name  and  thee 
Because  we  are  fearless^  and  free. 

III. 
Come  thou,  belovM  as  thou  art; 

Another  sleepeth  still 
Near  thy  sweet  mother's  anxious  heart. 

Which  thou  with  joy  shalt^  fill. 


^  The  fint,  fifth,  and  sixth  of  these 
stanzas  were  given  by  Mrs.  Shelley  in 
the  note  containing  the  last  poem,  in 
the  first  edition  of  1889,  and  in  the 
second  the  whole  poem  appeared.  Mr. 
Charles  Cowden  Clarke  has  a  trans- 
cript of  it  in  Mrs.  Shelley's  writing. 

'  The  words  on  the  btack,  are  omit- 
ted from  the  first  edition  of  1889,  but 
appear  in  the  second  and  in  the  trans- 
cript. 


*  The  word  thou,  which  is  in  Ifn. 
Shelley's  editions,  is  not  in  the  tram* 
cnpt. 

^  So  in  the  transcript  and  the  fint 
edition  ;butinthe  aecondtke  isomttted. 

'  So  in  the  transcript,  but  fssw  ia 
Mrs.  ShelleT's  edition. 

*  So  in  tne  transcript,  but  fmdm 
are  in  Mrs.  Shelley's  edition. 

'  So  in  the  transcript,  but  wSU  ia 
previous  editions. 
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With  fairest  smiles  of  wonder  thrown 
On  that  which  is  indeed  our  own. 
And  which  in  distant  lands  will  be 
The  dearest  playmate  unto  thee. 

IV. 

Fear  not  the  tyrants  will  rule  for  ever,* 

Or  the  priests  of  the  evil  faith ; 
They  stand  on  the  brink  of  that  raging  river, 

Whose  waves  they  have  tainted  with  death. 
It  is  fed  from  the  depth  of  a  thousand  dells. 
Around  them  it  foams  and  rages  and  swells; 
And  their  swords  and  their  sceptres  I  floating  see. 
Like  wrecks  on  the  surge  of  eternity. 

V. 

Best,  rest,  and^  shriek  not,  thou  gentle  child  I 
The  rocking  of  the  boat  thou  fearest, 

And  the  cold  spray  and  the  clamour  wild  ? — 
There  sit  between  us  two,  thou  dearest — ^ 

Me  and  thy  mother — ^well  we  know 

The  storm  at  which  thou  tremblest  so, 

With  all  its  dark  and  hungry  graves, 

Less  cruel  than  the  savage  slaves 

Who  hunt  us*  o'er  these  sheltering  waves. 

VL 

This  hour  will  in  thy  memory* 

Be  a  dream  of  days  forgotten  long,* 


^This  Btansa,  which  with  slight 
rariatioQ  oocun  in  Ratalindand  JEMen, 
'm  not  in  the  transcript. 

'  This  word  and  is  in  the  transcript, 
but  not  in  previous  editions. 

*  There  is  a  semicolon  after  dearest 
in  Hn.  SheUey's  editions. 

^  So  in  the  transcript  and  the  first 
MUtlon  of  1889 ;  but  thee  in  the  second. 


B  In  the  first  edition  of  1889  we 

read 
TtdM  hoar  will  ■ometiiiM  in  tby  momory 

but  eometime  is  not  in  the  transcript 
or  the  second  edition. 

'In  previous  editions  the  word 
long  is  wanting,  so  that  this  line  and 
the  Bucth  stand  rh  jmeleM ;  but  the 
word  is  in  the  transcript. 
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We  soon  shall  dwell  by  the  azure  sea 

Of  serene  and  golden  Italy, 

Or  Greece,  the  Mother  of  the  free ; 

And  I  will  teach  thine  infant  tongue 
To  call  upon  those^  heroes  old 
In  their  own  language,  and  will  mould 
Thy  growing   spirit  in  the  flame 
Of  Grecian  lore,  that  by  such  name 
A  patriot's  birthright  thou  mayst  claim ! 


CANCELLED  PASSAGES  OF  THE  POEM 
TO  WILLIAM  SHELLEY.* 

L 
Thb  world  is  now  our  dwelling-place; 
Where'er  the  earth  one  fading  trace 

Of  what  was  great  and  free  does  keep. 
That  is  our  home!     .     .     . 
Mild  thoughts  of  man's  ungentle  race 

Shall  our  contented  exile  reap; 
For  who  that  in  some  happy  place 
His  own  free  thoughts  can  freely  chase 
By  woods  and  waves  can  clothe  his  face 

In  cynic  smiles  ?    Child !  we  shall  weep. 

II. 
This  lament, 
The  memory  of  thy  grievous  wrong 
Will  fade... 

But  genius  is  Omnipotent 
To  hallow . .  . 

^  In  the  transcript  and  the  first  edi-  '  These   are   from    Mr.    Qtmetl 

tion  of  1839,  M««e,— in  the  eeoond      Rdict  of  Shdley,  pp,  77  and  7S, 
their. 
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ON  FANNY  GODWIN*. 

Heb  voice  did  quiver  as  we  parted, 

Yet  knew  I  not  that  heart  was  broken 
From  which  it  came,  and  I  departed 
Heeding  not  the  words  then  spoken. 
Misery — O  Misery, 
Thi9  world  is  all  too  wide  for  thee. 

OTHO.« 

I. 

Thou  wert  not,  Cassius,  and  thou  couldst  not  be, 
Last  of  the  Romans,  though  thy  memory  chiim 

From  Brutus  his  own  glory — ^and  on  thee 
Bests  the  full  splendour  of  his  sacred  fame ; 

Nor  he  who  dared  make  the  foul  tyrant  quail 
Amid  his  cowering  senate  with  thy  name. 

Though  thou  and  he  were  great — ^it  will  avail 

To  thine  own  fame  that  Otho's  should  not  fail 

II. 

Twill  wrong  thee  not — thou  wouldst,  if  thou  couldst  feel. 
Abjure  such  envious  fame — great  Otho  died 


^  This  Btanza  was  first  given  by 
Shelley  in  the  first  edition  of 
1S89,  among  Poems  of  1817,  and  head- 
•d  "  On  F.  O."  Mr.  Boesetti  supplied 
tha  name  Fanny  Qodwin,  which  is 
unqueetionably  right,  as  shewn  by 
Tmootk  in  Fra$et^$  Magazine  for  June 
1868.  Fanny  (Godwin,  the  half-sister 
cf  Mary  Shelley,  poisoned  herself; 
and  it  was  thaterent  that  drew  forth 
this  beautiful  stanza. 

'  The  first  two  stanzas  of  this 
fragment  were  first  given  by  Mrs. 
Bhalley  in  her  note  on  the  Poems  of 
1817,in  the  first  edition  of  1889.  She 
■ays  the  poet  "  projected  fin  1817]  a 
poem  on  the  subject  of  Otho,  inspired 


by  the  pages  of  Tacitus,'*  and  adds 
that  these  two  stanzas  "were  to  open 
the  subject."  The  third  stanza  and 
the  two  fragments  are  from  Rdict  of 
ShdUy^  wherein  only  the  two  Imee 
numbored  IV  are  assigned  to  (Hho, 
The  complete  stanza,  however,  is  in 
OiKu  metre,  and  reads  as  if  it  belonged 
to  stanzas  I  and  II.  I  have  asked  Mr. 
Gamett's  opinion ;  and  he  thinks  it 
"  very  likely  indeed  '*  that  this  stanza 
belonfls  to  Oiko,  I  feel  strongly  con- 
\'inced  that  both  this  and  the  frag- 
ment numbered  V,  which  seems  to 
be  an  unfinished  stanza  of  the  same 
metre,  belong  to  the  same  poem. 
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Like  thee — ^he  sanctified  his  country's  steel. 
At  once  the  tyrant  and  tyrannicide, 

In  his  own  blood — a  deed  it  was  to  bring^ 
Tears  from  all  men — though  full  of  gentle  pride, 

Sucli  pride  as  from  impetuous  love  may  spring; 

That  will  not  be  refused  its  offering- 

III. 

Those  whom  nor  power,  nor  lying  faith,  nor  toil. 
Nor  custom,  queen  of  many  slaves,  makes  blind. 

Have  ever  grieved  that  man  should  be  the  spoil 
Of  his  own  meekness,  and  with  earnest  mind 

Fed  hopes  of  its  redemption,  these  recur 
Chastened  by  deathful  victory  now,  and  find 

Foundations  in  this  foulest  age,  and  stir 

Me  whom  they  cheer  to  be  their  minister. 

IV. 

Dark  is  the  realm  of  grief:  but  human  things 
Those  may  not  know  who  cannot  weep  for  them. 


V. 

Once  more  descend 
The  shadows  of  my  soul  upon  mankind. 

For  to  those  hearts  with  which  they  never  blend. 
Thoughts  are  but  shadows  which  the  flashing  mind 

From  the  swift  clouds  which  track  its  flight  of  fire. 
Casts  on  the  gloomy  world  it  leaves  behind. 


^  In  Mra.  Shelley's  editionB,  buy,  which  rnuBt^  auuredlj,  be  tlie  i^ 
Mr.  RoflsetU  substituted  wrwg,  Mr.  word,  and  which  is  eesily  vaiSt 
Qamett  writes  to  me  proposing  Mng,      for  buy  in  SheUey*s  rough  MS. 


FRAGMENTS.  4U3 


FRAGiEENT  OF  A  SONG.* 

O  THAT  a  chariot  of  cloud  were  mine ! 

Of  cloud  which  the  wild  tempest  weaves  in  air, 
When  the  moon  over  the  ocean's  line 

Is  spreading  the  locks  of  her  bright  grey  hair. 
O  that  a  chariot  of  cloud  were  mine ! 

I  would  sail  on  the  waves  of  the  billowy  wind 
To  the  mountain  peak  and  the  rocky  lake, 
And  the. . . . 


FRAGMENT  : 
TO  A  FRIEND  LEAVING  PRISON.* 

For  me,  my  friend,  if  not  that  tears  did  tremble 

In  my  fSEiint  eyes,  and  that  my  heart  beat  fast 

With  feelings  which  make  rapture  pain  resemble, 

Yet,  from  thy  voice  that  falsehood  starts  aghast, 
I  thank  thee — ^let  the  tyrant  keep 
His  chains  and  tears,  yea  let  him  weep 
With  rage  to  see  thee  freshly  risen. 
Like  strength  from  slumber,  from  the  prison. 
In  which  he  vainly  hoped  the  soul  to  bind 
Which  on  the  chains  must  prey  that  fetter  humankind. 


>  From  Bdici   cf  ShdUy  (p.  76),  from  Roiolind  and  Uden.    ICr.  Ros- 

irhere  the  date  1817  is  given.  setti  says  **  ThiB  might  be  suppoeed 

'  From  Bdict  of  Shelley  (p.   75).  to  be  an  addrees  to  Leigh  Hunt  on 

ICr.  Gamett  aarrigns  the  fragment  to  hia  release  £rom  priion", — which  took 

1817.     If  that  be  the  true  date,  the  place  in  February,  1816  ;  but  it  seems 

lines  may  pombly  hare  been  rejected  to  me  more  like  the  work  of  1817. 
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FEAGMENT:  SATAN  LOOSK 


A  GOLDEN-wiKGkD  Angel  stood 

Before  the  Eternal  Judgment-seat: 
His  looks  were  wild,  and  Devils'  blood 

Stained  his  dainty  hands  and  feet. 
The*  Father  and  the  Son 
Elnew  that  strife  was  now  b^un. 
They  knew  that  Satan  had  broken  his  chain, 
And  with  millions  of  daemons  in  his  train, 
Was  ranging  over  the  world  again. 
Before  the  Angel  had  told  his  tale, 

A  sweet  and  a  creeping  sound 

Like  the  rushing  of  wings  was  heard  around ; 
And  suddenly  the  lamps  grew  pale — 
The  lamps,  before  the  Archangels  seven, 
That  bum  continually  in  heaven. 


5     ' 
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TWO  FRAGMENTS  TO  MUSIC.  ^ 

I. 
Silver  key  of  the  fountain  of  tears, 

Wliere  tlie  spirit  drinks  till  tlie  brain  is  wild; 
Softest  grave  of  a  thousand  fears. 

Where  their  mother.  Care,  like  a  drowsy  child, 
Is  laid  asleep  in  flowers. 


^  Deciphered  by  Itfr.  Oamett  from 
the  rough  draft  in  Sir  Percy  Shelley's 
poasession,  and  first  published  by  Mr. 
Rosaetti,  undated,  but  among  frag- 
ments dated  1817. 

'  Mr.  Rossetti  indicates  a  hiatus 
before  this  word. 

■  First  given  by  Mrs.  Shelley  in  the 
first  edition  of  1889,  in  a  note,  as  are 
also  the  three  foUowing.     See  antfj 


note  I,  p.  394.  Fragment  I  la  iaftro- 
duced,  in  Mrs.  SheUey's  note,  witli  tbt 
words  **  In  another  fragment  Im  alb 
it—"  and  the  stanza  begins  with  tbt 
word  The,  In  the  transcript,  hommr, 
there  is  no  The  ;  and  I  haye  so  dooH 
that  the  lines  are  really  an  apoi- 
trophe, — the  The  being  introduead  a^ 
cidentally  into  the  quotation  inatacl 
of  coming  into  the  prose  of  the  nota 


FRAGMENTS. 
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II. 


No,  Music,  thou  art  not  the  "  food^  of  Love," 
Unless  Love  feeds  upon  its  own  sweet  self. 
Till  it  becomes  all  Music  murmurs  of. 


FRAGMENT:   UNSATISFIED  DESIRES.* 

To  thirst  and  find  no  fill — to  wail  and  wander 
With  short  uneasy  steps — to  pause  and  ponder — 
To  feel  the  blood  run  through  the  veins  and  tingle 
Where  busy  thought  and  blind  sensation  mingle; 
To  nurse  the  image  of  unfelt  caresses 
Till  dim  imagination  just  possesses 
The  half  created  shadow. 


STANZA :  WEALTH  AND  LOVR 

Wealth  and  dominion  fade  into  the  mass 
Of  the  great  sea  of  human  right  and  wrong, 

When  once  from  our  possession  they  must  pass ; 
But  love,  though  misdirected,  is  among 

The  things  which  are  immortal,  and  surpass 

All  that  frail  stuff  which  will  be— or  which  was. 


^  In  previous  editioiiB  Ood  of  Love, 
I  have  always  considered  it  quite  cer- 
tain that  food  of  Love  was  Uie  right 
reading  ;  but  assurance  is  rendered 
doubly  sure  by  the  fact  that,  in  a 
tnmaaipt,  in  Uie  possession  <^  Mr. 
Cowden  Clarke,  Mrs.  Shelley  has  given 
the  words  **  Ood  of  Love  "  in  inverted 
ff?m"***  There  is  no  meaning  in 
patting  Ood  of  Love  as  a  quotation  ; 
Sat  the  &u:t  must  be  that  Shelley  was 
quoting  Shakespeare,  and  wrote  **food 
tf  Xove.**  The  thotight  becomes, 
tliu%  Bhakespesrian  in  laigeness ;  but» 


with  the  word  Qod^  it  is  not  very 
striking. 

'  This  might  almost  be  a  rejected 
passage  from  J^ilian  and  Maddalo ; 
but  Mrs.  Shelley  introduces  it  into  her 
note  rather  as  if  it  were  autobiogra- 
phic,—calling  it  a  "  melancholy  ^ace 
of  the  sad  thronging  thoughts,  which 
were  the  well  whence  he  drew  the  idea 
of  Athanase,  and  express  the  rest- 
less passion-fraught  emotions  of  one 
whose  sensibility,  kindled  to  too  in- 
tense a  life,  perpetuidly  preyed  upon 
itself." 
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FRAGMENT:  THOUGHTS. 

Mt  thoughts  arise  and  fade  in  solitude, 

The  verse  that  would  invest  them  melts  away 
Like  moonlight  in  the  heaven  of  spreading  day: 
How  beautiful  they  were,  how  firm  they  stood. 
Flecking  the  starry  sky  like  woven  pearl! 


A  HATE-SONG.i 

(improvised). 

A  Hater  he  came  and  sat  by  a  ditch. 

And  he  took  an  old  cracked  lute ; 
And  he  sang  a  song  which  was  more  of  a  screech 

'Gainst  a  woman  that  was  a  brute. 


J 


LINES  TO  A  CRITIC* 


i 


I. 


Honey  from  silkworms  who  can  gather. 
Or  silk  from  the  yellow  bee? 

The  grass  may  grow  in  winter  weather 
As  soon  as  hate  in  me. 


^  Mr.  Rossetti  first  gave  this  quat- 
rain. It  was  repeated  to  him  by  Mr. 
Browning,  who  had  it  from  Leigh  Hunt. 
The  account  Mr.  RoMetti  gives  of  it  is 
that  Shelley  and  Hunt  were  talking 
of  Love-Songs  ("  probably  in  or  about 
1817"):  Shelley  "didn't  see  why 
Hate-Songs  also  should  not  be  writ- 


ten," and  improvised  the  above. 

'  These  lines  appeared  in  the  thiid 
number  of  The  Liberal  in  1828,  and 
were  reproduced  the  next  year  in  the 
Poitkum4m»  Poewu,  with  the  date 
"December,  1817"  a£axed  to  them. 
There  are  no  yerbal  variatioiniy  and 
hardly  any  in  punctuation. 


IJNES  TO  A  CRITIC. 


Hate  men  vbo  cant,  and  men  who  pray. 
And  men  who  rail  like  thee ; 

An  equal  passion  to  repay 
They  are  not  coy  like  me. 


Or  seek  some  slave  of  power  and  gold. 
To  be  thy  dear  heart's  mate, 

Thy  love  wiU  move  that  bigot  cold 
Sooner  than  me  thy  hate. 


A  passion  like  the  one  I  prove 

Cannot  divided  be; 
I  hate  thy  want  of  truth  and  lore — 

How  should  I  then  bate  thee  ? 


u 


POEMS   WRITTEN    IN    1818. 


[The  poem  with  which  this  group  opens  ia  of  lome  importanoe  hiitforicd^ 
because  it  fills  a  gap  that  has  hitherto  been  filled  in  a  Tery  doabtfnl  sal 
unsatisiactory  manner.  It  has  already  been  hinted  (at  p.  876  of  Vol  I)  tfal 
the  Ozymanditu  Sonnet  could  not  well  be  Shelley's  share  of  the  friand^ 
competition  with  Keats  and  Leigh  Hunt,  referred  to  in  Keata's  kttvli 
his  brothers,  printed  in  Vol  I  of  the  Life  and  LeUen  tf  Jckm  K§tU  (1S4SI 
pp.  98  and  99.  In  this  letter,  dated  "February  16th  [1818]",  we  r^ 
"The  Wednesday  before  last,  Shelley,  Hunt,  and  I,  wrote  each  a  iOOBStoi 
the  river  Nile  :  some  day  you  shall  read  them  alL"  Lord  Houghton  gim 
Otymanduu  as  Shelley's  part  in  this  strife ;  but  beside  not  being  a  "  Somfc 
on  the  liver  Nile,"  that  is  clsssed  by  Mrs.  Shelley  among  the  poems  writtHi 
in  1817.  I  know  of  no  reason  for  doubting  that  claasifiostioo,  whieb  ii 
also  preserved  by  Mr.  Boesetti ;  and  there  can,  I  think,  be  no  poaaible  doubt 
that  Shelley's  Nile  Sonnet  is  the  one  found  by  Mr.  Townaheod  Mi^w 
among  the  papers  of  Leigh  Hunt»  published  in  the  81,  Jame^$  Magmmt  for 
March,  1878,  and  now  first  included  among  Shelley's  poetkal  woifai  Thi 
ftosimile  of  the  MS.,  facing  this  page,  has  been  made  by  Mr.  O.  L  ?. 
Tupper.  On  the  same  sheet  of  paper  with  this  Sonnet  is  a  veiy  intsrati^f 
autograph  of  Keats, — the  poem  to  Robin  Hood,  shewing  aligfat  varistmi 
from  the  published  text.  The  fact  that  the  writing  of  two  of  the  oonpili- 
tors  is  on  this  paper,  found  among  the  MSS.  of  the  third  competitor, 
leaves,  I  think,  no  room  for  doubting  that  this  Sonnet  shoold  take  tki 
place  heretofore  assigned  to  (hymttntUag,  It  is  curious,  and  worth  leenwBiift 
that  another  friend  of  Shelley's  wrote  an  Ozymanditu  Sonnet  In  Honee 
Smith's  volume,  Amatyntkut,  the  NymphoUpt :  a  PaaUmd  Drome,  ia  T%m 
AcU,  with  other  Poemt  (1821),  p.  218  consists  of  a  Sonnet  "  On  a  Stapsnd- 
ous  Leg  of  Granite,  discovered  standing  by  itself  in  the  Deserts  of  Egjpti 
with  the  Inscription  inserted  below."  The  inscription,  aoooiding  to  Smill^ 
is  "  I  am  great  Ozymandias,  the  King  of  Kings :  this  mighty  city  shsvi 
the  wonders  of  my  hand."  On  the  next  psge,  we  find  a  Sonnet  "To  Percy 
ByBshe  Shelley,  Ksq.,  on  his  Poems."  One  cannot  help  suspecting  thst 
here  was  another  friendly  competition, — ^thotigh  it  is  possible  that  BbtHtif 
and  Smith  wrote  independently,  both  reading  the  account  of  the  leg  b 
some  contemporary  ^newspaper.  Or  it  may  be  that  Smith's  Sonnet,  pulh 
lished  two  years  later  than  Shelley's,  was  meant  to  set  Shelley  right  as  to 
his  facts.  There  is  au  air  of  literality  about  Smith's  that  oonviiicea  at 
he  gave  the  inscription  correctly ;  and  it  is  more  than  likely  that  he  «m 
right  in  recording  one  leg  instead  of  two  legs  and  a  fitoe.  SheDi|j^i 
OxynuiruUa*  is,  however,  as  far  above  Smith's,  poetically,  as  his  Nile 
is  below  both  Keats's  and  Leigh  Hunt's.  In  the  Appendix  to  the 
volume  will  be  found  the  Nile  Sonnets  of  Keats  and  Hunt,  and  alao  Hand 
Smith  s  Ozymandias  Sonnet,  as  of  decided  collateral  interest  The  mflii 
interesting  and  important  of  Shelley's  poems  of  1818  have  already  appesitd 
in  this  edition,  Rosalind  and  HcUn  and  the  Lines  WriUen  awkmsg  tin 
Buganean  Hills  in  Vol.  I,  Julian  and  Maddalo  and  the  Stanau  WriUm  is 
Dejection  near  Naples  in  the  present  volume. — H.  B.  F.] 
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POEMS  WRITTEN  IN   1818. 


SONNET, 

TO   THE    NILE.* 

Month  after  month  the  gathered  rains  descend 

Drenching  yon  secret  Ethiopian  dells, 

And  from  the  desart's  ice-girt  pinnacles 

Where  Frost  and  Heat  in  strange  embraces  blend 

On  Atlas,  fields  of  moist  snow  half  depend. 

Girt  there  with  blasts  and  meteors  Tempest  dwells 

By  Nile's  aerial  urn,  with  rapid  spells 

Urging  those  waters  to  their  mighty  end. 

O'er  Egypt's  land  of  Memory  floods  are  level 

And  they  are  thine  0  Nile — and  well  thou  knowest 

That  soul-sustaining  airs  and  blasts  of  evil 

And  fruits  and  poisons  spring  where'er  thou  flowest 

Beware  0  Man — for  knowledge^  must  to  thee 

Like  the  great  flood  to  Egypt,  ever  be. 


*  A  oompariflon  of  thia  Sonnet  with  Shelley's  woi^  of  the  prerioui  lom- 

the  &(C-umile  of  the  MS.  will  shew  mer.     In  Jxum  and  CyikneLf  Canto  VI, 

that  it  haa  been  necessary  to  supply  staniaa  XL  and  XLI,  we  find  a  much 

■ome  few  stopa.    The  insertion  of  the  more  beautifully  expreated  thought 

fiic-simile   makea   it  unneeeaaary  to  on  knowledge  feeding  **  human  wanta, 

gira  the  cancelled  MS.  readinga.  as  the  great  Nile  feeda  Egypt."    Sea 


'  There  ia  a  reminiaoenoe  here  of      VoL  I,  p.  211. 
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PASSAGE  OF  THE  APENNINES.^ 

Lbten,  listen,  Mary  mine, 

To  the  whisper  of  the  Apennine, 

It  bursts  on  the  roof  like  the  thnnder^s  roar. 

Or  like  the  sea  on  a  northern  shore, 

Heard  in  its  raging  ebb  and  flow 

By  the  captives  pent  in  the  cave  below. 

The  Apennine  in  the  light  of  day 

Is  a  mighty  mountain  dim  and  grey. 

Which  between  the  earth  and  sky  doth  lay; 

But  when  night  comes,  a  chaos  dread 

On  the  dim  starlight  then  is  spread. 

And  the  Apennine  walks  abroad  with  the  storm. 

THE  PAST.« 

I. 

Wilt  thou  forget  the  happy  hours 
Which  we  buried  in  Love's  sweet  bowers. 
Heaping  over  their  corpses  cold 
Blossoms  and  leaves,  instead  of  mould  ? 
Blossoms  which  were  the  joys  that  fell. 
And  leaves,  the  hopes  that  yet  remain. 

11. 

Forget  the  dead,  the  past?    O  yet 
There  are  ghosts  that  may  take  revenge  for  it, 
Memories  that  make  the  heart  a  tomb, 
Kegrets  which  glide  through  the  spirit's  gloom. 
And  with  ghastly  whispers  tell 
That  joy,  once  lost^  is  pain. 

^  These  lines  were  first  giyen  by  giyen  by  Mrs.  ShaUey  in  the  J 

Mrs.  Shelley  in  the  Poiikumoui  Poemt,  mou$  Poemi,  1884,  without  « 

1824,  with  the  date  May  4th,  1818.  but  they  ere  daased  among  po 

s  This  and  the  next  poem  were  first  1818  in  the  ooUeotad  edxtkMH. 


INVOCATION  TO  BflSERY. 
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SONNET. 

Lift  not  the  painted  veil  which  those  who  live 
Call  life:  though  unreal  shapes  be  pictured  there. 
And  it  but  mimic  all  we  would  believe 
With  colours  idly  spread, — ^behind,  lurk  Fear 
And  Hope,  twin  destinies;  who  ever  weave 
Their  shadows,  o'er  the  chasm,  sightless  and  drear> 
I  knew  one  who  had'  lifted  it — ^he  sought, 
For  his  lost  heart  was  tender,  things  to  love. 
But  found  them  not,  alas !  nor  was  there  aught 
The  world  contains,  the  which  he  could  approve. 
Through  the  unheeding  many  he  did  move, 
A  splendour  among  shadows,  a  bright  blot 
Upon  this  gloomy  scene,  a  Spirit  that  strove 
For  truth,  and  like  the  Preacher  found  it  not. 

INVOCATION  TO  MISERY.* 

I. 

COBIE,  be  happy! — sit  by*  me. 
Shadow-vested  Misery : 
Coy,  unwilling,  silent  bride. 
Mourning  in  thy  robe  of  pride. 
Desolation — deified ! 


^  In  the  PottKumoui  Poemi  we  read 

The  ahadowi,  which  the  world  oallt  >ab- 
■tanoe,  there. 

But  in  the  editions  of  1839  the  read- 
ing of  the  text  ia  substituted. 

^  The  word  had  was  omitted  in  the 
Pottkumovi  Poena,  but  supplied  in  the 
first  ediUon  of  1889. 

s  This  poem  was  first  printed  in 
The  Athenaum  in  1832,  and  then  in 
The  Shelley  Papers,  without  variation, 
in  1883.  Mrs.  Shelley  did  not  give  it 
in  the  Potthumoue  Poems,  1824,  but 
introduced  it  into  the  first  edition  of 
1839,  with  variations.    Medwin  called 


it,  in  The  AtheMnm  and  The  SheBey 
Papers,  Iwfoeation  to  Misery,  Mrs. 
Shelley  headed  it  Misery, — a  Frag- 
ment, and  placed  it  among  the  poems 
written  in  1818.  As  a  rule,  Mrs. 
Shelley's  version  corresponds  so  closely 
with  Medwin's  in  punctuation  and 
other  minute  details,  that  I  cannot 
think  she  printed  it  from  a  finished 
MS.  independently  of  him.  I  should 
imagine  that  some  rough  notes  were 
the  authority  for  the  best  variations. 

^  So  in  The  SheUey  Papers,  but  near 
in  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions. 
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II. 

Come,  be  happy ! — sit  near  me : 
Sad  as  I  may  seem  to  thee, 
I  am  happier  far  than  thou, 
Lady,  whose  imperial  brow 
Is  endiademed  with  woe. 


ui. 

Misery!  we  have  known  each  other, 
like  a  sister  and  a  brother 
living  in  tiie  same  lone  home, 
Many  years — ^we  must  live  some 
Hours  or  ages^  yet  to  come. 

IV. 

'Tis  an  evil  lot^  and  yet 
Let  us  make  the  best'  of  it; 
If  love  lives  when  pleasure  dies, 
We  will  love,  till  in  our  eyes' 
This  heart's  Hell  seem  Paradise. 


V. 

Come,  be  happy! — ^lie  thee  down 
On  the  fresh  grass  newly  mown, 
Where  the  Grasshopper  doth  sing 
Merrily— one  joyous  thing 
In  a  world  of  sorrowing ! 


^  So   in   Mrs.  ShelleVs   editioxiB  :  '  In  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions  we  n 

Medwin  reads  Tean  and  agtt.  If  i^yq  ^^^  ^^  ythtm.  pleenm  4tt\ 

«  So  in  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions,  but  Wa  two  will  lore,  fto. 

mo9t  in  The  ShtUey  Paperi^ — probably  I  have  adhered  to  Medwin*s  Ten 

an  error  of  transcription.  as  the  more  like  Shelley. 
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VL 

There  our  tent  shall  be  the  willow, 
And  thine  arm  shall  be  my  pillow;^ 
Sounds  and  odours  sorrowful 
Because  they  once  were  sweet,  shall  lull 
Us  to  slumber,  deep  and  dull 

VIL 

Ha!  thy  frozen  pulses  flutter 

With  a  love  thou  darest  not  utter. 

Thou  art  murmuring — thou  art  weeping — 

Is  thine  icy  bosom  leaping 

While  my  burning  heart  lies  sleeping?' 

VIIL 

Kiss  me ; — oh  !  thy  lips  are  cold : 
Bound  my  neck  thine  arms  enfold — 
They  are  soft,  but  chill  and  dead; 
And  thy  tears  upon  my  head 
Bum  like  points  of  frozen'  lead. 

IX. 

Hasten  to  the  bridal  bed — 
Underneath  the  grave  'tis  spread: 
In  darkness  may  our  love  be  hid. 
Oblivion  be  our  coverlid — 
We  may  rest,  and  none  forbid. 


So  in  T^  SheUejf  Papert,  but  in 
B.  Shelley's  editionB 

And  mine  Aim  ahall  be  thj  pillow ; 

^bably  an  accidental  transposition 

pronouns,  as  tlie  next  stansa  but 

)  clearly  shews  Medwin*s  reading  to 

correct. 

'  1  gire  these  three  lines  as  given  by 


Mrs.  Shelley.     Medwin   printed  the 

stansa  with  a  central  line  of  asterisks 

and  the  final  couplet, 

Thoa  art  xnunnnrinc,  thon  art  weeping, 
Wbilift  my  burning  boeom'e  leaping. 

'  It  were  perhaps  over  yenturesome 
to  change  this  epithet  for  moUen  ;  but 
I  scarodv  doubt  that  that  was  Shelley's 
word  :  frwth  haidly  makes  sense. 
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Clasp  me  tQl  our  hearts  be  grown 
like  two  shadows^  into  one; 
Till  this  dreadful  transport  may 
like  a  vapour  fade  away, 
In  the  sleep  that  lasts  alway. 

XI. 

We  may  dream,  in  that  long  sleep, 
That  we  are  not  those  who  weep; 
E'en  as  Pleasure  dreams  of  thee, 
life-deserting  Misery, 
Thou  mayst  dream  of  her  with  me. 

XIL 

Let  us  laugh,  and  make  our  mirth. 
At  the  shadows  of  the  earth, 
As  dogs  bay  the  moonlight  clouds. 
Which,'  like  spectres  wrapt  in  shrouds. 
Pass  o'er  night  in  multitudes. 

XIII. 

All  the  wide  world,  beside  us 
Show  like  multitudinous 
Puppets  passing  from  a  scene; 
What  but  mockery  c€ui  they  mean, 
Where  I  am — ^where  thou  hast  been  ?* 


^  So  in  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions,  but  in  a  form  which  does  not  oomi 

Uven  in  Medwin's.  itself  to  me  at  all, — ^Uius  : 

*So    in  Mrs.    Shelley's    editions:  AU  tlM  wide  world  bedd*  ut 

That  in  Medwin's.  ^  J**  '^^^"^SS? 

iimir-     IT          •                      •     "M-  Shadow!  ihlftiny  from  a  womt 

'This  stanxa  is  given  as  m  Mrs.  What  but  mooSnyiiu^ili^aMNi 

Shelley's  editions.     Medwin  g^res  it  Wheratrai  I?~Whflnilio!ilMStlMi 
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TO  MARY 


0  Mary  dear,  that  you  were  here 
With  your  brown  eyes  bright  and  clear, 
And  your  sweet  voice,  like  a  bird 
Singing  love  to  its  lone  mate 

In  the  ivy  bower  disconsolate;  s 

Voice  the  sweetest  ever  heard! 

And  your  brow  more  . . . 

Than  the  sky 

Of  this  azure  Italy. 

Mary  dear,  come  to  me  soon,  lo 

1  am  not  weU  whilst  thou  art  far; 
As  sunset  to  tHe  sphered  moon. 
As  twilight  to  the  western  star. 
Thou,  belovM,  art  to  me. 

0  Mary  dear,  that  you  were  here;  15 

The  Castle  echo  whispers  "Here!" 


THE  WOODMAN  AND  THE  NIGHTINGALK« 

A  WOODMAN  whose  rough  heart  was  out  of  tune 
(I  think  such  hearts  yet  never  came  to  good) 
Hated  to  hear,  under  the  stars  or  moon. 

One  nightingale  in  an  interfluous  wood 
Satiate  the  hungry  dark  with  melody; — 
And  as  a  vale  is  watered  by  a  flood, 

^  Fint  giyen  by  Mn.  Shelley  (to      to  be  correct. 
Whom,  of  oourse,  the  lines  are  ad-  '  Mrs.  Shelley  first  gave  this  frag- 


l)   in  the   Potthumou*  Poenu,  ment  in  the  Potthumous  Poems,  1824^ 

1624,  dated  *'  Este,  September,  1818."  — aU  but  the  last  three  lines,  which 

In  this  first  version  we  read  Oh  /  in*  first  appeared  in  Mr.  Qamett's  ReUes 

Ktead  of  0  at  the  beginning  of  the  of  Shdley,    In  the  collected  editions, 

ftnt  and  penultimate  Imes.   The  0  of  the   poem  appears  among  those  of 

the  collected  editions  is  more  likely  1818. 

VOL  ni.                                   E  E 
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Or  as  the  moonlight  fills  the  open  sky 
Struggling  with  darkness — as  a  tuherose 
Peoples  some  Indian  dell  with  scents  which  lie 

Like  clouds  above  the  flower  from  which  they  rose,      w 

The  singing  of  that  happy  nightingale 

In  this  sweet  forest,  from  the  golden  close 

• 

Of  evening,  till  the  star  of  dawn  may  fail, 

Was  interfused  upon  the  silentness; 

The  folded  roses  and  the  violets  pale  »  " 

Heard  her  within  their  slumbers,  the  abyss 
Of  heaven  with  all  its  planets ;  the  dull  ear 
Of  the  night-cradled  earth ;  the  loneliness 

Of  the  circumfluous  waters, — every  sphere 

And  every  flower  and  beam  and  cloud  and  wave,        » 

And  every  wind  of  the  mute  atmosphere, 

And  every  beast  stretched  in  its  rugged  cave. 
And  every  bird  lulled  on  its  mossy  bough. 
And  every  silver  moth  fresh  from  the  grave, 

Whicli  is  its  cradle — ever  from  below  » 

Aspiring  like  one  who  loves  too  fair,  too  far. 
To  be  consumed  within  the  purest  glow 

Of  one  serene  and  unapproachfed  star. 

As  if  it  were  a  lamp  of  earthly  light,^ 

Unconscious,  as  some  liuniau  lovers  are,  * 

Itself  how  low,  how  high  beyond  all  height 

The  heaven  where  it  would  perish ! — and  every  form 

That  worshipped  in  the  temple  of  the  night 

*  Cf.  EjiipsifcJitdinUf  line  224 
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Was  awed  into  delight,  and  by  the  charm 

Girt  as  with  an  interminable  zone,  ss 

Whilst  that  sweet  bird,  whose  music  was  a  storm 

Of  sound,  shook  forth  the  dull  oblivion 
Out  of  their  dreams ;  harmony  became  love 
In  every  soul  but  one. 


And  so  this  man  returned  with  axe  and  saw  40 

At  evening  close  from  killing  tlie  tall  treen, 
The  soul  of  whom  by  nature's  gentle  law 

Was  each  a  wood-nymph,  and  kept  ever  green 
The  pavement  and  the  roof  of  the  wild  copse, 
Chequering  the  sunlight  of  the  blue  serene  45 

With  jaggM  leaves, — and  from  the  forest  tops 
Singing  the  winds  to  sleep— or  weeping  oft 
Fast  showers  of  aerial  water  drops 

Into  their^  mother's  bosom,  sweet  and  soft, 

Nature's  pure  tears  which  have  no  bitterness; —  so 

Around  tlie  cradles  of  the  birds  aloft 

They  spread  themselves  into  the  loveliness 

Of  fan-like  leaves,  and  over  pallid  flowers 

Hang  like  moist  clouds : — or,  where  high  branches  kiss, 

Make  a  green  space  among  the  silent  bowers,  55 

Like  a  vast  fane  in  a  metropolis. 
Surrounded  by  the  columns  and  the  towers 

^  Mr.  Roimtti  altera  tKeir  to  her,      done  so,  whatever  grammatical  exact- 
I    do  not  think  Shelley  would  have      neaa  might  indicate. 

D     -n    *) 
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All  overwrouglit  with  branch-like  traceries 
In  which  there  is  religion — and  the  mute 
Persuasion  of  unkindled  melodies. 

Odours  and  gleams  and  nurmurs,  which  the  lute 

Of  the  blind  pilot-spirit  of  the  blast 

Stirs  as  it  sails,  now  grave  and  now  acute. 

Wakening  the  leaves  and  waves,  ere  it  has  past 
To  such  brief  imison  as  on  the  brain 
One  tone,  which  never  can  recur,  has  cast. 

One  accent  never  to  return  ajrain. 


«5 


The  world  is  full  of  Woodmen  who  expel 
Love's  gentle  Dryads  from  the  haunts  of  life, 
And  vex  the  nightingales  in  every  delL 


:« 


FRAGMENT  OF  AN  ADDRESS  TO  BYRON.^ 

O  MIGHTY  mind,  in  whose  deep  stream  this  age 
Shakes  like  a  reed  in  the  unheeding  storm, 
"Why  dost  thou  curb  not  thine  own  sacred  rage? 


FRAGMENT  TO  SILENCE.  2 

Silence  !    0  well  are  Death  and  Sleep  and  Thou 
Three  brethren  named,  the  guardians  gloomy-winged 


^  From  Rdic4  of  ShdUy.    The  Bug- 

Sestion  that  the  lines  are  to  Byron  is 
[r.  Ros8etti*8.    I  think  there  can  be 
no  doubt  about  the  matter. 

'  From  Rdici  of  Shdley,  assigned  to 
the  year  1818  by  Mr.  Gamett.  Mrs. 
Shelley  seems  to  have  deciphered  this 
fragment,    whether    from    the  same 


draft  as  that  dedphered  by  Mr.  Gfl" 
nett  I  cannot  say  ;  but  I  afanoit  fft 
peot  not.  Mr.  Charlea  Cowdcn  Ckrii 
has  a  transcript  in  Mzt.  BbAf^ 
writing  of  this  and  the  two  fr^nw* 
addressed  to  Music  at  pp.  40^-4  i 
this  volume :  for  a  copy  of  these  I  tf 
indebted  to  Mrs.  Clarke. 
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Of  one  abyss,  where  life,  and  truth,  and  joy 

Are  swallowed  up— yet  spare  me,  Spirit,^  pity  me. 

Until  the  sounds  I  hear  become  my  soul. 

And  it  has  left  these  faint  and  weary  limbs, 

To  track  along  the  lapses  of  the  air 

This  wandering  melody*  until  it  rests 

Among  lone  mountains  in  some  .   .   . 

FRAGMENT.^ 

The  fierce  beasts  of  the  woods  and  wildei-nesses 
Track  not  the  steps  of  him  who  drinks  of  it; 
For  the  light  breezes,  which  for  ever  fleet 
Around  its  margin,  heap  tlie  sand  thereon. 

FEAGMENT. 

My  head  is  wild  with  weeping  for  a  grief 
Which  is  the  shadow  of  a  gentle  mind. 

I  walk  into  the  air,  (but  no  relief 

To  seek, — or  haply,  if  I  sought,  to  find; 

It  came  unsought) ; — to  wonder  that  a  chief 
Among  men's  spirits  should  be  cold  and  blind. 

FllAGilENT. 

FLOumsHiNG  vine,  whose  kindling  clusters  glow 
Beneath  the  autumnal  sim,  none  taste  of  thee ; 

For  thou  dost  shi'oud  a  ruin,  and  below 
The  rotting  bones  of  dead  antiquity. 

^  O  9pirU,  in  Mrs.  SheUey's  trans-  '  This  and  the  two  following  f  rag- 

^pt;  but  Mr.  Gamett  omits  0.  menta  first  appeared  in  "blr,  RossetU's 

'In  the  transcript  These  tpandering  edition,  having  been  disoovereil  by  Mr. 

HdoditM.    At  this  point  Mrs.  Shelley  Gamett  among  Sir  Percy  Shelley '■ 

:»reaks  off.  MSS. 
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SCENE  FROM  "  TASSO."^ 


Maddalo,  a  Cawrtitr, 
Malpiglio,  a  Poet, 


PiGXA,  a  Minisier. 
Albano,  an  UtKer. 


Maddalo. 

No  access  to  the  Duke!    You  have  not  said 
That  the  Count  Maddalo  would  speak  with  him  ? 

PiGNA. 

Did  you  inform  his  Grace  that  Signer  Pigna 
Waits  with  state  papers  for  his  signature  ? 

Malpiglio. 

The  Lady  Leonora  cannot  know 

Tliat  I  have  written  a  sonnet  to  her  fame, 

In  which  I  Venus  and  Adonis. 

You  should  not  take  my  gold  and  serve  me  not 


^  ThiB  fragment,  from  the  Jidic*  of 
ShtUeyy  was  introduced  by  Sir.  Qar- 
nett  with  the  following  note  : — "*I 
have    devoted,'  Shelley  wrote   from 
Milan,  April    20,  1818,   'this    sum- 
mer, and  indeed  the  next  year,  to  the 
composition  of  a  tragedy  on  Uie  sub- 
ject of  Tasso's  madness ;  which  I  find 
upon  inspection  is,  if  properly  treated, 
admirably    dramatic    and    poeticaL' 
Brief  and  slight  as  the  following  frag- 
ment is,  it  is  highly  interesting,  as 
affording  some  clue  to  the  manner  in 
which  Shelley  would  have  treated  a 
subject  which  he  long  meditated,  and 
never,  perhaps,  finally  abandoned.     It 
would  appear  that  the  envy  of  court- 


iers and  Tas8o*s  rivals  woul< 
been  among  the  principal  elemi 
the  action  ;  the  piece  would 
quently  have  borne  little  reteo 
to  Goethe's  Tium),  which  it  is 
ful  whether  Shelley  ever  rea 
subject  could  have  been  ma 
genial  to  the  latter.  He  was  p 
withheld  from  attempting  it 
appearance  of  Byron's  Lamad  ^ 
and  his  reluctance  to  enter  int 
rent  competition  with  a  bu 
whose  genius  his  modesty,  eoi 
by  the  unanimoas  voice  of  h 
temporaries,  induced  him  to 
an  unmerited  pre-eminence  c 
own." 
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Albano. 

In  truth  I  told  her,  and  she  smiled  and  said, 

"  If  I  am  Venus,  thou,  coy  Poesy  lo 

Art  the  Adonis  whom  I  love,  and  he 

The  Erymanthian  boar  that  wounded  him." 

O  trust  to  me.  Signer  Malpiglio, 

Those  nods  and  smiles  were  fiavours  worth  the  zechin. 

Malpiguo. 

The  words  are  twisted  in  some  double  sense  15 

That  I  reach  not:  the  smiles  fell  not  on  me. 

PiGNA. 

How  are  the  Duke  and  Duchess  occupied  ? 

Albano. 

Buried  in  some  strange  talk.    The  Duke  was  leaning. 

His  finger  on  his  brow,  his  lips  unclosed. 

The  Princess  sate  within  the  window-seat,  20 

And  so  her  face  was  hid;  but  on  her  knee 

Her  hands  were  clasped,  veinM,  and  pale  as  snow, 

And  quivering — ^young  Tasso,  too,  was  there. 

Maddalo. 

Thou  seest  on  whom  from  thine  own  worshipped  heaven 
Thou  drawest  down  smiles — they  did  not  rain  on  thee. 

Malpiguo. 

Would  they  were  parching  lightnings  for  his  sake         m 
On  whom  they  fell! 
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SONG  FOR  "  TASSO."  ^ 

I. 
I  LOVED — ^alas !   our  life  is  love ; 
But  when  we  cease  to  breathe  and  move 
I  do  suppose  love  ceases  too. 
I  thought,  but  not  as  now  I  do, 
Keen  thoughts  and  bright  of  linkM  lore. 
Of  all  that  men  had  thought  before. 
And  all  that  nature  shows,  and  more. 

II. 

And  still  I  love  and  still  I  tliink. 
But  strangely,  for  my  heart  can  drink 
The  dregs  of  such  despair,  and  live, 
And  love; 

And  if  I  think,  my  thoughts  come  fast, 
I  mix  the  present  with  the  past. 
And  each  seems  ugUer  than  the  last. 

III. 

Sometimes  I  see  before  me  flee 

A  silver  spirit's  form,  like  thee, 

O  Leonora,  and  I  sit 

Still  watching  it, 

Till  by  the  grated  casement's  ledge 

It  fades,  with  such  a  sigh,  as  sedge 

Breathes  o'er  the  breezy  streamlet's  edge. 

'  First  given  by  Mrs.  Shelley  in  the  sary   to  preserve  the  indieati 

Posthumous  Poems,  1824,  and  placed  hiatus  at  the  end  of  the  fourth 

ia  the  collected  editions,  among  poems  stanza  II,  and  the  beginmng 

of  181 8.     1  have  not  thought  it  neoes-  fourth  line  of  stanza  III. 
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I. 


Let  those  who  pine  in  pride  or  in  revenge, 
Or  think  that  ill  for  ill  should  be  repaid, 

Or  barter  wrong  for  wrong,  until  the  exchange 
Euins  the  merchants  of  such  thriftless  trade, 

Visit  the  tower  of  Vado,  and  unlearn 

Such  bitter  faith  beside  Marenghi's  urn. 

II. 
A  massy  tower  yet  overhangs  the  town, 
A  scattered  group  of  ruined  dwellings  now. 


III. 

Another  scene  ere  wise  Etruria  knew 
Its  second  ruin  through  internal  strife. 

And  tyrants  through  the  breach  of  discord  threw 
The  chain  which  binds  and  kills.     As  death  to  life. 

As  winter  to  fair  flowers  (though  some  be  poison) 

So  Monarchy  succeeds  to  Freedom's  foison. 

IV. 
In  Pisa's  church  a  cup  of  sculptured  gold 

Was  brimming  with  the  blood  of  feuds  forsworn 


^  Mrs.  Shelley  gave  stanzas  VII  to 
XV  of  this  fragment  in  tho  Posthum- 
ous Poems.  The  rest  was  transcribed 
by  Mr.  Gamett,  from  a  Note  Book 
in  Sir  Percy  Shelley's  posseesion,  and 
first  appeared  in  Mr.  Roesetti's  edition. 
Mrs.  Shelley  inscribed  at  tho  end 
Naplesy  1818.  Mr.  Rossetti  adds  Dc- 
caiber.  In  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions  the 
title  irt  given  as  Alazcnghi ;  and  tho 
following  note  is  added  :  "  This  frag' 
mcut    refem    to  an  event^    told    in 


Sismondi's  Histoire  des  JUpubliquet 
Italiennes,  which  occurred  during  the 
war  when  Florence  finally  subdued 
Pisa,  and  reduced  it  to  a  province. 
The  opening  stanzas  are  addressed  to 
the  conquering  dty."  Mr.  Rossetti 
was  the  first  editor  who  appears  to 
have  taken  the  trouble  to  refer  to 
Sifimondi  and  ascertain  that  the  hero's 
name  was  MarenghL  The  "  opening 
8t&nza'*  in  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions  is 
tliat  numbered  VII  in  this  edition. 
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At  sacrament :  more  holy  ne'er  of  old 

Etrurians  mingled  with  the  shades  forlorn 
Of  moon-illumined  forests. 

«  «  «  «  « 

V. 

And  reconciling  factions  wet  their  lips 

With  that  dread  wine^  and  swear  to  keep  each  spin 
Undarkened  by  their  country's  last  eclipse. 

«  «  «  •  • 

VI. 

Was  Florence  the  liberticide  ?  that  band 

Of  free  and  glorious  brothers  who  had  planted, 

Like  a  green  isle  'mid  ./Ethiopian  sand, 
A  nation  amid  slaveries,  disenchanted 

Of  many  impious  faiths — ^wise,  just — do  they, 

Does  Florence,  gorge  the  sated  tyrants'  prey? 

vn. 
O  foster-nurse  of  man's  abandoned  glory. 

Since  Athens,  its  great  mother,  sunk  in  splendour; 
Thou  shadowest  forth  that  mighty  shape  in  story. 

As  ocean  its  wrecked  fanes,  severe  yet  tender: — 
The  light-invested  angel  Poesy 
Was  drawn  from  the  dim  world  to  welcome  thee. 

vin. 
And  thou  in  painting  didst  transcribe  all  taught 

By  loftiest  meditations;  marble  knew 
The  sculptor's  fearless  soul — and  as  he  wrought, 

The  grace  of  his  own  power  and  freedom  grew. 
And  more  than  all,  heroic,  just,  sublime, 
Thou  wert  among  the  false — ^was  this  thy  crime? 

IX. 

Yes ;  and  on  Pisa's  marble  walls  the  twine 
Of  direst  weeds  hangs  garlanded — the  snake 
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Inhabits  its  wrecked  palaces; — ^in  thine 

A  beast  of  subtler  venom  now  doth  make 
Its  lair,  and  sits  amid  their  glories  overthrown, 
And  thus  thy  victim's  fate  is  as  thine  own. 

The  sweetest  flowers  are  ever  frail  and  rare, 
And  love  and  freedom  blossom  but  to  wither; 

And  good  and  ill  like  vines  entangled  are, 

So  that  their  grapes  may  oft  be  plucked  together; — 

Divide  the  vintage  ere  thou  drink,  then  make 

Thy  heart  rejoice  for  dead  Marenghi's  sake. 

XI. 

No  record  of  his  crime  remains  in  story. 
But  if  the  morning  bright  as  evening  shone. 

It  was  some  high  and  holy  deed,  by  glory 
Pursued  into  forgetfulness,  which  won 

From  the  blind  crowd  he  made  secure  and  free 

The  patriot's  meed,  toil,  death,  and  infamy. 

XII. 

For  when  by  sound  of  trumpet  was  declared 
A  price  upon  his  life,  and  there  was  set 

A  penalty  of  blood  on  all  who  shared 
So  much  of  water  with  him  as  might  wet 

His  lips,  which  speech  divided  not — ^he  went 

Alone,  as  you  may  guess,  to  banishment. 

XIII. 
Amid  the  mountains,  like  a  hunted  beast. 
He  hid  himself,  and  hunger,  toil,  and  cold,^ 

*  In  Mn.  SheUey  tf  editionu,    cold,      cold,  which  is  of  coune  right 
find  tail ;  in  Mr.  lionetti's  knlf  and 
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Month  after  month  endured;  it  was  a  feast 

Whene'er  he  found  those  globes  of  deep-red  gold 
Which  in  the  woods  the  strawberry-tree  doth  bear, 
Suspended  in  their  emerald  atmosphere. 

XIV. 

And  in  the  roofless  huts  of  vast  morasses. 

Deserted  by  the  fever-stricken  serf, 
All  overgrown  with  reeds  and  long  rank  grasses, 

And  hillocks  heaped  of  moss-inwoven  turf. 
And  where  the  huge  and  speckled  aloe  made, 
Booted  in  stones,  a  broad  and  pointed  shade, 

XV. 

He  housed  himself.    There  is  a  point  of  strand 
Near  Vado's^  tower  and  town;  and  on  one  side 

The  treacherous  marsh  divides  it  firom  the  land, 
Shadowed  by  pine  and  ilex  forests  wide. 

And  on  the  other  creeps  eternally. 

Through  muddy  weeds,  the  shallow  sullen  sea. 

XVL 

Here  the  earth's  breath  is  pestilence,  and  few 
But  things  whose  nature  is  at  war  with  life — 

Snakes  and  ill  worms— endure  its  mortal  dew. 
The  trophies  of  the  clime's  victorious  strife — 

White  bones,  and  locks  of  dun  and  yellow  hair, 

And  ringed  horns  which  buffaloes  did  wear — 


Xvii. 
And  at  the  utmost  point  stood  there 

The  relics  of  a  weed-inwoven  cot, 
Thatched  with  broad  flags.    An  outlawed  murderer 

Had  lived  seven  days  there :  the  pursuit  was  hot 

^  In  Mrs.  Shelley's  editions,  Vada'i:  Mr.  Rossetti  says  Vado  im  th0  name. 
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When  he  was  cold.    The  birds  that  were  liis  grave 
Fell  dead  upon  their  feast  in  Vado's  wave. 

XVIIL 

There  must  have  lived  within  Marenghi's  heart 
That  fire,  more  warm  and  bright  than  life  or  hope^ 

(Which  to  the  martyr  makes  his  dungeon  .  .  . 
More  joyous  than  the  heaven's  majestic  cope 

To  his  oppressor),  warring  with  decay,— 

Or  he  could  ne'er  have  lived  years,  day  by  day. 

XIX. 

Nor  was  his  state  so  lone  as  you  might  think. 

He  had  tamed  every  newt  and  snake  and  toad. 
And  every  seagull  which  sailed  down  to  drink 

Those  ere  the  death-mist  went  abroad. 

And  each  one,  with  peculiar  talk  and  play. 
Wiled,  not  imtaught,  his  silent  time  away. 

XX. 

And  the  marsh-meteors,  like  tame  beasts,  at  night 
Came  licking  with  blue  tongues  his  veined  feet ; 

And  he  would  watch  them,  as,  like  spirits  bright. 
In  many  entangled  figures  quaint  and  sweet 

To  some  inchanted  music  they  would  dance — 

Until  they  vanished  at  the  first  moon-glance. 

XXI. 

He  mocked  the  stars  by  grouping  on  each  weed 
The  summer  dewdrops  in  the  golden  dawn; 

And,  ere  the  hoar-frost  vanished,  he  could  read 
Its  pictured  footprints,  as  on  spots  of  lawn 

Its  delicate  brief  touch  in  silence  weaves 

The  likeness  of  the  wood's  remembered  leaves. 
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xxn. 
And  many  a  fresh  Spring-mom  would  he  awaken^ 

While  yet  the  unrisen  sun  made  glow,  like  iron 
Quivering  in  crimson  fire,  the  peaks  unshaken 

Of  mountains  and  hlue  isles  which  did  environ 
With  air-clad  crags  that  plain  of  land  and  sea, — 
And  feel  liberty. 

XXIII. 

And  in  the  moonless  nights,  when  the  dim  ocean 

Heaved  underneath  the  heaven,  .  . . 
Starting  from  dreams  . . . 

Communed  with  the  immeasurable  world; 
And  felt  his  life  beyond  his  Hmbs  dilated, 
Till  his  mind  grew  like  that  it  contemplated. 

XXIV. 

His  food  was  the  wild  fig  and  strawberry; 

The  milky  pine-nuts  which  the  autumnal  blast 
Shakes  into  the  tall  grass;  and  such  small  fry 

As  from  the  sea  by  winter-storms  are  cast; 
And  the  coarse  bulbs  of  iris-flowers  he  found 
Knotted  in  clumps  under  the  spongy  ground 

XXV. 

And  so  were  kindled  powers  and  thoughts  which  mac 
His  solitude  less  dark.    When  memory  came 

(For  years  gone  by  leave  each  a  deepening  shade). 
His  spirit  basked  in  its  internal  flame, — 

As,  when  the  black  storm  hurries  round  at  night. 

The  fisher  basks  beside  his  red  firelight 

XXVI. 
Yet  human  hopes  and  cares  and  faiths  and  errors, 
Like  billows  unawakened  by  the  wind. 
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Slept  in  Marenglii  still;  but  that  all  terrors, 

Weakness,  and  doubt,  had  withered  in  his  mind. 
His  couch  . . . 


XXVIL 

And,  when  he  saw  beneath  the  sunset's  planet 
A  black  ship  walk  over  the  crimson  ocean, — 

Its  pennons  streaming  on  the  blasts  that  fan  it, 
Its  sails  and  ropes  all  tense  and  without  motion, 

like  the  dark  ghost  of  the  unburied  even 

Striding  across  the  orange-coloured  heaven, — 

XXVIIL 

The  thought  of  his  own  kind  who  made  the  soul 

Which  sped  that  winged  shape  through  night  and  day,- 
The  thought  of  his  own  country  . . .  ^ 


^  These  fngments  would  seem  to 
have  been  meant  as  introdactoiy  to  a 
poetic  aooount  of  the  exploit  of  the 
exiled  Florentine  Pietro  Marenghi, 
told  in  Sismondi's  Histoire  de$  JU» 
pMiqmtt  Itaiienna,  Mr.  Rossetti 
gives,  in  his  notes,  an  extract  of  the 
paassge,  from  the  eighth  volume  of 
the  Paris  edition  of  1826  (pp.  142—8). 
It  is  related  that,  when  the  Floren- 
tines found  themselves  imable  to 
effect  a  breach  in  the  walls  of  Pisa, 
they  attempted  to  reduce  the  city  by 
fainine,  and  that  the  Pisans  sent  some 
galleys  to  get  grain  in  Sicily.  One  of 
these,  surprised  by  vessels  which  the 
Florentines  had  armed  at  Gtonoa,  took 
refuge  under  the  tower  of  Vado  ;  and 
it  is  (presumably)  of  her  approach 


that  Shelley  gives  the  wonderful  pic- 
ture in  stanza  XXVII.  Marenghi, 
promptly  seizing  the  occasion  to  serve 
that  State  whidi  had  cast  him  out, 
swam  to  the  galley  with  a  torch  in 
his  hand,  in  spite  of  arrows  from  the 
Pisans,  and,  though  wounded  in  three 
places,  made  good  his  hold  on  the 
prow,  and  doggedly  applied  his  torch 
till  the  galley  was  effectually  set  on 
fire.  Ifarenghi  regained  the  shore, 
and  the  galley  burnt  in  sight  of  the 
tower  of  Vado.  The  patriot  was  event- 
uallv  recalled  with  honour.  I  give 
the  heads  of  the  story  as  told  b|y  Sis- 
mondi, — not  answering  for  their  au- 
thenticity, in  any  sense,  but  merely 
as  shewing  what  was  to  be  the  sub- 
ject of  Shelley's  poem. 
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I. 

Leigh  Hunt's  Preface  to  "The  Mask  of  Anarchy." 

This  Poem  was  written  by  Mr.  Shelley  on  occasion  of 
^e  bloodshed  at  Manchester,  in  the  year  1819.  I  was 
editor  of  the  Examiner  at  that  time,  and  it  was  sent  to 
Tne  to  be  inserted  or  not  in  that  journal,  as  I  thought  fit. 
Ji  did  not  insert  it,  because  I  thought  that  the  public  at 
large  had  not  become  suflSciently  discerning  to  do  justice 
'to  the  sincerity  and  kind-heartedness  of  the  spirit  that 
"walked  in  this  flaming  robe  of  verse.  His  charity  was 
mvowedly  more  than  proportionate  to  his  indignation;  yet 
I  thought  that  even  the  suffering  part  of  the  people, 
judging,  not  unnaturally,  from  their  own  feelings,  and 
fiom  the  exasperation  which  suffering  produces  before  it 
jnroduces  knowledge,  would  believe  a  hundred-fold  in  his 
«nger,  to  what  they  would  in  his  good  intention  ;  and 
"this  made  me  fear  that  the  common  enemy  would  take 
advantage  of  the  mistake  to  do  them  both  a  disservice. 
3fr.  Shelley's  writings  have  since  aided  the  general  pro- 
gress of  knowledge  in  bringing  about  a  wiser  period  ;  and 
effusion,  which  would  have   got  him   cruelly  misrepre- 
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sented  a  few  years  back,  will  now  do  unequivocal  honoo 
to  Ins  memory,  and  show  every  body  what  a  most  cob 
siderate  and  kind,  as  well  as  fervent  heart,  the  cause  ( 
the  world  has  lost. 

Tlie  Poem,  thoxigh  written  purposely  in  a  lax  an 
familiar  measure,  is  highly  characteristical  of  the  autho 
It  has  the  usual  ardour  of  his  tone,  tlie  unboonde 
sensibility  by  which  he  combines  the  most  domestic  wil 
the  most  remote  and  fanciful  images,  and  the  patience,  a 
beautifully  checking,  and,  in  fact,  produced  by  the  extrem 
impatience  of  his  moral  feeling.  His  patience  is  th 
deposit  of  many  impatiences,  acting  upon  an  equal  measoi 
of  understanding  and  moral  taste.  His  wisdom  is  th 
wisdom  of  a  heart  overcharged  with  sensibility,  acqniii^ 
the  profoimdest  notions  of  justice  from  the  comply 
sym^mthy,  and  at  once  taking  refuge  from  its  pain,  am 
working  out  its  extremest  purposes,  in  the  adoption  of 
stubborn  and  loving  fortitude  which  neutralizes  resistanci 
His  very  strokes  of  humour,  while  they  startle  with  thd 
extravagance  and  even  ghastliness,  cut  to  the  heart  witl 
pathos.  The  fourth  and  fifth  stanzas,  for  instance,  of  thi 
Poem,  involve  an  allusion  which  becomes  affecting  bom 
our  knowing  what  he  must  have  felt  when  he  wrote  il 
It  is  to  liis  children,  who  were  taken  from  him  by  th 
late  Lord  Chancellor,  under  that  preposterous  law  Ir 
which  every  succeeding  age  might  be  made  to  blush  fo 
the  tortures  inflicted  on  the  opinions  of  its  predecessor. 

"Anarchy,  the  Skeleton"  riding  through  the  streets,  aw 
grinning  and  bowing  on  eacli  side  of  him. 

As  well  as  if  liis  education 

Had  cost  ten  millions  to  the  nation, 

is  another  instance  of  the  union  of  ludicrousness  wid 
terror.  Hope,  looking  "more  like  Despair,"  and  layin 
herself  down   before  his  horses'  feet  to  die,  is  a  touching 
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image.     The  description  of  the  rise   and  growth   of  the 
Pablic  Enlightenment, 

upborne  on  wings  whose  gram 


Was  as  the  light  of  sunny  rain, 

md  producing  "thoughts"  as  he  went, 

As  stars  from  night's  loose  hair  are  shaken, 

till  on  a  sudden  the  prostrate  multitude  look  up, 

and  ankle-deep  in  blood, 
Hope,  that  maiden  most  serene, 
Was  walking  with  a  quiet  mien, 

is  rich  with  the  author's  usual  treasure  of  im^ery  and 
iplendid  words.  Tlie  sixty-third  is  a  delicious  stanza, 
psoducing  a  most  happy  and  comforting  picture  in  the 
midst  of  visions  of  blood  and  tumult.  We  see  the  light 
from  its  cottage  window.  The  substantial  blessings  of 
S!reedom  are  nobly  described;  and  lastly,  the  advice  given 
by  the  poet,  the  great  national  measure  recommended  by 
him,  is  singularly  striking  as  a  political  anticipation.  It 
advises  what  has  since  taken  place,  and  what  was  felt  by 
tlie  grown  wisdom  of  the  age  to  be  the  only  thing  which 
mould  take  place,  with  effect,  as  a  final  rebuke  and  nullifi- 
Qfttion  of  the  Tories ;  to  wit,  a  calm,  lawful,  and  inflexible 
preparation  for  resistance  in  the  shape  of  a  protesting 
nmltitude, — the  few  against  the  many, — the  laborious  and 
SofTering  against  the  spoilt  children  of  monopoly, — Man- 
kind against  Tory-kind.  It  is  true  the  Poet  recommends 
Chat  there  should  be  no  active  resistance,  come  what 
Knight ;  which  is  a  piece  of  fortitude,  however  effective, 
^^hich  we  beb'eve  was  not  contemplated  by  the  Political 
Anions :  yet,  in  point  of  the  spirit  of  tlie  thing,  the 
^access  he  anticipates  has  actually  occurred,  and  after  his 
^rery  fashion ;  for  there  really  has  been  no  resistance, 
cept    by    multitudinous    protest.      The    Tories,    however 
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desirous  they  showed  themselves  to  draw  their  swords,  did 
not  draw  them.    The  battle  was  won  without  a  hlow. 

Mr.  Slielley's  countrjrmen  know  how  anxious  he  was  for 
the  advancement  of  the  common  good,  but  they  have  yet 
to  become   acquainted   with   his  anxiety  in  behalf  of  this 
particular    means   of  it — Reform.    The  first  time  I  heard 
from  liim,  was   upon   the   subject :    it  was  before  I  knew 
liim,  and   while  he  was  a  student  at  Oxford,  in   the  year 
1811.     So  early  did   he  begin  his  career  of  philanthropy ! 
Mankind,  and   their  interests,  were   scarcely   ever   out  of 
Ids  thoughts.     It  was  a  moot  point  when  he  entered  your 
room,   whether  he   would  begin   with   some   half-pleasant, 
half-pensive  joke,  or  quote   something   Greek,  or  ask  some 
question    about    public    affairs.     I    remember    his    coming 
upon  me  when  I  had  not  seen  him  for  a  long  time;  and  , 
after    grappling    my    hands   with   both   his,    in   his  usual 
fervent   manner,   sitting    down,   and   looking   at   me  veiy   j 
earnestly,  with  a  deep  though  not  melancholy  interest  in   * 
his   face.    We   were   sitting  in  a  cottage    study    with  our    ■ 
knees  to  the   fire,  to  which  we   had  been  getting   nearer  ,i 
and  nearer  in  the  comfort  of  finding  ourselves   together; 
the  jJeasure  of  seeing  him  was   my   only  feeling  at  the 
moment ;    and    the    air   of   domesticity    about   us   was  so 
complete  that  I  thought   he  was  going  to   speak  of  some 
family  matter — either    his    or   my    own  ;   when   he  asked  J 
me,  at  the  close  of  an   intensity  of  pause,  what  was  "the   , 
amount  of  the  National  Debt." 

I  used  to  rally  him  on  the  apparent  inconsequentiality  ^ 
of  his  manner  upon  these  occasions  ;  and  he  was  always 
ready  to  carry  on  the  joke,  because  he  said  that  my 
laughter  did  not  hinder  my  being  in  eai'nest  With 
deepest  love  and  admiration  was  my  laughter  mixed,  or  I 
should  not  have  ventured  upon  paying  him  the  compli- 
ment of  it. 
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I  have  now  before  me  his  corrected  proof  of  an  anony- 
mous pamphlet  which  he  wrote  in  the  year  1817,  entitled 
"A  Proposal  for  Putting  Eeform  to  the  Vote  through  the 
Crountry."  I  will  make  an  extract  or  two  from  it,  to 
shew  how  zealous  he  was  on  the  subject ;  how  generous 
in  the  example  which  he  offered  to  set  in  behalf  of 
Reform  ;  and  how  judicious  as  well  as  fervent  this  most 
calumniated  and  noble  spirit  could  be  in  recommending 
the  most  avowed  of  his  opinions.  The  title-page  of  the 
proof  is  scrawled  over  with  sketches  of  trees  and  foliage, 
vrhich  was  a  habit  of  Ids  in  the  intervals  of  thinking, 
irhenever  he  had  pen  or  pencil  in  hand.  He  would 
indulge  in  it  while  waiting  for  you  at  an  inn,  or  in  a 
ioor-way,  scratching  his  elms  and  oak-trees  on  the  walls. 
He  did  them  very  spiritedly,  and  with  what  the  painters 
call  a  gusto,  particularly  in  point  of  grace.  If  he  had 
room,  he  would  add  a  cottage,  and  a  piece  of  water,  with 
a  sailing  boat  mooring  among  the  trees.  TIus  was  his 
beau  ideal  of  a  life,  the  repose  of  which  was  to  be  earned 
by  zeal  for  his  species,  and  warranted  by  the  common 
good.  What  else  the  image  of  a  boat  brings  to  the 
memory  of  those  who  have  lost  him,  I  will  not  say, 
especially  as  he  is  still  with  us  in  his  writings.  But  it 
is  worth  observing  how  agreeably  this  habit  of  sketching 
trees  and  bowers  evinced  the  gentleness  of  my  friend's 
nature,  the  longing  he  had  for  rest,  and  the  smallness  of 
his  personal  desires. 

It  has  been  hastily  implied  in  a  late  notice  of  him,  in 
a  periodical  work,  that  he  was  an  aristocrat  by  disposition 
as  well  as  birth  ;  a  conclusion  natural  enough,  even  with 
intelligent  men,  who  have  been  bred  among  aristocratical 
influences  ;  but  it  is  a  pity  that  any  such  persons  should 
give  it  as  their  opinion,  because  it  tends  to  confirm 
inferior  understandings  in  a  similar  delusion,  and  to  make 
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the  vulgarity  of  would-be  refinement  still  more  confident 
in  its  assimiptions.  It  is  acknowledged  on  all  hands,  that 
Mr.  Shelley's  mind  was  not  one  to  be  measured  bj 
common  rules, — not  even  by  such  as  the  vulgar,  great  or 
small,  take  for  uncommon  ones,  or  for  cunning  pieces  of 
corporate  knowledge  snugly  kept  between  one  another.  If 
there  is  anything  which  I  can  affirm  of  my  bdoTed 
friend,  with  as  much  confidence  as  the  fact  of  his  being 
benevolent  aiid  a  friend,  it  is  that^  he  was  totally  free 
from  mistakes  of  this  kind ;  that  he  never  for  one 
moment  confounded  the  claims  of  real  and  essential,  with 
tliose  of  conventional  refinement ;  or  allowed  one  to  be 
substituted  for  the  other  in  his  mind  by  any  compromise 
of  his  self-love. 

I  will  admit  it  to  be  'possible,  that  there  were  moments 
in  wliich  he  might  have  been  deceived  in  his  estimation 
of  people's  manners,  in  consequence  of  those  to  whidi 
he  had  been  early  accustomed  ;  but  the  charge  implied 
against  him  involves  a  conscious,  or  at  least  an  habitual, 
preference  of  what  are  called  high-bred  manners,  for  their 
own  sakes,  apart  from  the  natures  of  those  who  exhibited 
them,  and  to  the  disadvantage  of  those  to  whom  they  had 
not  been  tauglit.  I  can  affirm  that  it  is  a  total  mistake, 
and  that  he  partook  of  no  such  weakness.  I  have  seen 
him  indeed  draw  himself  up  with  a  sort  of  irrepressible  air 
of  dignified  objection,  when  moral  vulgarity  was  betrayed 
in  his  presence,  whatever  might  have  been  the  rank  of 
the  betrayer ;  but  nobody  could  hail  with  greater  joy  and 
simplicity,  or  meet  upon  more  equal  grounds,  the  instinct 
of  a  real  delicacy  and  good  intention,  come  in  what  shape 
it  might.  Why  should  he  have  done  otherwise  ?  He  was 
Shelley;  and  not  merely  a  man  of  that  name.  What  had 
ordinary  high  life,  and  its  pretensions,  and  the  getting 
togetlier  of  a  few  people  for  the  sake  of  gi^'ing  themsel>'es 
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i  little  importance,  to  do  vdth  his  universal  affinities?  It 
was  finely  said  one  day  in  my  hearing  by  Mr.  Hazlitt, 
i^hen  asked  why  he  could  not  temporize  a  little  now  and 
\hesi,  or  make  a  compromise  with  an  untruth,  that  it  was 
^*  not  worth  his  while."  It  was  not  worth  Mr.  Shelley's 
<Mrliile  to  be  an  aristocrat.  His  spirit  was  large  enough  to 
take  ten  aristocracies  into  the  hollow  of  his  hand,  and 
look  at  them  as  I  have  seen  liim  look  at  insects  from  a 
tree,  certainly  with  no  thought  either  of  superiority  or  the 
reverse,  but  with  a  curious  interest. 

That  quintessence  of  gentlemanly  demeanour  wliich  was 
observable  in  Mr.  Shelley,  in  drawing-rooms,  when  he  was 
not  over-thoughtful,  was  nothing  but  an  exquisite  combina- 
tion of  sense,  moral  grace,  and  habitual  sympathy.  It 
was  more  dignified  than  what  is  called  dignity  in  others, 
because  it  was  the  heait  of  the  thing  itself,  or  intrinsic 
worth,  graced  by  the  sincerest  idealism ;  and  not  a 
response  made  by  imputed  merit  to  the  homage  of  the 
imputers.  Tlie  best  conventional  dignity  could  have  no 
more  come  up  to  it,  than  the  trick  of  an  occasion  to  the 
truth  of  a  life.^ 

But  if  an  aristocracy  of  intellect  and  morals  were  required, 
he  was  the  man  for  one  of  their  leaders.  High  and 
princely  was   the  example  he  could  set  to  an  aristocracy 

^  The  consciuusneM  of  poBsessing  the  respect  of  others,  apart  from  any 
reason  for  it  but  a  conventional  one,  will  sometimes  produce  a  really  fine 
expression  of  countenance,  where  the  nature  is  good.  On  the  other  hand,  I 
have  seen  Mr.  Shelley,  from  a  doubt  of  the  sympathy  of  those  around  him, 
suddenly  sink  from  the  happier  look  above  described,  into  an  expression  of 
misgiving  and  even  of  destitution,  that  was  extremely  touching.  It  arose 
out  of  a  sudden  impression,  that  all  the  sympathy  was  on  his  aide. 
Sympathy  is  uudoubtodly  the  one  thing  needful  and  final ;  and  though  the 
receipt  of  it  on  false  grounds,  appears  the  most  formidable  obstacle  in  the 
way  of  its  true  ascendancy,  and  is  so,  yet  out  of  the  very  spirit  of  that 
fact  will  come  the  salvation  of  the  world ;  for  when  once  a  right  view  of 
it  gein  into  fashion,  the  prejudices  as  well  as  understandings  of  mankind 
will  he  as  much  on  that  side  ns  they  .'ire  against  it  now,  and  the  accelera- 
tion of  good  be  without  a  drawback.    [Hunt's  Notk.] 
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of  a  dififerent  sort,  as  the  reader  will  see  by  the  following 
extract  from  his  pamphlet    The  late    death  of  an   extn- 
ordinary  man   of  genius,  the  delight  of  nations,  and  the 
special  glory   of  his  country,  has  just  shewn   the  blushing 
world   what  little   things    could  be  done  for  him,  dead  or 
alive,    by    the    "great  men"  whom    he    condescended  to 
glorify.      The    manager    of    a    Scottish    theatre    (to   lis 
immortal   credit)*   has   contributed,  in    furtherance  of  the 
erection  of  a  monument  to  him,  precisely   the   same  sum 
as  was  drawn   forth  out  of  the  money  bags  of  a  Scottish 
Duke,  in  the  receipt  of  nearly  a  thousand  pounds  a  day. 
The  sum  is  the  same  that   is   mentioned    in   the  ensuing 
paragraph   from  Mr.  Shelley's   pamphlet.      After  proposiDg 
a  meeting   of  the  Friends   of  Eeform,  for  the  purpose  of 
recommending   his  plan  to  the  nation,  the   author   notices 
tlie  expenses  which  would  probably  be  incurred ;  and  then 
makes  the  following  offer  : — 

"  I  have  an  income  of  a  thousand  a  year,  on  which  I 
support  my  wife  and  children  in  decent  comfort,  and 
from  which  I  satisfy  certain  large  claims  of  genend 
justice.*  Should  any  plan  resembling  that  which  I  have 
proposed  be  determined  on  by  you,  I  will  give  lOOt^ 
being  a  tenth  part  of  one  year's  income,  towards  its 
object ;  and  I  will  not  deem  so  proudly  of  myself  as  to 
believe  that  I  shall  stand  alone  in  this  respect,  when  any 
rational  and  consistent  scheme  for  the  public  benefit  shall 
have  received  the  sanction  of  those  great  and  good  men 
who  have  devoted  themselves  for  its  preservation." 


'  Mr.  Murray.  I  remember  the  gentlemanly  paternity  of  his  &ther*i 
manner  on  the  English  Btage,  and  the  fine  eyes  of  his  siater  (MrL  Heniy 
Siddons)  ;  and  was  not  surprised  to  find  generosity  in  such  a  stodL 

'  By  these  "  claims  of  justice,"  he  meant  the  ^'ants  of  his  friends  and 
the  poor.  I  do  not  wish,  Qod  knows,  to  dispute  the  phrase  with  him ;  bot 
such  were  the  notions  of  this  singular  **  aristocrat,"  and  most  equal-sighted 
fellow-creature.    [Hunt's  Notes.] 
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rhe  delight  of  talking  about  my  friend,  has  led  me  into 
onger  Preface  than  I  intended  to  write.  I  did  not 
nk  of  detaining  the  reader  so  long  from  his  Poem : 
nost  probably,  indeed,  I  have  not  detained  him,  I 
1,  however,  make  the  other,  and  longer  extract,  without 
ther  remark.  If-  this  Pamphlet  was  the  work  of  an 
jtocrat,  even  in  the  passages  where  it  recommends  time 
be  given  for  the  abolition  of  his  class,  he  was  surely 
t  strangest  republican  of  an  aristocrat  that  ever  existed, 
1  had  the  oddest  notions  of  what  was  puerile  !^ 
'A  certain  degree  of  coalition,"  says  he,  "among  the 
cere  friends  of  Eeform,  in  whatever  shape,  is  indis- 
isable  to  the  success  of  this  proposal  The  friends  of 
Lversal  or  of  limited  suffrage,  of  Annual  or  Triennial 
rliaments,  ought  to  settle  the*  subjects  on  which  they 
agree,  when  it  is  known  whether  the  nation  wills 
it  measure  on  which  they  are  all  agreed.  It  is  trivial 
discuss  what  species  of  Keform  should'  have  place, 
en  it  yet  remains  a  question  whether  there  will  be  any 
form  or  no.  Meanwhile,  nothing  remains  for  me  but  to 
te    explicitly    my    sentiments    on    this    subject.      The 


See  his  works,  passim,  A  multitude  of  passages  might  be  quoted, 
1  as  DO  aristocrat  would  write  out  of  mere  spleen,  or  "  with  greater  pride 
lis  own.**  They  are  too  frequent,  earnest^  and  full  of  thought.  If  Mr. 
lley  met  with  a  gird  at  things  aristocratical,  in  any  book  he  was  reading, 
marked  it  as  worthy  to  be  noted.  I  was  looking  the  other  day  into 
Diogenes  Laertius  that  belonged  to  him,  and  almost  the  first  passage  1 
,  with  thus  marked,  was  a  saying  of  the  biographer's  namesake^  in  which 
h  and  honours  are  treated  with  contempt.  I  am  not  here  beggfing  the 
stion  against  such  things.  I  am  merely  recording  my  friend's  real 
lions.  The  only  sentiment  by  which  a  privileged  class  is  to  be  vindicated, 
r  claim  a  fair  discussion;  and  the  settlement  of  it  be  safely  left  to  the 
will  of  the  sentiment  itself,  and  its  expansion  into  a  freedom  from  its 
I  necessity.    [Hunt's  Note.] 

So  in  Hunt's  extract,  ;  but  those  in  the  proof  from  which  Hunt  quoted. 
[le  Pamphlet  itself.     I  presume  this  '  In  the  Pamphlet,  shcUl, 

other  minute  variatiunts  were  found 
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statement  is  indeed  quite  foreign  to  the  merits  of  the 
proposal  in  itself;  and  I  should  have  suppressed  it,  until 
called  upon  to  subscribe  such  a  requisition  as  I  have 
suggested,  if  the  question  which  it  is  natural  to  ask,  as 
to  what  are  the  sentiments  of  the  person  who  originates 
the  scheme,  could  have  received  in  any  other  manner  a 
more  simple  and  direct  reply. 

'*  It  appears  to  me,  that  Annual  Parliaments  ought  to 
be  adopted  as  an  immediate  measure,  as  one  which  strongly 
tends  to  preserve  the  liberty  and  happiness  of  the  nation. 
It  would  enable  men  to  cultivate  those  energies  on  which 
the  performance  of  the  political  duties  belonging  to  the 
citizen  of  a  free  state,  as  the  rightful  guardian  of  its 
prosperity,  essentially  depends  ;  it  would  familiarize  men 
with  liberty,  by  disciplining  them  to  an  habitual  acquaint- 
ance with  its  forms.  Political  institution  is  undoubtedly 
susceptible  of  such  improvements  as  no  rational  person 
can  consider  possible,  so  long  as  the  present  degraded 
condition  to  which  the  vital  imperfections  in  the  existing 
system  of  government  has  reduced  the  vast  multitude  of 
men  shall  subsist.  The  securest  method  of  arriving  at 
such  beneficial  innovations,  is  to  proceed  gradually,  and 
with  caution  ;  or,  in  the  place  of  that  order  and  freedom, 
which  the  friends  of  Reform  assert  to  be  violated  now, 
anarchy  and  despotism  will  follow.  Annual  Parliaments 
have  my  entire  assent.  I  will  not  state  those  general 
reasonings  in  their  favour,  which  Mr.  Cobbett  and  other 
writers  have  already  made  familiar  to  the  public  mind. 

"  With  respect  to  Universal  Suffrage,  I  confess  I  consider 
its  adoption,  in  the  present  unprepared  state  of  public 
knowledge  and  feeling,  fraught  with  peril.  I  think  that 
none  but  those  who  register  their  names  as  paying  a 
certain   small    sum   in   direct    tax€s,^  ought,  at   present,  to 

^  His  own  italics.    The  rest  are  the  Editor's.    [Hunt's  NcnrK.] 
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^d  Members  to  Parliament.  The  consequence  of  the 
wnudiaie  extension  of  the  elective  franchise  to  every  male 
iult,  would  be  to  place  power  in  the  hands  of  men  who 
ave  been  rendered  brutal,  and  torpid,  and  ferocious,  hy  dges 
f  slavery.  It  is  to  suppose  that  the  qualities  belonging  to 
demagogue  are  such  as  are  sufficient  to  endow  a  legislator, 
allow  Major  Cartwright's  arguments  to  be  unanswerable; 
bstractedly  it  is  the  right  of  every  himian  being  to  have 

share  in  the  government.  But  Mr.  Paine's  arguments 
re  also  unanswerable:  a  pure  repvhlic  may  he  sheum,  by 
iferences  the  most  obvious  and  irresistible^  to  be  tluU 
/stem  of  social  order  ilie  fittest  to  produce  the  happiness^ 
nd  promote  the  genuine  eminence  of  man.  Yet  nothing 
m  be  less  consistent^  with  reason,  or  afford  smaller  hopes 
r  any  beneficial  issue,  than  the  plan  which  should  abolish 
le  regal  and  the  aristocratical  branches  of  our  constitution, 
/ore  the  public  mind,  through  many  gradations  of  improve- 
lent,  shall  have  arrived  at  the  maturity  which  can 
isreffard  those  symbols  of  its  childhood" 

I  need  not  point  out  to  the  reader's  attention  the 
ngidar  and  happy  anticipations  contained  in  the  above 
ctract ;  neither  shall  I  stop  to  inquire  how  far  Mr. 
Iielley  would  have  thought  the  feasibilities  of  improve- 
lent  hastened  by  the  events  that  have  taken  place  of  late 
Bars — events,  one  of  them  in  particular,  (the  Glorious 
hree  Days)  which  it  would  have  repaid  liim  for  all  his 
idurances,  had  he  lived  to  see. 

And  who  shall  say  that  he  has  not  seen  them  ?  For  if 
iev  there  was  a  man  upon  earth,  of  a  more  spiritual 
iture  than  ordinary,  partaking  of  the  errors  and  pertur- 
itions  of  his  species,  but  seeing  and  working  through 
lein  with  a  seraphical  purpose  of  good,  such  an  one  was 
ercy  Bysshe  Shelley. 

'  So  in  Hunt't}  extract,  but  can  Itts  contUt  in  ike  Pamphlet. 
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11. 

PETER  BELL.1 
A  Lyrical  Ballad. 

«  I  do  aflnn  that  I  am  the  rral  Simon  Pure." 

Bold  Stroke  for  a  Wife. 

Prepack 

It  is  now  a  period  of  one-and-twenty  years  since  I  first 
wrote  some  of  the  most  perfect  compositions  (except  certain 
pieces  I  have  written  in  my  later  days)  that  ever  dropped 
from  poetical  pen.  My  heart  hath  been  right  and  powerful 
all  its  years.  I  never  thought  an  evil  or  a  weak  thought 
in  my  Ufa  It  has  been  my  aim  and  my  achievement  to 
deduce  moral  thunder  from  buttercups,  daisies,*  celandines, 
and  (as  a  poet,  scarcely  inferior  to  myself,  hath  it)  "  such 
small  deer."  Out  of  sparrows'  eggs  I  have  hatched  great 
truths,  and  with  sextons'  barrows  have  I  wheeled  into  human 
hearts,  piles  of  the  weightiest  pliilosophy.     I  have  persevered 


*  A  fovourite  flower  of  mine.    It  was  a  favourite  with  Chauoer,  bat  hfl 
did  not  understand  its  moral  mystery  as  I  do. 

"  Little  Cyclopf,  with  one  ^e.** 

Poemi  by  ME, 


^  The  story  of  this  poem  (by  John 
Hamilton  Reynolds)  is  given  in  brief 
at  p.  178  of  the  present  volume.  The 
impriDt  on  the  title-page  is  "LON- 
DON :  PRINTED  FOR  TAYLOR 
AND  HESSE Y,  93,  FLEET  STREET. 
1819."  There  is  a  page  of  Taylor  and 
Hessey's  advertisements  at  the  end, 
wherein  Keats's  Endymum  is  offered 
for  sale  at  the  price  of  9fl.     This  page 


is  dated  "April,  1819,"  in  thefirrtind 
second  editions,  and  "  May,  1819/'  in 
the  third,  from  which  the  poem  is  here 
given.  It  is  hardly  Deoessary  to  add 
that  the  preface,  notes,  and  "  Sapple- 
mentaiT  Essay,"  wherein  the  chvac- 
ter  of  Wordsworth  is  asBomed,  are  all 
by  Reynolds.  I  have  not  thou|^t  it 
necessaiy  to  distinguish  them  witli 
the  usual  mark,  "  Author's  Note.** 
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h  a  perseverance  truly  astonishing,  in  persons  of  not  the 
st  pursy  purses ; — ^but  to  a  man  of  my  inveterate  morality 
i  independent  stamp,  (of  which  Stamps  I  am  proud  to  be 
)istributor)  the  sneers  and  scoffings  of  impious  Scotchmen, 
I  the  neglect  of  my  poor  uninspired  countrymen,  fall  as 

dew  upon  the  thorn,  (on  which  plant  I  have  written 
immortal  stanza  or  two)  and  are  as  fleeting  as  the  spray 
he  waterfall,  (concerning  which  waterfall  I  have  composed 
ae  great  lines  which  the  world  will  not  let  die.) — 
[customed  to  mountain  solitudes,  I  can  look  with  a  calm 
1  dispassionate  eye  upon  that  fiend-lilSg  vulture-souled, 
ler-fanged  critic,  whom  I  have  not  patience  to  name,  and 
whose  Eeview  I  loathe  the  title,  and  detest  the  contents. 
Pliilosophy  has  taught  me  to  forgive  the  mi8g;uided 
screant,  and  to  speak  of  him  only  in  terms  of  patience 
i  pity.  I  love  my  venerable  Monarch  and  the  Prince 
7ent.^  My  Ballads  are  the  noblest  pieces  of  verse  in  the 
ole  range  of  English  poetry :  and  I  take  this  opportunity 
telling  the  world  I  am  a  great  man.  Mr.  Milton  was 
3  a  great  man.     Ossian  was  a  blind  old  fooL     Copies  of 

previous  works  may  be  had  in  any  numbers,  by  appli- 
ion  at  my  publisher. 

3f  Peter  Bell  T  have  only  thus  much  to  say:  it 
apletes  the  simple  system  of  natural  narrative,  which  I 
;an  so  early  as  1798.  It  is  written  in  that  pure  un- 
oured  style,  which  can  only  be  met  with  among  labourers; 
ind  I  can  safely  say,  that  while  its  imaginations  spring 
''ond  the  reach  of  the  most  imaginative,  its  occasional 
aning   occasionally  falls  far  below  the  meanest  capacity. 

these  are  the  days  of  counterfeits,*  I  am  compelled  to 


Mr.   Vanaittart,  the   great  Chancellor  of    the   Exchequer,    is    a    noble 
*acter  : — and  I  consecrate  this  note  to  that  illustrious  financier. 
The  White  Doe  of  Rylstone   is  not  of  my   writing.     If  it   be  a  serious 
Ation  of  my  style,  I  venerate  the  author ;    but  if  it  be  meant  as  a  joke 
iifft  mo, — I  cannot  but  weep  at  itd  remorscloas  cruelty.    I  neither  know 
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caution  my  readers  against  them,  ''for  such  are  abroad." 
However,  I  here  declare  this  to  be  the  true  Peter ;  this  to 
be  the  old  original  BelL  I  commit  my  Ballad  confidently 
to  posterity.  I  love  to  read  my  own  poetry^:  it  does  my 
heart  good. 

N.  B.    The  novel  of  Bob  Boy  is  not  so  good  as  my  Poem 
on  the  same  subject 


PETER  BELL. 

1.  It  is  the  thirty-first  of  March, 

A  gusty  evening — half  past  seven  ; 
The  moon  is  shining  o'er  the  larch, 
A  simple  shape — a  cock'd-up  arch, 
Rising  bigger  than  a  star, 
Though  the  stars  are  thick  in  Heaven. 

2.  Gentle  moon !  how  canst  thou  shine 
Over  graves  and  over  trees, 

With  as  innocent  a  look 

As  my  own  grey  eye-ball*  sees, 

When  I  gaze  upon  a  brook  ? 

3.     Od's  me  !  how  the  moon  doth  shine  : 
It  doth  make  a  pretty  glitter, 
Playing  in  the  waterfall ; 
As  when  Lucy  Gray  doth  litter 
Her  baby-house  with  bugles  small. 

the  tragic  Doe,  nor  am  I  acquainted  with  the  tragic  Buek^ — though  both 
these  poetical  creatures  have  of  late  piteously  moaned  over  their  buflfettings 
of  fortune — "But  let  the  stricken  deer  go  weep/'  as  Bacon  philoeophicaUy 
hath  it. 

1  "  Often  hare  I  «igb*d  to  measure 
By  myself  a  lonely  pleamue, 
Bigh'd  to  think  I  read  a  book 
Only  read  perhaps  by  me." 

Poenu,  L  249. 

'  My  eyes  are  grey.    Venus  is  said  to  have  had  grey  eyes.     Qrey  eyes  pletae 
me  well, — being,  as  a  friend  of  mine  finely  soith,  ''  beautiful  ezoeediDgiy." 
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.       4^'^ 


4.  Beneath  the  ever  blessed  moon 
An  old  man  o'er  an  old  grave  stares,  ^  " 
You  never  look'd  upon  his  fellow;           y 
His  brow  is  covered  with  grey  hairs,  ./ 

As  though  they  were  an  umbrella,,''^ 

5.  He  hath  a  noticeable  look,^ 

This  old  man  hath — tlus  grey  old  man ; 
He  gazes  at  the  graves,  and  seems, 
With  over  waiting,  over  wan, 
like  Susan  Harvey's'  pan  of  creams. 

a    Tis  Peter  Bell— 'tis  Peter  Bell, 
Who  never  stirreth  in  the  day ; 
His  hand  is  withered — he  is  old ! 
On  Sundays  he  is  us'd  to  pray, 
In  winter  he  is  very  cold.' 

7.  I've  seen  him  in  the  month  of  August, 
At  the  wheat-field,  hour  by  hour. 
Picking  ear, — by  ear, — ^by  ear, — 

Through  wind,— and  rain, — and  sun, — and  shower, 
From  year, — to  year, — to  year, — to  year. 

8.  You  never  saw  a  wiser  man. 

He  knows  his  Numeration  Table  ; 
He  counts  the  sheep  of  Harry  Gill,* 
Every  night  that  he  is  able. 
When  the  sheep  are  on  the  hill. 

9.  Betty  Foy— My  Betty  Foy, 
Is  the  aunt  of  Peter  Bell ; 

And  credit  me,  as  I  would  have  you, 
Simon  Lee  was  once  hLs  nephew. 
And  his  niece  is  Alice  FelL*^ 

1  "  A  notioeable  man  with  lArga  grey  ejet.** 

Ljfrical  BaUadi. 

*  Dairy-maid  to  Mr.  Gill. 

*  Peter  Bell  reBemblcth  Harry  Gill  in  this  particular  : 

"  His  teeth  they  chatter,  chatter,  chatter.** 
I  should  have   introduced  this  fact  iu  the  text,  but   that  Harxy  Gill  would 
not  rhyme.     I  rcaen'e  this  for  my  blank  verse. 

*  Harry  Gill  waa  the  original  proprietor  of  Barbara  Lewthwaite's  pet- 
lamb  ;  and  ho  also  bred  Betty  Foy's  celebrated  poney,  got  originally  out  of 
a  Night-mare,  by  a  descendant  of  the  great  Trojan  horse. 

'  3Ir.  Sheridan,  in  his  sweet  poem  of  the  Critic,  supplies  one  of  his  heroes 
^ith  .18  singularly  clustering  a  relationship. 
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10.  He  is  rurally  related  ; 

Peter  Bell  hath  country  couftins, 
(He  had  once  a  worthy  mother) 
Bella  and  Peters  by  the  dozens, 
But  Peter  Bell  he  hath  no  brother. 

11.  Not  a  brother  owneth  he, 
Peter  Bell  he  hath  no  brother; 
His  mother  had  no  other  son, 

No  other  son  e*er  call'd  her  mother  ; 
Peter  Bell  hath  brother  none. 

12.  Hark!  the  church-yard  brook  is  singing 
Its  evening  song  amid  the  leaves ; 
And  the  peering  moon  doth  look 
Sweetly  on  that  singing  brook, 
Bound^  and  sad  as  tliough  it  grieves. 

13.  The  little  leaves  on  long  thin  twigs 
Tremble  with  a  deep  delight, 
They  do  dance  a  pleasant  rout, 
Hop  and  skip  and  jump  about 

As  though  they  all  were  craz'd  to  night. 

14.  Peter  Bell  doth  lift  his  hand, 
That  thin  hand,  which  in  the  light 
Looketh  like  to  oiled  paper ; 
Paper  oiled, — oily  bright, — 

And  held  up  to  a  waxen  taper. 

15.  The  hand  of  Peter  BeU  is  busy, 
Under  the  pent-house  of  his  hairs ; 
His  eye  is  like  a  solemn  sermon ; 
The  little  flea  severely  fores, 

Tia  a  sod  day  for  the  vermin. 

16.  He  is  thinking  of  the  Bible — 
Peter  Bell  is  old  and  blest ; 
He  doth  pray  and  scratch  away, 
He  doth  scratch,  and  bitten,  pray 
To  flee  away,  and  be  at  rest 

^  I  have  here  changed  the  shape  of  the  mooD,  not  from  any  poetical 
heedlessness,  or  human  perversity,  but  because  man  is  fond  of  diaags^  and 
in  this  I  have  studied  the  metaphysical  varieties  of  our  being. 
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17.  At  home  liis  foster  child  ia  cradled — 
Four  brown  bugs  are  feeding  there  ;^ 
Catch  as  many,  sister  Ann, 

Catch  as  many  as  you  can* 
And  yet  the  little  insects  spare. 

18.  Why  should  blessed  insects  die  ? 
The  flea  doth  skip  o'er  Betty  Foy, 
Like  a  little  living  thing : 
Though  it  hath  not  fin  or  wing, 
Hath  it  not  a  moral  joy  ? 

19.  I  the  poet  of  the  mountain. 
Of  the  waterfiall  and  fell, 

I  the  mighty  mental  medlar, 
I  the  lonely  lyric  pedlar, 
I  the  Jove  of  Alice  Fell, 

20.  I  the  Recluse — a  gentle  man,' 

A  gentle  man — a  simple  creature. 
Who  would  not  hurt,  Qod  shield  the  thing. 
The  merest,  meanest  May-bug's  wing. 
Am  tender  in  my  tender  nature. 

21.  I  do  doat  on  my  dear  wife. 
On  the  linnet,  on  the  worm, 

I  can  see  sweet  written  salads 
Growing  in  the  Lyric  Ballads, 
And  always  find  them  green  and  firm. 

22.  Peter  Bell  is  laughing  now. 
Like  a  dead  man  making  faces; 
Never  saw  I  smile  so  old. 

On  face  so  wrinkled  and  so  cold. 
Since  the  Idiot  Boy's  grimaces. 

23.  He  is  thinking  of  the  moors. 
Where  I  saw  him  in  his  breeches ; 

^  I  have  a  nmilar  idea  in  my  Poem  on  finding  a  Bird's  Neet : — 

"  Look  I  five  blue  eggs  are  gloaming  there." 
3ut   the   numbers  are   difierent,  so   I   trust   no   one    will  differ   with  the 
lu  miners. 

'  I  have  also  given  these  lines  before ;  but  in  thus  printing  them  again, 
',  neither  tarnish  their  value,  nor  injure  their  novelty. 
•  See  my  Sonnet  to  Sleep  : — 

"  I  nnrtij  not  a  man  ungently  made." 

VOL.  in.  G  G 
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Ragged  though  they  were,  a  pair 
Fit  for  a  grey  old  nian  to  wear ; 
Saw  him  poking, — gathering  leechea.* 

24.  And  gathered  leeches  are  to  him, 
To  Peter  Bell,  like  gathered  flowers ; 
They  do  yield  him  such  delight. 

As  roses  poach'd  from  porch  at  night. 
Or  pluck'd  from  oratorio*  howers. 

25.  How  that  husy  smile  doth  hurry 
O'er  the  cheek  of  Peter  Bell  ; 
He  is  surely  in  a  flurry. 
Hurry  skurry — ^hurry  skurry. 
Such  delight  I  may  not  tell. 

26.  His  stick  is  made  of  wilding  wood. 
His  hat  was  formerly  of  felt, 

His  duffel  cloak  of  wool  is  made, 
Hb  stockings  are  from  stock  in  trade, 
His  belly's  belted  with  a  belt 

27.  His  father  was  a  bellman  once. 
His  mother  was  a  beldame  old  ; 
They  kept  a  shop  at  Keswick  Town, 
Close  by  the  Bell,  (beyond  the  Crown), 
And  pins  and  peppermint  they  sold. 

28.  He  is  stooping  now  a1x>ut 

O'er  the  gmvc-stoncs  one  and  two  ; 
The  clock  is  now  a  striking  eighty 
Four  more  hours  and  'twill  be  late, 
And  Peter  BcU  hath  much  to  da 

29.  O'er  the  grave-stones  three  and  four, 
Peter  stoopetli  old  and  wise ; 

He  cuuntcth  with  a  wizard  glee 
Tlie  graves  of  all  his  family, 
While  the  hootin2  owlet  cries. 


^  See  my  story  of  the  Loech-gatherer,  the  finest  poem  in  the  world,— 
thiH. 

>  "  Ah  I "  iMJa  tbe  Briar,  "hUme  me  not" 

WaUrfaO,  and  Eglam^M, 

Also, — 

"  The  Oak  a  Oiant  and  a  Safe. 
1\\m  ni'ifrhbotir  thiu  addrew'd." 
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30.  Peter  Bell,  he  readeth  ably, 
All  his  letters  he  can  tell ; 
Roman  W, — Boman  S, 

In  a  minute  he  can  guess, 
Witliout  the  aid  of  Dr.  BelL 

31.  Peter  keeps  a  gentle  poney. 
But  the  poney  is  not  here  ; 
Susan  who  is  very  tall,* 

And  very  sick  and  sad  withal, 
Rides  it  slowly  fat  and  near. 

32.  Hark  !  the  voice  of  Peter  Bell, 
And  the  belfry  bell  is  knelling ; 
It  Boimdeth  drowsily  and  dead, 

As  though  a  corse  th'  "  Excursion "  read  ; 
Or  Martha  Ray  her  tale  was  telling. 

33.  Do  listen  unto  Peter  Bell, 

While  your  eyes  with  tears  do  glisten  : 
Silence !  his  old  eyes  do  read 
All,  on  which  the  boys  do  tread 
When  holidays  do  come — Do  listen  ! 

34.  The  ancient  Marinere  lieth  here. 
Never  to  rise,  although  he  pray'd, — 

But  all  men,  all,  must  have  their  fjEillings  ; 
And,  like  the  Fear  of  Mr.  Collins,* 
He  died  *'of  soimds  himself  liad  made." 

35.  Dearl  mad  mother, — Martha  Ray, 
Old  Matthew  too,  and  Betty  Foy, 
Lack-a-daisy  !  here's  a  m^t  full ; 
Simon  Lee  whose  age  was  doubtful," 
Simon  even  the  Fates  destroy." 

1  "  Long  8u»an  lay  doep  lost  in  thought** 

The  Idiot  Boy. 

'  Sec  what   I   have  said   of  this   man   in   my   excellent  supplementary 

^re/ace. 

'  I  cannot  resist  quoting  the  following  lines,  to  shew  how  I  preserve  my 

P'stem  from  youth  to  age.     As  Simon  waa,  so  he  is.     And  one  and  twenty 

ears  have    scarcely  altered    (except  by  death)    that  cheerful  and  cherry- 

leeked  Old  Huntsman.    This  is  the  truth  of  poetry. 

"  In  the  Rweet  shire  of  Cardigan, 
Not  far  from  pIuAsant  Ivor-Iiall  ; 

(m;  2 
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36.  Harry  Gill  is  goue  to  rest, 
Goody  Blake  is  food  for  maggot ; 
They  lie  sweetly  side  by  side, 
Beautiful  as  when  they  died  ; 
Never  more  shall  she  pick  faggot. 

37.  Still  he  reads,  and  still  the  moon 

On  the  church-yard's  mounds  doth  shine  ; 
Tlie  brook  is  still  demurely  singing, 
Again  the  belfry  bell  is  ringing, 
Tin  nine  o'clock,  six,  seven,  eight,  nine ! 

38.  Patient  Peter  pores  and  proses 
On,  from  simple  grave  to  grave ; 

Here  marks  the  children  snatch'd  to  heaven, 
None  left  to  blunder  "  we  are  seven  f — 
Even  Andrew  Jones^  no  power  could  save. 

39.  "What  a  Sexton's  work*  is  here, 
Lord  !   the  Idiot  Boy  is  gone  ; 

And  Barbara  Lewthwaite's  fate  the  same, 
And  cold  as  mutton  is  her  lamb ; 
And  Alice  Fell  is  bone  bv  Iwuc. 

40.  Stephen  Hill  is  dead  and  buried, 
Reginald  Shore  is  crumbling — crumbling, 
Giles  Fleming — Susan  Gale — alas! 
Death  playeth  in  the  church-yard  grass 
His  human  nine-pins — ^tumbling — tumbling. 

41.  But  Peter  liveth  well  and  wisely. 

For  still  lie  makes  old  Death  look  silly, 
Like  those  sage  ducks  of  Mrs.  Bond, 
Who,  not  of  killing  over  fond, 
Turn  a  deaf  ear  to  dilly,  dilly. 

An  old  man  dwells — a  little  man — 

I've  heard  he  onoe  wai  tall : 
Of  yean  he  haa  upon  hia  bade. 

No  doubt,  a  burthen  weighty ; 

He  say*  he  is  threeeoore  and  ten. 

But  oiben  eays  he's  eighty.'* 

These  lines  were  written   in  the  summer  of  1798,  and  I  bestowed  gR 
labour  upon  them. 

^  Andrew  Jones  was  a  very  singular  old  man. — See  my  Poem, 

**  I  hate  that  Andrew  Jonea— hell  breed,  ko. 
>  "  Let  thy  wheelbarrow  alcme,  Ac." 
Sec  my  i)oom  to  a  Sexton. 
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42.  And  tears  are  thick  with  Peter  Bell, 
Yet  still  he  sees  one  blessed  tomb ; 
Towards  it  he  creeps  with  spectacles, 
And  bending  on  his  leather  knees, 
He  reads  the  LakdeBt  Poet's  doom. 

43.  The  letters  printed  are  by  fate, 
The  death  they  say  was  suicide ; 
He  reads—"  Here  lieth  W.  W. 

Who  never  more  will  trouble  you,  trouble  you :" 
The  old  man  smokes  who  'tis  that  died. 

44.  Go  home,  go  home— old  Man,  go  home ; 
Peter,  lay  thee  down  at  night, 

Thou  art  happy,  Peter  Bell, 
Say  thy  prayers  for  Alice  Fell, 
Thou  hast  seen  a  blessed  sight. 

45.  He  quits  that  moon-light  yard  of  skulls. 
And  still  he  feels  right  glad,  and  smiles 
With  moral  joy  at  that  old  tomb ; 
Peter's  cheek  recals  its  bloom. 

And  as  he  creepeth  by  the  tiles, 

He  mutters  ever—"  W.  W. 

Never  more  will  trouble  you,  trouble  you." 


HERE  BNDETH  THE  BALLAD  OF  PETER  BELL. 


SUPPLEMENTARY  ESSAY. 

BEG  leave,  once  for  all,  to  refer  the  Eeader  to  my  previous 
»em8,  for  illustrations  of  the  names  of  the  characters,  and 
e  severe  simplicity  contained  in  this  affecting  Ballad.  I 
rpose,  in  the  course  of  a  few  years,  to  write  laborious 
es  of  all  the  old  people  who  enjoy  sinecures  in  the  text, 
are  pensioned  off  in  the  notes,  of  my  Poetry.  The 
imberland  Beggar  is  dead.    He  could  not  crawl  out  of  the 
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way  of  a  fierce  and  fatal  post  cliaise,  and  so  fell  a  sacrifice 
to  the  Philosophy  of  Nature.  I  shall  commence  the  work 
in  heavy  quarto,  like  the  Excursion,  with  that  "old,  old 
Man,"  (as  the  too  joyous  Spenser  saith.) — If  ever  I  should 
be  surprised  into  a  second  edition  of  my  whole  Poems,  I 
shall  write  an  extra-supplementary  Essay  on  the  principles 
of  simple  Poetry.  I  now  conclude,  with  merely  extracting 
(from  my  own  works)  the  following  eloquent  and  just 
passage  (my  Prose  is  extremely  good)  contained  in  the  two 
volumes  lately  published,  and  not  yet  wholly  disposed  of  :— 

"  A  sketch  of  my  own  notiou  of  the  Constitution  of  Fame  has  been 
given  ;  and  as  far  as  concerns  myself^  I  have  cause  to  be  satisfied  — 
The  love,  the  admiration,  the  indifference,  the  slight,  the  aveisioD,  and 
even  the  contempt,  with  which  these  Poems  have  heen  received,  knowing, 
as  1  do,  the  source  within  my  own  mind,  from  which  they  htfe 
proceeded  ;  and  the  labour  and  pains  which,  when  labour  and  pains 
appeared  needful,  have  been  bestowed  upon  them, — must  all,  if  I  think 
consistently,  be  received  as  pledges  and  tokens,  bearing  the  same  general 
impression  though  widely  different  in  value  ; — ^they  are  all  proofs  that 
for  the  present  time  I  have  not  laboured  in  vain ;  and  afford  assuranoee, 
more  or  less  authentic,  that  the  products  of  my  industiy  will  endure.'' 

Lyrical  Ballads,^  Vol  i.  p.  36& 


^  Although  this  passage  ia  really  by 
Wordsworth,  it  ia  not  to  be  found  in 
the  Lyrical  BaUadi,  aa  aeparately  is- 
sued,  but  occurs,  at  the  page  cited, 
in  the  collection  of  1815, — Poenu  by 
William  WorcUworth:  induding  Lyr- 
teal  Balladt,  and  the  Mucdlaneotu 
Pieces  of  the  Autkar.  With  Additional 
Poemt,  a  New  Prrface,  and  a  Supple- 


mentary Eg$ay,  In  Two  Voluma 
(publianed  by  Longman).  I  iiDagme 
that  aU  the  referencea  in  Reynolds's 
pamphlet  were  to  these  two  irolumes, 
and  not  to  either  of  the  three  editions 
of  Lyrical  Bailadt.  The  paaH^  quoted 
above  ia  from  the  *'  Essay  Supplement- 
ary to  the  Prefiaoe.*' 


•> 
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III. 


PETER  BELL  v.   PETER  BELL.1 


« 


A  biilding,  Ma'am,  in  two  places.*' 

Qeorok  KuBiirs. 


1. 


Two  Peters! — ^two  Ballads! — two  Bells! — 

All,  which  is  the  serious  Poem  ? 
Tlie  tales  which  Simplicity  tells, 

Are  the  tales  for  my  heart, — when  I  know  'em ! 

2. 

But  the  Lyrics  in  these  match  so  well, 

And  so  like  is  the  innocent  metre, 
Tliat  I'm  bother'd  to  death  with  each  Bell, 

And  lost  between  Peter  and  Peter. 

3. 

Will  no  one  in  tenderness  lend 

A  clue  to  the  positive  story  ? — 
Or  some  wretch,  in  the  shai)e  of  a  Friend, 

May  waddle  away  with  the  glory. 


'  Theso  Btinzas  are  from  J.  H.  Key-  th^  laU  Peter  Corcoran ^  of  Grayt  /nn, 
Dolda's  Tolume  entitled  The  Fancy:  a  Student  at  Law^  publiKlieil  by  Taylor 
Stketianfr^m  the  Poetical  Jtemaius  of      and  Hettscy  in  16*iO. 


Il 
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4. 

Since  my  miud  must  some  notion  be  gleaning, 
I'll  venture  the  verses  to  class: — 

The  Burlesque, — by  its  having  a  meaning; — 
The  Eeal, — by  its  having  an  Ass. 


I  pity  Simplicity's  Poet, — 

I  pity  its  tradesmen  in  town ; — 

'Tis  a  dead  drug,  and  few  so  well  know  it. 
As  L .  H ,  R ,  O .  and  B- 


^  For  this  collection  of  blanks  we  Longmans  in  the  dmwhokPtU 

should    of  course  read    ^  Longman,  and  other  works  by  Wordsworth 

Hurst,  Rees,  Orme,  and  Brown,*' —  published  by  thenou 
that  being  the  style  of  the  firm  of 


H 
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IV. 

The  Copy  of  "Queen  Mab"  wobked  upon  roR 
"The  DiEMON  of  the  World." 

s  revised  copy  of  Queen  Mah  from  which  I  have  at 
^  been  enabled  to  give  the  public  the  complement  of 
;  Jktmon  of  the  World  was  mentioned  by  Medwin  as 
g  ago  as  1847>  in  the  first  volume  of  his  Life  of  Shelley 
ges  101  ei  seq.);  and  some  further  account  of  it  appeared 
Middleton's  Shelley  and  Ms  Writings  in  1858.  Mr. 
ssetti,  in  1870,  dealt  with  Middleton's  extracts  as  a 
rce  of  emendation  and  variomm  readings  for  Queen  Mob; 
,  the  book  itself  has  of  late  years  eluded  discovery ;  and 
ther  Medwin  nor  Middleton  would  seem  to  have  had 
r  suspicion  of  its  precise  value  and  significance.  Medwin 
3r8  to  it  as  in  the  possession  of  Mr.  Brooks,  who  published 
•rints  (or  fresh  issues  of  quire  stock  with  new  title-pages) 
several  of  Shelley's  works :  "  He  had/'  says  Medwin,  **  a 
respondent  at  Marlow,  who  knew  Shelley, . . .  from  whom 
obtained  a  copy  of  Queen  Mah,  which,  like  The  Wander- 
r  Jew,  had  probably  been  left  by  Shelley's  inadvertence 
his  abode  there.  This  copy  was  exceedingly  interlined, 
y  much  curtailed  and  modified,  as  by  a  specimen  given 
a  fragment  entitled  The  Dasmon  of  the  World  appended 
Alastor;  and  what  is  still  more  important  and  worthy 
remark,  with  the  Notes  torn  out.  This  copy  had  been 
rised  with  great  care,  and  as  though  Shelley  had  an 
.ention  at  the  time  of  bringing  out  a  new  edition,  an 
»  which  his  neglect  of  his  labour  shews  he  soon  aban- 
ned.    This  emendated  work  is  a  great  curiosity,  and  has 
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scattered  about  the  pages  rude  pen-and-ink  drawings  of 
the  most  fantastic  kind,  proving  the  abstraction  of  his  mind 
during  this  pursuit ....  That  Mr.  Brooks  (he  was  the 
publisher  if  not  the  printer  of  the  Owenites)  did  not  make 
use  of  the  refacciamenti  or  pentinuxte  \sic\  in  his  numerous 
reprints  of  Queen  Mah,  may  easily  be  conceived,  for  these 
very  alterations  were  the  only  objectionable  parts  to  him, 
and  he  would  have  thought  it  a  sacrifice  to  have  struck 
out  a  word  of  the  original  text,  much  less  the  notes. 
Queen  Mab  is  indeed  the  gospel  of  the  sect,  and  one  of 
them  told  me  that  he  had  found  a  passage  in  Scripture, 
that  unquestionably  applied  to  Shelley,  and  that  the  word 
Shiloh  was  pronounced  in  the  Hebrew  precisely  in  the  same 
manner  as  his  name." 

Middleton  says  in  his  preface,  ''Captain  Medwin,  who 
was  aware  of  the  existence  of  the  volume  revised  and 
corrected  by  Shelley  himself,  appears  to  have  been  but 
imperfectly  acquainted  with  it  I  have  been  enaUed  to 
supply  a  deficiency  in  this  respect,  and  the  specimens  given 
will  convey  a  favourable  idea  of  the  value  of  the  whole." 
As  will  be  presently  apparent,  Middleton  himself  was  either 
"  but  imperfectly  acquainted  "  with  the  book,  and  also  with 
the  intentions  of  its  owner, — or  desirous  of  keeping  the 
public  ill-informed  on  the  subject.  He  announced  in  a  foot- 
note that  "  a  new  edition  of  Queeii  Mab,  with  Shelley's  own 
revisions,"  was  "preparing  for  the  Press;"  but  no  such 
edition  has  yet,  I  believe,  appeared.  His  account  of  the 
discovery  of  the  volume  is  a  mystified  reproduction  of 
Medwin's  account  "The  volume  which  Shelley  revised," 
says  Middleton,  "  and  enriched  with  many  additions  and 
corrections,  was  left  at  Marlow,  where  it  had  been  thrown 
aside,  and,  no  doubt,  forgotten,  among  the  many  anxieties 
he  was  there  subject  to.  It  fell  afterwards  into  the  hands 
of  a   gentleman   attached   to   the    Owenites,  and  has  been 
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er  since  carefully  concealed  from  the  eyes  of  the  world, 
s  the  poem  stands  in  the  original,  its  doctrines  exactly 
;cord  with  their  tenets,  and  it  is  to  a  considerable  extent 
B  gospel  of  the  Owenites,  while  these  revisions  and  erasures 
ould  have  produced  it  in  a  very  modified  form." 
Middleton  collated  four  passages  of  the  DoBmon  of  the 
^orld  Fragment  (in  the  Alastor  volume)  with  the  corres- 
>nding  passages  in  Qiceen  Mob,  italicizing  the  variations 
nd  these  passages  shew  one  or  two  verbal  variations  that 
'e  not  in  the  Fragment  and  are  in  the  book) ;  he  printed 
iree  lines  which  he  described  as  being  introduced  into 
le  "  conclusion  of  the  fourth  division  of  the  poem/'  though 
Ley  are  really  an  interpolation  for  the  opening  of  the 
[th  division,  written  in  the  convenient  blank  half-page 
.cing  that  opening;^  and  he  quoted  two  other  MS.  varia- 
ons  of  three  lines  each,-— one  for  the  fifth  and  one  for 
le  ninth  section.  Thus,  as  The  Dcsmon  of  the  World  was 
ready  published  by  Shelley  himself,  the  public  were 
debted  to  Middleton  for  nine  lines  of  variorum  readings, 
though  he  gives  the  quotations,  from  the  Alastor  volume 
I  if  they  were  from  the  revised  Qiuen  Mai :  this,  in  fact, 
ley  are,  though  I  suspect  they  were  mainly  printed  in 
[iddleton's  book  from  Alastor  cfcc,  with  some  slight  assis- 
nce  from  the  revised  book;  for  they  are  by  no  means 
isy  to  decipher  quickly,  and  I  think  that,  if  Middleton 
id  really  had  the  book  fairly  under  his  inspection,  he 
ould  have  found  it  impossible,  after  making  out  Shelley's 
arkings  so  as  to  accord  pretty  nearly  with  the  printed 
ragment,  in  the  Alastor  volume,  to  refrain  from  prosecut- 
ig  his  labours  further.     The  variations  between  his  Dasmon 

^  Mr.  RoMetU  remarlu  that  these  are  in  fact  only  the  three  dearest  lines 

ree  lines  cannot  liotudbly  belong  to  of  a  rather  complicated  revision,  which, 

e  end  of  the  fourth  section,  and  having  nothing  to  do  with  7%« /^cvmon 

trodiioes  them  with  alterations  of  o/ tA«  IVbrM,  I  reserve  forthe  variorum 

n  own  into  the  eighth  section.    They  notes  to  Qyieen  MtA. 
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of  (Ae  Wirrld  extaracts  and  the  text  as  given  with  AUuiat 
are  easily  accounted  for, — on  the  supposition  that  Shelley 
worked  a  little  on  the  proof-sheets ;  but  when  we  find 
Middleton  di£fering  from  both  the  AlaMar  version  and  that 
of  the  revised  Qusen  Mab,  the  case  is  not  so  simple.  For 
instance  the  passage  which  in  Queen  Mab  stands  thus 

The  other,  rosy  as  the  mom 

When  throned  on  ocean's  wave 

It  blushes  o'er  the  world : 
Tet  both  so  passing  wonderful ! 

is  said  by  Middleton  to  be  remodelled  into 

The  other,  glowing  like  the  vital  day 

When,  throned  on  ocean's  wave 

It  blushes  o'er  the  world ; 
Tet  both  so  strange  and  wonderfuL 

Now  the  first  line  as  altered  in  pencil  in  the  book  can  be 
thus  made  out,  though  Shelley  eventually  printed 

The  other  glowing  like  the  vital  mam 

When  throned  on  ocean's  wave 

It  br$athei  over  the  world 
Tet  both  so  poising  itrange  and  wonderfuL 

The  word  breatius  is  also  plainly  written  in  the  revised 
book  and  blushes  plainly  cancelled ;  but  the  cancelling  of 
o'er  and  writing  of  over  are  veiy  faint  There  is  a  card 
between  passing  and  wonderful,  no  word  marked  out  in 
that  line,  but  the  word  dark  written  in  the  margin,  and 
struck  out  again,  another  word  being  put  beside  it,  which 
is  unintelligible,  but  is  certainly  not  the  word  strangL 
The  inference  seems  to  me  to  be  that  Middleton  had  veiy 
limited  access  both  to  this  book  and  to  the  Alastar  volume; 
for  how  can  he  have  got  the  word  strange  but  from  that, 
or  the  vital  day  but  from  this  ?    Later  on,  he  says  the  line 

From  the  celestial  hoofs, 

(by  the  bye,  he  says  hxxf)  is  altered  to 

From  the  celestial  pinvms^ 


{ 
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and  80  it  is   in  the   book,  plainly,   in  ink;  whereas  in  the 
Alastor  volume  we  have 

From  the  swift  sweep  of  wings. 
If,  on  one  occasion,  he  had  jotted  down  in  a  copy  of  Qwen 
Mob,  some   of  the  revisions  in  this  book,  and  on  another 
some  of  those  in  the  Alastor  volume,  he  might  easily  have 
got  such  a  result  as  we  have,  when  he  came  to  make  up 
his   notes  for   a  parade   of  variations  shewn  by  the  book. 
Beferring  to  the  passages  he  quotes,  he  says. — "These  I  only 
give  as  specimens  of  the  revisions  contained  in  this  curious 
volume.    It  is  evident  from  their  variety  and  the  nature  of 
them,   that   Shelley  had  gone  carefully  through  the  poem ; 
and  it  is  to  be  regretted  that  he  did  not  publish  it  in  the 
form  his  riper  judgment   and   discrimination   would  have 
approved  of;  but  two  years  later  he  seems  to  have  enter- 
tained the  idea  of  entirely  remodeUing  the  poem  in  the  form 
of  the  regular  rhyming  stanza  of  octosyllabic  verse ;  an  idea 
which,  from  the  specimen  given  in  Mrs.  Shelley's  notes  of 
the  Invocation  to  the  Soul  of  lauthe,  the  reader  will  observe 
it  is  by  no  means  to  be  regretted  he  did  not  accomplish." 
It  is  here  to  be  remarked  that  the  expression  "two  years 
later"  seems  to  imply  that  the  revisions  were  made  in  1813  ; 
indeed   he   says  "  no  sooner  was  this  volume  printed  than 
he    began    to    waver    in    his    notions   concerning   it,   and 
industriously   sat   down   to  the  work  of  revision";  but  he 
adduces  no  authority  for  this  statement  beyond  the  fact  of 
a  copy  having  been  revised ;  and  I  think  it  inconceivable 
that  the  revisions  were  of  an  earlier  date  than  1815.    Thus 
the  idea  that  Shelley  ever  thought  of  doing  the  whole  poem 
in  rhyming  stanzas  may  be  dismissed  as  an  assumption  of 
Middleton's  based  upon  a  fictitious  dissociation  of  the  Daemon's 
Invocation*   from  the   rest  of  the  revisions.    Mrs.  Shelley, 
in  her  note  on  Queen  Mai,  says,  "a  few  years  after,  wJien 

^  This  is  print^ni  at  pp.  63-4,  Vol  f,  of  thh  edition. 
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printing  Alastor,  he  extracted  a  small  portion  which  he 
entitled  'The  Daemon  of  the  World;*  in  this  he  changed 
somewhat  the  versification — ^and  made  other  alterations 
scaroely  to  be  called  improvements.  I  extract  the  invocation 
of  Queen  Mab  to  'the  Soul  of  lanthe,  as  altered  in  'The 
Daemon  of  the  World.'  I  give  it  as  a  specimen  of  the 
alterations  made."  This  has  always  seemed  to  me  to  fix 
the  date  of  the  revision  as  1815. 

This  superficial  acquaintance  of  Middleton's  with  the 
bearings  of  Mrs.  Shelley's  note  corresponds  precisely  with 
his  very  meagre  acquaintance  with  the  revised  book  about 
which  he  makes  so  much  parade  to  such  small  result ;  and, 
as  bearing  upon  my  suspicion  that  he  was  only  able  to 
make  an  inspection  of  the  most  cursory  kind,  I  may  observe 
that  two  of  the  three-line  specimens  which  he  quotes  firom 
the  MS.  emendations  are  written  prominently  and  clearly, 
and  that  the  third,  which  is  a  little  difficult  to  make  out 
(but  certainly  not  more  difficult  than  the  passages  from  the 
Alastor  volume)  is  both  imperfect,  and  incorrect  even  as  £eur 
as  it  goes.  I  think  that,  if  Mr.  Brooks  held  the  views 
attributed  to  him  by  both  Medwin  and  Middleton,  he  would 
not  have  been  likely  to  let  Middleton  see  much  of  the  book ; 
and  that  he  was  the  "  gentleman  attached  to  the  Owenites," 
whose  name  is  so  carefully  concealed  by  the  later  biographer, 
is  sufficiently  evidenced  by  the  fact  that  the  book  was  still 
in  his  hands  in  or  about  1870,  when  he  gave  it  to  an 
enthusiastic  lover  and  indeed  disciple^  of  Shelley's.     Until 


^  This  was  Thomas  Wade,  the  author 

of  MundiH  CordUCarmina  andnumer- 

ouB  other  admirable  works,  through 

the  greater  part  of  which  there  runs  a 

dear  note  of  Shelley's  influence.    His 

most  beautiful  poem  is  perhaps  The 

CotUention  of  Death  and  Love,  written 

upon  the  text,  from  Loon  and  Cythna, 

I  am  worn  away 
And  Doftth  and  Lore  arc  still  contending  for 
their  prey. 


Wade  died  in  1875,  after  a  litenuy 
career  of  half  a  centorj,  cooceming 
which  so  little  is  gemmdly  known, 
tliAt  he  certainly  ranks  among  "  the 
inheritors  of  unfulfilled  renown."  It 
is  by  the  great  kindness  of  his  widow 
that  I  am  enabled  at  length  to  give 
the  public  the  benefit  of  this  long* 
hidden  book. 
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the  actual  book  came  into  my  hands  I  was  never  wholly 
satisfied  that  there  were  not  two  revised  copies  of  Queen 
Mab  in  question,  one  seen  by  Medwin  and  one  by  Middleton, 
— a  doubt  which  of  course  involved  the  suspicion  that 
Middleton  was  under  a  misapprehension  as  to  the  identity 
of  the  copy  he  saw  with  that  which  Medwin  saw.  Medwin 
could  not  remember  the  name  of  the  gentleman  from  whom 
Mr.  Brooks  had  the  book,  and  Middleton,  though  giving 
that»  concealed  Mr.  Brooks's  name;  but  as  there  is  no 
conceivable  reason  for  doubting  that  Medwin  really  refers 
to  the  copy  in  the  hands  of  Mr.  Brooks  (about  whom  his 
statements  are  very  circumstantial),  and  as  the  copy  lying 
before  me  as  I  write  this  appendix  is  unquestionably  the 
one  Middleton  saw,  I  think  it  follows  as  a  matter  of  course 
that  there  really  was  but  one  copy  in  question.  The 
absolute  certainty  that  this  is  the  copy  referred  to  by 
Middleton  rests  principally  on  a  very  curious  detail:  the 
revisions  for  Hie  Dcemon  of  the  World  Fragment  in  the 
Alastor  volume  form  no  positive  identification,  although  they 
are  strongly  in  favour  of  the  identity, — and  the  other  three 
variations  given  by  Middleton  might  liave  been  written  by 
Shelley  in  more  copies  than  one,  though  they  were  not 
likely  to  be  copied  as  exactly  as  the  correspondence  of 
Middleton's  extracts  with  the  book  would  indicate;  but 
Middleton  says :  "  At  the  conclusion  of  the  fourth  division 
of  the  poem,  some  additional  lines  are  introduced — 

*  The  buds  unfold  more  brightly,  till  no  more 
Or  frost,  or  shower,  or  change  of  seasons  mar 
The  freshness  of  its  amaranthine  leaves.' 

And  underneath  the  last  line  are  written  the  words  a  /iopatvu), 
which  might  lead  us  to  suppose  that  while  the  poet  was 
composing  the  line  he  was  musing  over  the  Greek  derivation 
of  the  word  amaranthine."  I  turn  to  the  revised  book  and 
find  the  Greek  words  written  precisely  in  the  place  indicated 
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I  am  strongly  impressed  with  the  belief  that  Middleton's 
knowledge  of  the  book's  existence  was  derived  from  Medwin, 
and  that  it  was  through  reading  Medwin's  life  that  he  was 
induced  to  seek  out  Mr.  Brooks. 

As  regards  the  discrepancies  between  Medwin's  descripticm 
and  the  facts  of  the  book  lying  before  me,  I  can  only  say 
they  are  highly  characteristic  of  Medwin's  whole  woik, 
which  I  have  no  doubt  is  meant  for  true,  but  which  is  one 
of  the  least  accurate  books  ever  published.  He  says  the 
notes  were  torn  out  of  the  copy  he  describes ;  and  I  find 
the  notes  here,  but  without  a  single  mark  upon  them:  he 
says  the  book  "has  scattered  aboui  the  pages  rude  pen-and- 
ink  drawings  of  the  most  fantastic  kind ;"  and  I  find  one 
side  of  the  cover  decorated  in  this  way,  and  one  page 
ornamented  with  four  grotesque  faces,  scrawled  with  a  pen 
and  ink  between  and  among  some  lines  of  fresh  verse  written 
for  The  Dannon  of  the  World,  These  variations  of  description 
and  fact  go  for  nothing,  under  the  circumstances  of  Hie 
case :  supposing  the  book  before  me  to  be  the  one  described, 
the  account  is  pretty  accurate  for  Medwin, — ^who  may  easily 
have  forgotten  whether  the  notes  were  ignored  by  excision 
or  by  simply  being  left  alone,  and  would  be  most  unhkely 
to  have  more  than  a  vague  notion  of  the  pen-and-ink 
scribblings.  I  take  it,  therefore,  for  almost  a  certainty  that 
the  book  mentioned  by  Middleton,  and  now  under  description, 
is  as  Middleton  stated,  the  one  described  by  Medwin. 

There  is  still  one  point  on  which  I  feel  some  doubt: 
both  biographers  are  agreed  in  stating  that  the  book  was 
got  by  Mr.  Brooks  from  a  gentleman  at  Marlow  who  came 
by  it  accidentally :  I,  on  the  other  hand,  am  informed  that 
when  Mr.  Brooks  gave  it  to  Mr.  Wade,  he  stated  that  it 
had  been  given  to  him  by  Shelley ;  and  that  Shelley  reallj 
did  give  it  away  is  to  some  extent  implied  by  its  having 
the  usual  mutilations.     It  is  well  known  that  when  Shelley 
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gave  away  copies  of  Qtceen  Mob  he  removed  the  title-page, 
the  dedication  to  Harriett,  and  the  imprint  at  the  end  of 
the  volume ;  and  from  this  revised  copy,  these  portions  are 
cut  out  with  a  knife  according  to  his  fashion.  I  do  not  see 
why  he  should  have  removed  them  if  he  were  going  to  keep 
the  book. 

The  first  point  of  interest  is  found  inside  the  cover,  where 
Shelley  has  written,  in  pencil,  The  Queen  of  the  Universe,  as 
if  he  had  some  idea  of  re-christening  his  poem  by  that 
name :  underneath  are  written,  also  in  pencil,  the  words 
the  metre — Pastor  Fido, — evidently  a  memorandum  for  that 
passage  in  the  preface  to  Alastor  &c.y  wherein  he  describes 
the  metre  of  The  DoeToon  of  the  World  as  being  "that  of 
Samson  Agonistes  and  the  Italian  pastoral  drama."  This 
detail  is  of  consequence  as  indicating  that  this  copy  was 
really  in  use  by  Shelley  while  he  was  getting  out  the 
Alastor  volume. 

The  first  two  sections  shew  many  of  the  copious  revisions 
made  for  The  Dcemon  of  Uie  World  Fragment  published  in 
that  volume, — some  in  pencil,  some  in  ink:  there  are  of 
course  cancelled  readings ;  and,  as  these  were  not  in  my 
possession  soon  enough  to  be  given  in  variorum  notes  to  the 
Fragment,  I  must  give  what  I  can  as  variorum  readings  of 
Queen  Mab,  in  the  next  volume.  It  is  to  be  remarked  that 
the  rhymed  Invocation  of  the  Daemon,  already  mentioned,  is 
wanting;  but  as  there  are  some  pin-holes  in  this  part  of 
the  book,  I  have  no  doubt  the  Invocation  was  written  on 
a  separate  sheet  (indeed  there  was  no  room  to  write  it  in 
the  margins)  and  finally  detached  for  printer's  copy,  when 
the  Fragment  went  to  press.    . 

The  third  section  is  untouched :  the  fourth  has  seven 
lines  cancelled,  but  nothing  written  in  their  place :  the  first 
page  of  the  fifth  is  much  revised  and  interpolated,  but  the 
rest   untouched :  the   sixth   contains  the  revision  of  a  line 

voT.  in.  If  n 
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aud  a  half  for  the  passage  which  was  detached  under  the 
title  of  SuperitUian  and  published  with  Alador}  but  no 
further  change ;  and  the  seventh  is  intact.  The  eighth  and 
ninth  sections  contain  the  important  revisions  and  inter- 
polations for  the  Second  Part  of  The  Ikemon  of  the  World, 
printed  in  the  present  volume ;  and  there  are  also  alterations 
in  passages  that  were  after  all  rejected  from  the  re\Tijed 
poem :  these  will  appear  in  variorum  notes  to  Queen  Mob 
in  the  next  volume. 

The  only  remaining  peculiaiity  of  this  copy  of  Queen 
Mab  is  a  sum  done  in  pencil  on  the  fly-title  to  the  Notes ; 
but  even  so  small  a  matter  as  a  sum  in  simple  multipli- 
cation may  be  psychologically  interesting.  The  one  in 
question  is  a  multiplication  of  122  by  21 ;  and  the  correct 
result  is  duly  arrived  at.  Shelley  evidently  wanted  to  know 
al)out  how  many  thousand  lines  Queen  Mab  consisted  of; 
and  liis  metliod  of  approacliing  that  knowledge  was 
characteristically  inexact.  The  poem  ends  on  page  122: 
the  full  page  contains  22  lines:  a  page  with  one  space 
before  a  new  paragrapli  contains  21  lines ;  and  Shelley 
would  seem  to  have  accepted  that  as  the  average, — leaving 
out  of  consideration  tlie  eighteen  opening  and  concluding 
pages,  four  entirely  blank  pages  occurring  when  the  section 
chances  to  end  on  a  right-hand  page,  and  the  numerous 
instances  in  wliich  the  number  of  lines  in  a  page  is  reduced 
considerably  below  21  by  multiplication  of  spaces. 

It  is  also  worth  recording,  as  characteristic  of  another 
mental  tniit  of  Shelley,  that  one  of  the  rude  sketches, 
mentioned  as  being  on  the  cover  of  the  book,  represents  a 
pool  of  tranquil  water  surrounded  by  rocks, — a  good  haunt 
wherein  to  write  poetry  and  sail  fleets  of  paper  boats. 

H.  B.  F. 

^  St-c  Vol.  T,  J),  fifi,  of  this  cflition. 


soxNirrs  by  leigii  hunt,  etc.  469 


V. 

Sonnets  bv  Leigh  Hunt,  Keats,  and  Horace  Smith. 


THE  NILE. 
By  Leigh  Hunt. 

It  flows  through  old  hush*d  Egypt  and  its  sands, 

Like  some  grave  miglity  thought  threading  a  dream; 

And  times  and  things,  as  in  that  vision,  seem 

Keeping  along  it  there  eternal  stands, — 

Caves,  pillars,  pyramids,  the  shepherd  bands 

That  roam*d  through  tlie  young  earth,  the  glory  extreme 

Of  high  Sesostris,  and  that  southern  beam, 

The  laughing  queen  that  cuught  the  world's  great  hands. 

Then  comes  a  mightier  silence,  stern  and  strong, 
As  of  a  world  left  empty  of  its  throng. 
And  the  void  weighs  on  us;  and  then  we  wake. 
And  hear  the  fruitful  stream  lapsing  along 
Twixt  villages,  and  tliink  how  we  shall  take 
Our  ovm.  calm  journey  on  for  human  sake. 


TO  THE  NILE. 
By  Keats. 

Son  of  the  old  moon-mountains  African! 

Stream  of  the  Pynimid  and  Crocodile ! 

We  call  thee  fruitful,  and  that  very  while 

A  desert  fills  our  seeing's  inward  span: 

K  H  2 
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Nurse  of  swart  nations  since  the  world  began, 
Art  thou  so  fruitful?  or  dost  thou  beguile 
Those  men  to  honour  thee,  who,  worn  with  toil. 
Best  them  a  space  'twixt  Cairo  and  Decan  ? 

O  may  dark  fancies  err!    They  surely  do; 
Tis  ignorance  that  makes  a  barren  waste 
Of  all  beyond  itself.    Thou  dost  bedew 
Green  rushes  like  our  rivers,  and  dost  taste 
The  pleasant  sun-rise.    Green  Isles  hast  thou  too. 
And  to  the  sea  as  happily  dost  haste. 


ON  A  STUPENDOUS  LEG  OF  GRANITE,  DISCOVEB 
STANDING  BY  ITSELF  IN  THE  DESERTS  OF  EGY 
WITH  THE  INSCRIPTION  INSERTED  BELOW. 

Bt  HoiucK  Smith. 

In  Egypt's  sandy  silence,  all  alone. 
Stands  a  gigantic  1^,  which  hr  off  throws 
The  only  shadow  that  the  desert  knows. 
"  I  am  great  Ozymandias,"  saith  the  stone, 
''  The  king  of  kings :  this  mighty  city  shows 
"The  wonders  of  my  hand."    The  city's  gone! 
Nought  but  the  leg  remaining  to  disclose 
The  site  of  that  forgotten  Babylon. 

We  wonder,  and  some  hunter  may  express 
Wonder  like  ours,  when  thro'  the  wHdemess 
Where  London  stood,  holding  the  wolf  in  chace, 
He  meets  some  fragment  huge,  and  stops  to  guess 
What  powerful,  but  unrecorded,  race, 
Once  dwelt  in  that  annihilated  place. 
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VI. 

r   CERTAIN  WORDS  USED  BY  ShELLEY  IN  THE  POEMS  PRINTED 
IN  THE  PRESENT  VOLUME. 

Following  out  the  plan  adopted  in  the  first  and  second 
lumes  of  this  edition,  I  have  reserved  a  few  notes  on 
>rds  and  orthography  for  this  appendix.  The  bearings  of 
3  special  department  of  word-study  are,  in  the  mean- 
le,  somewhat  altered,  because,  while  the  first  and  second 
lumes  are  confined  to  the  reproduction  of  works  printed 

Shelley's  life-time,  the  present  volume  contains  only 
o  important  works  in  this  category,  Adonais  and  Hellas, 
the   remainder,  with  one  or  two  minor  exceptions,  such 

the  Lines  Written  on  Hearing  the  News  of  the  Deaih  of 
ipoleon,  being  posthumous.  In  regard  to  these  last  we 
ve  to  take  into  account  Mrs.  Shelley's  idiosyncrasies ;  and 
e  fact  that  apeculiar  orthography  occurs  in  one  of  the 
isthumous  poems  is  by  no  means  proof  positive  that  it 
IS  Shelley's  orthography. 

Knarled. — ^This  word  comes  before  us  again  in  The  JVitdh 

Atlas  (Stanza  XXII,  page  252).     I  have  not  noted  it  in 

y  poem  intermediate  between  Alastor  and  that;  and  in 

is  case  it  is  found,  not  in  any  of  the  printed  editions,  but 

the  transcript  in  Mrs.  Shelley's  writing  preserved  among 
e  papers  of  Leigh  Htmt.  Bearing  in  mind  the  probability 
at  Mrs.  Shelley  followed  Shelley  in  some  of  these  pecu- 
xities,  I  think  this  occurrence  of  the  orthography  hnarled 
most  likely  attributable,  as  suggested  in  the  Appendix  to 
e  first  volume,  to  a  preference  established  in  Shelley's  mind 
:  the  strongly-sounded  k  which  marks  the  Scotch  pro- 
inciation  of  this  word. 
Desart — Desert. — In   going   through   the  contents  of  this 
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volume  I  have  not  found  any  good  reason  for  abandoning 
the  supposition  that  the  object  of  this  varying  orthography 
was  to  distinguish  desart,  noun,  from  desert,  adjectiva  The 
evidence  of  Hellas  does  not  go  for  much,  because,  as  shewn 
in  the  note  at  page  36,  the  first  edition  is  full  of  minute 
inconsistencies.  We  find,  however,  desert,  noun,  in  line  1008 
(page  90),  althoiigh  the  word  is  spelt  Desart  in  line  91 
(page  50).  In  the  volume  of  Posthumous  Poems, — ^in  which, 
it  will  be  remembered,  Mrs.  Shelley  changed  desert  to  daari 
in  reprinting  Alastor, — ^we  find  desart  used  as  an  adjectiTe 
also,  namely  in  The  Triumph  of  Life.  The  term  destri 
Labrador  (line  407,  page  347)  must  surely  mean  deserted, 
desolate  Labrador,  Mrs.  Shelley  gives  it  in  the  Posthunum 
Poems  as  desart ;  but  I  suspect  this  was  because,  in  adopting 
Shelley's  orthography  for  the  word,  she  had  not  fully  appre- 
ciated his  reason  for  it. 

Falshood. — In  the  revised  copy  of  Queen  Mab  from  which 
the  Second  Part  of  The  Ikem^m  of  the  World  is  given  in 
the  present  volume,  I  find  the  word  falshood  written  in  one 
of  the  manuscript  emendations ;  and  that  orthography  seems 
to  have  been  adopted  throughout  Queen  Mab;  but  the 
occurrence  of  the  preferable  orthography  frequently  in  the 
later  volumes  issued  in  Shelley's  life-time  leads  me  to 
adliere  to  the  opinion  expressed  in  the  Appendix  to  the 
first  Volume,  that  to  write  falshood  instead  of  falsehood,  was 
a  writer's  weakness  of  Shelley's.  Perhaps  he  spelt  the  word 
thus  as  a  boy,  and  never  wholly  got  out  of  the  habit  At 
all  events  we  find  it  so  spelt  in  Jidian  and  Maddalo,  where 
also  we  find  others  of  Shelley's  well-known  writer's  errors, 
such  as  thier  for  their,  deciets  for  deceits,  dissappoininieiU  for 
disappointment.  We  also  find  7nein  for  mien  in  the  same 
careful  manuscript.  See  list  of  peculiarities  of  this  manu- 
script, at  page  106. 

Ty{/€?\ — TJiis  ortliography  occurs  in  Mrs.  Shelley's  transcript 
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of  The  Witch  of  Atlas,  stanza  LI ;  but  not  in  any  of  the 
printed  editions.  Instances  of  this  spelling  are  noted  in 
^  Vmon  of  the  Sea,  on  the  peculiarities  of  which,  notes 
will  be  found  at  pages  281  and  282  of  YoL  II.  The  fact 
that  the  word  tiger  is  generally  spelt  in  Shelley's  editions 
in  the  orthodox  way,  and  that  it  occurs  in  The  Witch  of 
Atlas  in  Mrs.  Shelley's  writing,  might  favour  the  supposi- 
tion that  the  peculiarities  of  A  Vision  of  tlie  Sea  arose  from 
its  being  pnnted  fipom  a  transcript  of  liers, — a  very  likely 
thing  to  have  happened. 

Tartarian. — In  Laon  and  Cythna,  Canto  VI,  Stanza  XIX, 
this  adjective  is  so  used  that  it  might  possibly  be  held  to 
mean  of  Tartarus, — though  the  opinion  was  expressed  in 
VoL  I,  page  205,  that  it  meant  of  Tartary.  Tlie  occurrence 
of  the  word  in  line  838  of  Hellas  (page  83  of  this  volume) 
leaves,  it  seems  to  me,  hardly  any  doubt  on  this  point. 
Mahomet  is  described  as  spurring  ''a  Tartarian  barb  into 
the  Gap "  in  the  wall  of  Stamboul ;  and  here,  at  all  events, 
there  can  be  no  question  between  Tartar  and  Hellish  as 
the  meaning  of  Tartarian. 

Brere. — TliLs  word  hrcrc  for  hriar,  which  occurs  in  the 
eighteenth  stanza  of  Adonais  (page  IG),  is  one  of  several 
old  English  words  witli  wliicli  Shelley  occasionally  orna- 
mented his  poems,  up  to  the  end  of  his  career.  It  is  to 
be  observ^ed  that  in  this  case  the  word  is  convenient  as  a 
rhyme  to  hicr,  varies  but  slightly  from  its  modern  equi- 
valent, and  is  very  euphonious.  Shelley  may,  with  equal 
probability,  l>e  suj>posed  to  have  got  it  from  Chaucer  or  from 
Rome  later  wTiter, — though  there  is  more  direct  evidence  of 
familiarity  with  Spenser  than  with  any  other  early  writers 
but  Shakespeare  and  Milton. 

Trcrn. — Tlie  obsolete  plural  trecn  occura  in  a  cancelled 
passage  of  Adonai%  printed  at  jmge  32  of  this  volume, 
and  in  The  Woodman  and  the  NiglUinffale,  at  page  419. 
Tliosc,  n^T'ii'i,  nre  (-nses  in  which  it  serves  for  a  rhyme.    Shelley 
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seems  to  me  to  have  been  at  that  time   somewhat  mc 
chary  than    formerly  of   using  old  words  that  might 
thought    affected;   and   it  is   possible    that  this  pardcol 
plural  may  haye  had  something  to  do  with  the  rejection 
the  exquisite  unfinished  stanza  in  which  it  occurs. 

Swink. — Professor  Baynes  (Edinburgh  Review,  April,  187 
says  that  this  obsolete  word  together  with  eyen,  trtmy  a; 
others,  ''though  not  peculiar  to  Spenser,  were  probal 
derived  firom  him."  This  particular  word  occurs  in  t 
Letter  to  Maria  Oisbonu  (line  59,  page  229);  and  in  t 
same  poem  (lines  103  and  104)  we  hare  the  distinci 
Spenserian  reference, — 

111  leave,  as  Spenser  says,  with  many  mo. 
This  secret  in  the  pregnant  womb  of  time, . . . 

I  think  this  almost  amounts  to  proof  that  it  was  frc 
Spenser  that  Shelley  adopted  the  neighbouring  word  smj 
I  uns — /  wist, — I  presume  these  expressions  may  also 
safely  put  down  to  the  influence  of  Spenser.  /  ioiA  is 
the  Letter  to  Maria  Oi^xjme  (line  15,  page  228),  and  I\ 
in  The  Witch  of  Atlas  (stanza  LXXV,  page  270).  The  or 
difference  between  the  use  made  of  the  one  and  that  ma 
of  the  other  is  that  /  wist  is  made  to  rhyme  with  tMchan 
I  wis  with  Amasis :  both  forms  are  used  as  the  first  pen 
singular  of  the  present  tense ;  so  that  from  whatever  son] 
Shelley  may  have  derived  the  quaint  verb  to  wis,  he  d( 
not  seem  to  have  looked  very  curiously  into  its  inflectio 
Perhaps  the  use  of  the  past  tense  in  that  notable  spec 
of  Christ,  "  Wist  ye  not  that  I  must  be  about  my  Fathe 
business  ?"  may  have  fixed  the  sense  wrongly  in  Shefle] 
mind  at  an  early  age.  In  that  passage,  wist  might  easily 
mistaken  for  an  equivalent  for  know,  instead  of  knew  ;  and  tl 
liability  to  such  a  change  of  tense  in  the  mind  is  not  lesseni 
by  the  context,  "  How  is  it  that  ye  sought  me  ?"  It 
worthy  of  remark  that  in  both  instances,  the  word  is  us6 
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by  Shelley  when  writing  playfully,  and  not  in  his  usual 
serious  vein. 

Crudded, — ^The  preference  given  to  the  old  form  crudded 
over  the  more  usual  curded,  in  The  Witch  of  Atlas  (stanza 
L^>  P^e  263),  should  also  probably  be  set  down  to 
Spenser, — ^though  there  is  not  much  in  common  between 
the 

battailous  bold  brood, 
Whoee  clawes  were  newlj  dipt  in  cruddy  blood, 

and  that  delightful  creation  of  Shelley's  fantasy  who 

would  often  cUmb 
The  steepest  ladder  of  the  crudded  rack. 

I  presume  the  same  taste  for  recherche  words  that  led  to 
the  use  of  crvdded  for  curded,  regulated  the  preference  of 
brinded  to  brindled  in   the  same  poem  (stanza   VII,  page 

247). 

Cape. — I  have  not  noted  any  further  instance  of  cope  in 
the  sense  of  stroke,  since  noting  that  very  unusual  employ- 
ment of  the  word  in  A  Vision  of  the  Sea.  See  Appendix 
OD  words  in  the  Second  volume  (page  436).  But  cope  in 
its  Miltonic  sense  occurs  in  Marianne's  Dream  (stanza  XV, 
page  389),  in  the  lines  To  Constantia,  Singing  (stanza  II, 
page  392),  and  in  Marenghi  (stanza  XVIII,  page  429). 

Feature. — ^The  use  made  of  this  word  in  line  190  of  The 
Triumph  of  Life,  page  337,  is  very  remarkable  in  a  modem 
poem,  whether  we  punctuate  the  passage  as  in  Mrs.  Shelley's 
editions  or  in  the  manner  proposed  by  Mr.  Browning  and 
adopted  by  Mr.  Bossetti  and  myself.  But  I  do  not  know 
that  the  use  of  this  word  is  stranger  than  that  of  several 
others  in  which  Shelley  followed  the  Elizabethan  and  even 
earlier  writers.  There  can  hardly  be  any  question  that  the 
word  is  used,  not  by  poetic  licence  as  an  equivalent  tor  face 
OT  form,  but  in  its  strict  primitive  sense  oi  shaping,  facture 
(Jaeturd), — just  as  Ben  Jonson  uses  it  in  The  Masque  of  the 
Qtuem, — 

VOL.    III.  I    I 
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CORRECTIONS   FOR  VOL.   III. 


Page  lOy  Foot-note  2,  line  2.— For  loAo  read  tokom. 


^       Page  12,  Foot-note,  line  2,  left  hand.— Place  comma  before   instead  of 

§^       Pige  239,  Foot-note,  line  17  from  bottom,  left  hand. — Inaert  fuU-atop  after 
C  mmmtnning, 

Pige  291,  Foot-note^  last  line. — For  fragmaUary,  read  leu  fragmetUarjf, 


'  ADDITIONAL    CORRECTIONS   FOR  VOL.   I. 

►  *  * 

pkge  40,  Foot-note,  line  12,  left  hand. — For  we  read  /. 

. '     -^P9ge  172. — The  reference  figure  at  hroiker^e  in  line  6  of  stanza  XXX  ahoold 
ftf  jb^/IKm  stead  of  1,— that  at  meeeeme  in  line  7  of  stanza  XXXII,  8  instead  of  2. 


••• 


ia/  ,Ppge  288. — ^The  reference  figure  at  Prieet  in  line  9  of  stanza  X  should  be 
Ew^^iistead  of  1, — ^that  at  divine  in  line  2  of  stanza  XI,  8  instead  of  2. 

ft:  i:  • 


ADDITIONAL   CORRECTIONS   FOR   VOL.   II. 

Page  281,  Foot-note  4,  line  2.— For  were  read  imm.    Immediately  after 
[fSie  quotation,  strike  out  from  ffe  tdU  ui  to  authority. 

P^  298,  line  10.— For  th4>ught  read  though, 

Plige  885. — Supply  oonmia  after  come  at  end  of  line  8. 

Pige  886,  Foot-note,  line  1,  right  hand.— For  Cfaef/iy  read  SaL 

Pages  840—1,  Foot-notes,  pa$9im,—For  Maeque  read  Matk. 

Page  427,  lines  12  and  18,  left  hand.— For  ehe  non  read  non  ch4;  and 
strike  out  the  word  poieie,  the  reference  figure  1  at  rieeiUerio,  and  the 
foot-note. 

Page  428,  line  4  from  bottom  of  text— For  Pechye  read  Pwgehe, 
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